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IIKPIOXH
ΤΩΝ ΔΙΟΝΥΣΙΑΚΩΝ ΙΙΟΙΙΙΜΑΤΩΝ
ΚΙΙΙΙΤΛΦΛΙ
TUN ΚΙΙΟΜΚΜΙΝ Κ ΛΙΟΝΎΧΙΛΚΩΝ ΙΙΟΙΗΜΑΤΟΝ
’Κκτο) καί δι κάτω γαμιην Νίκαιαν <ι*ιΛω, (ύνότιν ύπνιόουσαν ακοίμητου Λιοιτκτου.
*Κβδομάτω δι κάτω ττρωτάγριον 9.\pta μίλττω καί pttov οιιωθόντα μ*λισταγ<ος ποταμοιο.
'Οκτωκαιδικάτω Στάφυλος και ίΐότρυς ικ·ιιιι, (Ις θαλίην καλίοιπις οριδρομον υΐα &υωνης.
Έιτεακαιδε^άτιμ Σταφνλου rrtpi τύμβον tytlpti Ηᾶςχο? ἐ ττ ι κρητηρι θικόδΰ τερπνόν aywni
Κΐκοοτοί' fuOtna φονίου βουπλήγα Λυκούργου €ΐς βυθόν ιχθνόιιπα διωκομίνου ΛιοΐΊΗΤου.
Ει*οστού πρώτιστον ϊχ*ι χόλον όνιτκτιγαιου και μύθον ’ \}ΐβροσίης ρηζηιορα και λόχον Ι»^3ῶν.
Αειntpov ιικοστόν Βρομίου μύθον ΐργά τε μίλπιι, Λιακός όσσα τε'λεσσε *αι tv π*διω και *Τ*δὁσπρ.
Κῖςοστω τριτάτω πιπίρημόιον *Ιι*6ἀν 'Υδάσπην και κλύιον ύδατο€ιτα και αιθαλό<ντα λιγαίικν. viii
SUMMARY OF THE BOOKS OF THE POEM Headings of the next twenty Books
OF THE DlONYSIACA
(16)	In the sixteenth, I sing Nicaia the bride, in her sleep the bedfellow of unresting Dionysos.
(17)	In the seventeenth, I celebrate war’s firstfruits, and the waters of a honey-trickling river turned to wine.
(18)	In the eighteenth come Staphylos and Botrys, inviting the mountainranging son of Thyone to a feast.
(19)	In the nineteenth, Bacchos sets up a delightful contest over the fragrant bowl about the tomb of Staphylos.
(20)	The twentieth deals with the pole-axe of bloodthirsty Lycurgos, when Dionysos is chased into the fishy deep.
(21)	The twenty-first contains Earthshaker s wrath, and the man-breaking battle of Ambrosia, and the Indian ambush.
(22)	The twenty-second celebrates the battle and feats of Bromios, all the deeds of Aiacos both on the plain and in the Hydaspes.
(23)	In the twenty-third I sing Indian Hydaspes crossed, and the affray of water and fire.
IX
SUMMARY OF BOOKS
Κικοστόν Si τόταρτον ϊχιι γόον cTorre τον ’ l»*S<Lv κιρκίδa θ’ ίστοπόνοιο και ηλακάτην * Αφροδίτης.
Κίκοστον κατά πόμπτον *χ*ις ΙΙερσῇος* άγύηι κ·αι κρίσιν ' Μρακληος ός ηιορόην Λιοιαίσου.
Εικοστού λάχ(ν Ικτον έπίκλοπον t ιθο< Ά&ηνης και πολνν όγρ<κνδοιμον άγαρομόιων στόλον *1ιδῶν.
"Κ βδομον €ικοστον μ(θόπα στίχος, ἡνι Κ ρονιών (Ις μόθυν όπλιζε ι Β ρομιω ι·α(τηρας * Ολυμπον.
HiVooTor σκοπίαζς και όγδοον, όττπόθι πολλην Κυκλώπιον πνρό(σσαν ισαθρηααας ’Κιακύ.
Εῖςοστῷ δ* όνάτω πολόμων άποχάζ(ται "Αρης, οΐά περ (ίς γάμον άλλον ιπαγομα·ος Κυθίρ^ιης.
Έν Si τριηκοστω μ(τά vtprtpov οίκον άιόγκης Υόκταφον Κυρνμόδων δ*δαϊγμό\ι·ον "Αιδι πόμπα.
Έν Si τριηκοστω πριότω μιιλίσσιται *Ιῖμη Υπι·ον ιπι Κρονίδη και Ιί(ρσ(φόνην όπι Βάκχω,
*Κν Si τριηκοστω τω Stmt ρω (ία ι κυδοιμοι και Αιός ΰττναλόοιο λόχος καί λύσσα Αυαίον.
Έν Si τριηκοστω τριτάτω Μορρηα δαμάζα φλόζας θοϋρος "Κρως όπι κόλλα \αλκομ(δ€ΐης.
ΚτειιὉμἐι·αις· ίκάτ(ρθ( τριηκοστοίο Τ(Τάρτον Αηριάδης Βάκχησι κορνσσίται ϊνδοθι πύργων.
Μορρόος όχθρον "Κρωτα τριηκοστω (vt π/μπτω δίζ(ο Βασσαρίδαιυ τε φόνον και "Αρηα yin*cu*cin\
χ
SUMMARY OF BOOKS
(24)	The twenty-fourth has the infinite mourning of the Indians, and the shuttle and distaff of Aphrodite working at the loom.
(25)	In the twenty-fifth you have the struggle of Perseus, and the comparison of Heracles with the valour of Dionysos.
(26)	The twenty-sixth has the counterfeit shape of Athena, and the great assembly of the Indian host to stir up battle.
(27)	The twenty-seventh deals with the array in which Cronion musters the dwellers in Olympos for battle to help Dionysos.
(28)	Look at the twenty-eighth also, where you will see a great fiery fight of Cyclopians.
(29)	In the twenty-ninth, Ares retreats from the battle, being urged to another wedding of Cythereia.
(30)	In the thirtieth, Eurymedon sends Tectaphos slain to Hades, into the lowest house of constraint.
(31)	In the thirty-first, Hera propitiates Sleep for Cronides, and Persephone for Bacchos.
(32)	In the thirty-second are battles, and the bed of sleeping Zeus, and the madness of Bacchos.
(33)	In the thirty-third, furious Love masters Mor-rheus, and sets him aflame for the beauty of Chalcomedeia.
(34)	In the thirty-fourth, Deriades attacks and massacres the Bacchant women within the walls.
(35)	In the thirty-fifth, seek the love of Morrheus for the enemy, and the battle and bloodshed of Bassarid women.
xi
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DIONYSIACA
VOL. II
Β
ΔΙ0ΝΊΓ2ΙΑΚί2Ν ΕΗΚΑΙ-ΛΚΚΛΊΌΝ
*ΥΙκτω κ'αι δικάτω γαμίην Νίκαιαν άι&ω, ιυνότιν ύπνώουσαν ακοίμητου Λιοπ·σου.
Oύδί φόνος ιηποιι·ον Ζην κιιοροιο νομήος, ἀλλἀ λαβών Ζα τόξα και ιμιρόιν βόλος ιλκων θοΰρος * Κριός άίδηλος όθωρηχθη Aim ὐτ<μ όζομόνω παρά χιίλος όνκροκάλου ποταμοϊο.
Και ταχιιη \ίκαια, μι τα δρόμον ηθάόος άγρης 5 άσχιτον Ιόρώουσα φιλοσ κοπόλων από μόχθων, γυμνόν όρισα ιχντοίσι δι μας φαιδρυχ·ι λοιτροΐς. ου μιν "Κρως δήθννιν Ζρτηβόλος· άμφι δι κνρη άκροφκινη πιυγωνα βαλών πτιρόιντος όιστου τόξον ιον κνκλωσιν, ιρωμανόος δι \υαιου ιν κραδίη κατόπηξιν όλον βόλος, όν δι ριόθροις νηχομόΐ’ην Stovxνο? ίδών γυμνόχροα κουρην ηδυμανη πνρόιντι ι·οον διδόνητο βιλιμνψ. ηιι δ’ ινθα και ινθα, λαγωβόλος όππόθι κούρη, πη μιν όπίπινων όλικώδια βόστρυχο χαίτης ιις δρόμον Ιιμόιης διδονημόνο κνκλάσιν ανραις, πη δι παριλκομόνων πλοκάμων στίλβοιπα δοκινων αύχόνα γνμνχυθιντα, σόλας πιμποντα Σ,ιλήνης’
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NONNOS XVI
In the sixteenth, I sing Nicaia the bride, in her sleep the bedfellow of unresting Dionysos.
The death of the plaintive shepherd was not unavenged ; but valiant Eros caught up his bow and drew a shaft of desire, arming unseen himself against Dionysos as he sat by the bank of the pebbly stream.
5	Fleet Nicaia had finished her wonted hunt for game; sweating and tired by hard work in her beloved highlands, she was bathing her bare body in a mountain cascade. Now longshot Eros made no delay. He set the endshining beard of a winged arrow to the string, and rounded his bow, and buried the whole shot in the heart of love-maddened Lyaios. Then Dionysos saw the girl swimming in the water bareskin, and his mind was shaken with sweet madness by the fiery shaft. This way and that he went, wherever the maiden harehuntress went: now eyeing the clustering curls of her hair, shaken by the circling breezes as she hurried on her course ; spying her bright neck, when the tresses moved aside and bared it till it gleamed like the moon. He cared not for
3
NONNOS
*αι Σ,ατύρων άμίλησι καί ούκε'τι τἐμπετο Μάκχαις' παπταίνων 5* ίς "Ολυμπον ίρωτοτόκω φάτο φατῆ· 20 “ "Ι^ομαι, ὐχι πίλα Spoutρος δρόμος,
ήχι φαρίτρη.
ήχι βόλος καί τό£ον ίπηρατον, ήχι *αὶ αυτοί παρθίνικής άγάμοιο μύρου τηνίυυσι χαμίΟναι-φαύσω καί σταλίκων και δίκτυα χ*ροι πεταοσω* άγρωσσω και ίγωγί και ήθάδα \*βρον ολίσσω. 25 €ι Si μοι ως βαρύθυμος ovtiSiaatitv % Αμαζών Θήλυν ίρςυγομίχη μίλη]δόος όγκον απειλής, κούρης χωο μόνης όπι γούνασι χ^ΐρα π πλάσσω, φανών ως Ι κ ίτης tparον χροός, ου μιν όλαιης θαλλόν άςρτάζων, ότι SivSptov ἐστιν *Αθηνης 30 παρθ*νικής αγάμου και άθίλγίος, άντι δἐ πικρού άκρ€μόνος λιπόωιπος όμή ]ΐ<λιηδόι νύμφτ) οα·οπα καρπόν όχοντα μέλιρραθάμιγγος όπωρης βότρυν άίρτάζων ίκίτησιον. ήν Si χαλίφη] παρθίχος άγκυλότοζος, όμω χροι μη δόρυ πηζη, 35 μη βόλος αύ όρύσ<it μιαιφοχ·ον, αιδομίνη Si άκροτάτω πλήξίκν όμόν Si μας ήόίι τ όζω' πληγής ουκ άλόγω φρςνοθ<λγ/ος. ήν S* όθ€λήστ), ίμχρταις παλάμησιν όμών δράξαιτο κομάων, σφιγγομόνης όρύουσα Θίλήμονα βόστρυχο χαίτης. 40 ου μιν όρητύσω ποτ* παρθίχχ>ν, ως κοτόων Si δεζιτςρην σφίγγουσαν άφ<ιδόι χ*ιμι πιόζω δάκτυλα φοινίσσοχτα λαβών γαμψωνυχι δ*σμω, Κυπρώίον καμάτοιο παρηγόρα· παρθςνικη γαρ κάλλος όλον σύλησεν * Ολύμπιον. ίλαθι, Κ έρνη· 46 4
DIONYSIACA, XVI. 19-45
Satyrs now, he had no pleasure in Bacchants ; but gazing at Olympos,® he cried in a love-compelling voice :
21 “ I will be there, where the dewy chase goes on, where the quiver is, where the bolt and the precious bow, where the very groundpallet is perfumed from the unwedded maiden ; I will handle her stakes, and stretch her nets with my own hands : I also will go a-hunting, and kill a fawn like her. And if she scolds me, like some heavytempered Amazon, disgorging womanlike her load of honeysweet threateri-ings, I will lay my hand on the knees of the angry girl, and touch of her lovely skin like a suppliant; but I will carry aloft no spray of olive, because that is the tree of Athena, the maiden unwedded and unsoftened ; instead of that bitter oily branch, I will lift to my honeysweet nymph a suppliant cluster of grapes, which contains the purple fruit of honeydropping vintage.
34	“ If the crookbow virgin is vexed, let her not pierce my flesh with a lance, nor draw her murderous shot, let her be merciful and tap my body with the tip of her sweet bow : I do not mind a blow that soothes the heart ! If it please her, let her hold the shag fast and pull my hair with her precious hands, she may tear out some of the braids and welcome ! I will never fend off the maiden ; but I will pretend to be cross, and squeeze with unsparing hand the right hand which holds me fast. I will hold the pink fingers imprisoned in my hooked talons, to soothe my love-longing. For the maiden has made prey of all the Olympian beauty.b
a The Bithynian mountain.
b CL Apoll. Rhod. iv. 984.
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Άστακις (βλάστησι νίη ρολο&ίκτνλος ’ Ηιῖς, άλλη άιηίξητο φαισφάρος' όπλοτιρη ynp ίμπ(δον (Ιδος ίχοναο πι Α* ι Ν» κrun Ατλψη. ηθ(λον Ιμ(ίριον πολυδαίδαλον ι ιδος αμ<1φαι' el μη ίρητνιι μ( σίβας πατροαον αιθοι·ς,	&
καί κεν ἐγ (ο Τυρίοιο δι* ι·ένι πκ (ypoTtapot βονς άβροχοι' ἐν ττελαγίααι»' ῖμἡ» Ν ικαιαν otipuiv ίπλ(ον, Κ ν ρα* τη ς arc ια'μόίος, ᾶς ntKtuv ό< νώτου ἐμο»' δοι·Λσκτη', όριιομίιης κονρης δ(ξιτ(ρη 7τάνλίνκος ἐ/ιῆν d/xifatrο κιροιης.	3Λ
ηθ(λον, (ϊ γινόμην τττιρόιις ττόοις, όφρα ^ό/>* ιχςα* κονφίζων άτίνακτον νπίρ νιοτοιο ^αιοϊκο, ιδς \\ρονίδης \Tyirar, οπιας fit 7α Α«» τμα 7«A«<7rtc*» Αί(τόν 6ρν(ον άλλο γα/ιοστόλον άστρον *Kpc»/Tu#* οι) μεν ῖμῆ? άλὐτοιο βολίον γ» if ττκ<μαυτῷ β*» νύμφη πατρός ολιθρον άτάσθαλον ίδιον ora’iTtm#. μἡ γλνκ(ρην Νίκαιαν άττοφ^μ/ιχηο χηλίιΐκο. αϊθ( πίλον νόθος όρνις ίνπτιρης, <"ττ« «ται ηι·τη παρθίνος ημιτίρη φιλίι » πτ*ρ'>ιιτης όκττοάς. μάλλον ίγιυ Αανάης ποθι ιον τόποι typo ν »,.χ>τω»' ΑΛ ηθ(λον, (ί χρνσαος ίγιο πίλον ojidpos α*οίτης, αντος δώρα γάμιυι, αντος πόαις, ί*4>ρα χορ*ι*το» άφν(ιης προχίιον φιλοττ^σιον όμβρον ίίραης’ ίπρ(π( γάρ Νίκαιαν (μην ι νιάπιόα κούρην χρνσ(ον (ιδος ίχονσαν ίχιιν χρίκι*ιον ι κοίτην το Τοῖον (ριομανίojv tπος ίαχι θνιάδι <£*οιη. και ποτε κηώατος ίσιο λι ιμά>ιχ>ς r'*v iVm*
• An island in tin* Γγγμ.ιπ (.«If. not rv-rtainiv -IrntiSrd, home of the I)awn-p*<ldcvs (I yoti|.hn*n Ι». Hiny, No/ Hitt. vi. 198-1ΪΗ)). F.Uewhrrr, it ι*» *n Marx) «. of \frica.
6
DIONYSIACA, XVI. 46-72
45 “ Forgive me, Cerne a : the Astacid b has budded as a new rosyfinger Dawn, a new lightbringer has risen : Nicaia is a younger Selene, who keeps her aspect unchanged. In my desire, I should be glad to take on a world of strange aspects, if respect and veneration for my father did not hold me back. I would go through the waters of Tyre a seafaring bull, and swim along carrying my Nicaia unsprinkled by the deep, like Europa’s bridegroom ; and I would shake my back as if by accident, that the girl might take fright, and her allwhite right hand might pull at my horn. I would be a winged husband, to dance carrying lightly a wife on my back unshaken, as Cronides did with Aigina ; that mated \vith her I might beget a new eagle,0 another birdstar to attend on weddings for the Loves. However, I vvi 11 not strike with a thunderbolt my bedfellow’s begetter, and present a father’s death as an impious brideprice, that I may not vex sweet Nicaia for his taking off. Would I were a bastard bird well fledged,d because my virgin herself loves winged arrows !	1 would rather be the
flowing form of Danae’s loves, a golden sho\ver to lie by her side,® myself the marriage gift, myself husband, that I might circle round her and pour forth love’s shower of generous dew ; for it would suit well my girl Nicaia with her beautiful eyes, and her golden beauty, to have a golden bedmate.”
71 Such were the words he rang out in love’s madness with passionate voice. And one day, making his way into a fragrant meadow, he observed all the
b See xiv. 327.
* Alluding to the constellation Aquila. See vii. 117 if. d An arrow.
• Zeus visited Danae as a shower of gold.
7
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άνθζα πάντα δόκευε τίθηλότα σι'γχροα κονρης, καί τινα μύθον ἐειπο- ῖς ψρό<ιπας άητας-
" “Αρτι μόγις, Νίκαια, τεἡ»· ίθοι· «*»ᾶαδ« μορφψ' μἡ σἐο κάλλος· άμίΐφας «ς ά>ῦ<α; Λαλλιὸι/ῆ yti/» τταπταίνων ροδίώνα τ<ός <νόησα παρςιαί ἀλλά τεόν θαλίιι ρόόοι ίμπιΟο»· αμφιιπας γαρ έμφυτον ου λήγουσαν ίρκυθομίΐ'ην αι*μώιτμ €ΐς κρίνον όμμα φόρων χιονώόιας «Γόον tiyooroiV* ** άθρήσας δ’ όάκα·^ον Γόον κνανόχροα χαίτην, δόξό με θηραίοιπα σννόμπορον ην ό όθ<λτμτφς, αυτός όγώ σταλίκιυν γλνκιρον βάρος, αντος α<ιρω όνδρομίδας και τόξα και ιμ< ρόιιπας οιστοι·ς, αντος όγώ- Σ,ατύρων ου htvopar οΰ τταρα λόχμη ηλ δίκτυα Κυριτῆ? άν€κονφιση αντος ’ \ πολλών, τί? φθόνος, €ΐ μίθόπω και όγώ λίιον; ον μογόω αυτό? όμοίς ώμοισιν όμην Χίκαιαν ά<ίρω% ου μίν όγώ γς,νιτηρος νπόρτί ρος- όν ροθίοις γαρ Ενρώττην άδίαιτον όκονφισ€ παντοπόρος βοΓγ. U0 παρθζνικη ροδοεσσα, τί σοι τόσοι *ναδ<ν νλη, σών όρατων μελόων π(ριφ<ίόιο, μηδ' όπι πέτραις άστορό^ς σόο νώτα κατατρίφωσι χαμ<ΐιτιι. όσσομαι, ην όθόλης, θαλαμήπολος' ίν όί μςλαθρψ αυτός εγώ στορίσω σόο δόμνια, τοίσι πατάσσω Μ δέρματα πορδαλίων πολυδαίδαλα, τοις άμα βάλλω φρικτα λ(οι,τ€ίης πνκινότριχα νώτα καλισττρης γνμνώσας εμα γυϊα' σύ δό γλυκι/ν ῶηχη* ιανςις νζβρίσι δαιδαλόησι καλνπτομόιτ] Λκηὐτοιτ Μ νγδονίης δ’ όλάφον σ κόπος αρμιιον ίψόθι βάλλω Id γνμνώσας ~ατνρονς. σκυλάκων δι σοι «ί χρόος <1η,
• Black with a purple undrr-tinpr, likr the blur roan of α
horse.
8
DIONYSIACA, XVI. 73-101
flowers blooming with the colours of the girl, and cried out thus to the airy breezes :
75	“ Here at last, Nicaia, I have caught a glimpse of your form ! Have you lent your beauty to the flowers ? For as I gaze on the fairgrowing rosebed, I recognize your cheeks : but your rose blooms always, for you hold implanted in you the blushing anemone also, that ceases not. When I turn my eye to the lily, I see your snowy arms, when I behold the iris, I see the rich dark colour of your hair.a Receive me as comrade in your hunting : and if you >vish, I will shoulder myself the sweet burden of your stakes, myself your ankleboots and bow and arrows of Desire, myself I will do it—I need no Satyrs ; did not Apollo himself in the woods lift Cyrene’s b nets ? What harm, if I also manage the meshes ? I do not think it hard to lift mv Nicaia on my own shoulders. I do not set up to be better than my father; for he bore up Europa in the floods umvettecl, a seafaring bull.
91 “ Rosy maiden, why do you like the forest so much ? Spare your lovely limbs, nor let the rough un-strown pallet upon the rocks chafe your back. If you wish, I will be the attendant of your chamber in the house; I will lay your bed, I will spread on it the many-speckled skins of pards, over which I throw the bristly thick-haired fell of a lion to cover it, stripping it from my own limbs : you shall enjoy sweet sleep covered with the dappled fawnskins of Dionysos. Above you I will throw a tent of the same sort, made of the skins of Mygdonian deer, stript from the Satyrs.
101	“ If you should want dogs, I Mill straight offer
6 A huntress-nymph loved by Apollo, see Pindar, Pyth. ix. 5 if.
9
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σοι κύνας (ίν ivl πάντας Ιμον τὐχα Ila»* *oy οπασσω, άξομαι £κ Σπάρτης Ιτ (ρους κυχ·ας, ους ατιτάλλο ηιθόων iς € ρωτάς ίμός Κάρναος * Απόλλων, καί κύνας άγρ(υτηρας 'λρισταίοιο καλόσσω·	IOS
και λινα συν σταλίκίσσι και άρμενα δώρα κομίασω (νδ ρο μίδας Ν ομίοιο και ' Αγριος, ος πάρος Ζγι·ω και νομόν (ύλ(ίμωνα και (ύκαμάτου δρόμον άγρης.
€ΐ δι θϊραγίνόος τ ρο μ it ι ς φλόγα διψάδος ωρτης, ημερίδων όρττηκας ύπίρ λίκτροιο φντ*νσω,	110
καί σε περιτττείσωσι μόθης (νωδ((ς ανραι κ€κλιμόνην κατά μίσσα πολυσταφνλοιο καλνπτρης, παρθ(νικη π(ρίφοιτ€, ποθοβλήτοιο προσώπου βαλλομόνας Φαόθοχπι τ(άς ίλίαιρ* παρ<ιάς, μη σόλας *Ηελίου μελιών άκτῖι-α μαραίνη,	lift
μη πλοκάμους μυρόατας άμαλόυι·ωσιν άήταί" είδε ρόδων άνά μόσσα και «V πετάλοις ία* α if ον, γ (.ιτ ον ι σεῖο κάρηνον iptiaapiiaj Αιοννσω, άθανάτοις ττισνρεσσιν όπως *\·α κωμον άνάψjfi,
Φοίβω και Άεφνρω και Κύπριδι και Αιοια/σω. ISO ληιδίην δ* όπάσαιμι γονην μελαιόχροον *Ι»ιδών παστάδος ύμετίρης θαλαμηπόλον αλλά τί φντλην κυανόην όνόμηνα τεης νυμφοστόλον (ύνης ; νυκτι μελαγχλαίνω πότ€ μίσγ(ται αργότις Ηῶς; Άστακίς όπλοτόρη π όλες "Αρτεμις· άλλα καί αντος1 12Λ δμωίδας εξήκοιπα χορίτιδας εις σι κομίασω, όφρα χορόν νηριθμον όπάονα ado τελῖοσα», άμφιπόλοις Ισόμ(τρον όραάδος ιοχιαίρης,
1	αντος mss., αντος Ι udwich.
• Camos was a Dorian gtxi identified « th Apollo.
* Probably llvacintho*.
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you the whole pack of my friend Pan together ; I will bring you other hounds from Sparta, which my friend Carnean® Apollo keeps for the love of his gallant lads,6 and I will summon the hunting-dogs of Aris-taios ; string and stakes I Mill fetch you, and those most suitable gifts, the ankleboots of the Grazer and Hunter,0 who long ago knew both grazing on fine meadows and the happy work of the coursing hunt.
109	“ And if you fear the blaze of the thirsty season of harvest, I will plant over your bed shoots of the gardenvine, and the sweet breath of the intoxicating scent shall be wafted over you, lying under the grape-clustered covering. Gadabout maiden, pity the cheeks of your own loveshot countenance beaten by the sun, lest the glare of Helios dim the radiance of your limbs, lest the breeze tumble your anointed curls ; sleep among the roses and on iris-petals, rest your head on Dionysos your neighbour, to kindle one revel for immortals four, Phoibos and Zephyros and Cypris and Dionysos.*1
121 “ Let me offer my spoil, the blackskin brood of India, to attend upon your bower. But why did I name the swarthy tribe to array your bridal bed ? Does white Eos ever mingle with black-stoled night ? You the Astacid are surely a younger Artemis ; but more, I will fetch you myself sixty dancing handmaids,e to complete the unnumbered dance that attends you, as many as the serv ants of the mountain c Epithets of Aristaios, son of Cyrene: Pindar, Pyth. ix. 65. d For the rose, the iris, and the vine, because in warm sunny (Phoibos-Helios) spring (Zephyros) weather she is being loved (Cypris) by him.
e The sixty dancers come from Callimachos, Hymn to Artemis 13. Virgil gives her a thousand, Aen. i. 499.
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NONNOS
εικελου ΏκεανοΓο θυγατράσι, μη σοι ίρίζη ^Αρτεμι? άγρωσσονσα, και «ι ττ<A# 0«<rrrorir άγρης, 1)0 σοι Χάριτας ζαθίοιο χαρίζομαι *( Ιρχομι%ΤΜθ άμφιπόΧονς, ίμα τίκιτι μιταση]αας * \φραόιτης. ἀλλά 7τόθω φ ρίνα θίΧζον άθ<Χγία, κα* at λιχίσΰα» θηροσύνηγς μετά μόχθοι· ίμόν Χίχος, όφρα φθΛνιης "Αρπμις ίν σκοπίΧοισι καί ίν θαλάμοις Αφροδίτη, 125 τις φθόνος, αγριόσσίΐν σ< σνν άγρωασνιτι \utuw, ει δἐ μόθου Χάχ€ς οίστρον, άτι κΧντότοξος \μαῖμ·ι Γ£εαι Μνδιτὴν ίττι φνΧοττιν, όφρά κ<ν €ΐης Υ\€ΐθώ νόσφι μόθοιο καί, όπττότί &ήρις, ’ \θήνη, δί£ο καί, ην ίθίΧης, ίΧαφηβόΧα θνραα Αναίου, Uo νζβροφόνος δἐ γο·οιο· και vptriptuv arro χηρ<2τν νμ€τίροις τε ττοι·οισιν ίμην κόσμησον ατττρ·ην πόρόαλιν τ)€ Χίόντας νττοζινξασα χαλινψ."
"Ω? φιττίον ibtojKtv optiaLa yt ίτονα κονρην, τοῖον €7τος βοόων·' ’ μό·ε, τταρθίν(, Βάχ·χον άκοίτην 14.*. η δἐ χοΧιοομίνη βριαρην avtvtiKaro φχοι·ην τταρθϊνικη, στόμα Χάβραν *7ταιθνσσο\·σα V ΐΜΐω
“ Ί αίττα μοΧόη· αγόρευε φιλόστοργος τινι νύμφη €ΐ όύνασαι γΧαυκώττιν η ’Άρημιν tις γάμον ϊΧκιιν, και βριαρην Χίκαιαν ίχ(ΐς ττιιθημοι·α νύμφην f«w> €ΐμι γάρ άμφοτίρησιν όμόστοΧος. <ί όί at 4xvyti άπροϊόης νμίναιος άτταρα>όιιχ>ς 'Αθηνης, και νοον ου θίΧ^€ΐας άπ(ΐθίος ίοχ*αίρης, όίμνια Χικαίης μη δίζεο* μηόί σε Xtvaauj ατττομ€νον τόζοιο και άμφκιφόιοντα φαρίτρηι.	|&5
μη μ€τά βουκόΧον'Ύμνον όΧιυΧότα και at hapaaaoj. ούτησω Διόνυσον άνούτατον’ tl δ< σιόηρψ
12
Persuasion personified.
* \lhrw.
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Archeress, as many as the daughters of Oceanos ; then Artemis hunting will not rival you, even if she be the mistress of the hunt. I will present you with the Graces of divine Orchomenos for servants, my daughters, whom I will take from Aphrodite.
133 “ Nay, charm your uncharmed heart with desire, and let my bed receive you after the labours of hunting the beasts, that you may appear Artemis among the rocks and Aphrodite in the bed-chamber. What harm that you should hunt along with hunting Lyaios ? But if you have the itch for struggle, like the bowfamed Amazon, you shall come to the Indian warfare, to be Athena in the battle, and Peitho α when fighting is done. Receive also, if it please you, the thyrsus of Lyaios to bring down your game, and become a slayer of fawns ; and with your own hands, by your own efforts, adorn my car, by yoking pards or lions under the bridle.”
144 So speaking, he pursued the mountain girl his neighbour, crying aloud as he came near : “ Wait, maiden, for Bacchos your bedfellow ! ” But the maiden λναβ angry and lifted up a strong voice, speeding wild words at Lyaios :
148	“Be off! make that speech to some girl who likes lovemaking ! If you can draw into marriage the gray-eyed goddess,6 or Artemis, you shall have hard Nicaia a willing bride ; for I am a comrade of both. But if you miss wedlock with Athena,—none ever heard of such a thing, no birth-pangs for her— if you could not charm the wits of the inflexible Archeress, seek not Nicaia’s bed. Let me not see you touching my bow, and handling my quiver, or I may bring you also down to follow Hymnos the shepherd. I will wound Dionysos the unwounded !
13
NONNOS
γυΐα φόριις αχάρακτα *ai υό* «Γχο»*τα tUKtp%xot νίόας ύφ λόφο υ ς μιμησυμαι '\φ*μ4ό€Π^ς, καί θ€ σιόηριίησιν ηλνκτοττ(θη<η Tthtjout σεῖο κασΓ/iajTio ττανομοίιοι, όνόομνχον hi χαλκιίοις κιράμοιαι μ*τ' "Λ/χα και at φυλάξω, άχρις άναττληαας όνοκαίίκκα #α»*λα rjcpiois €μοι' οίστρον άπορρίφαας αηταις. χ€ρσι γνναιμανιισσιν όμής μη φαί* φαρ<τρης IW τόξον €χω, συ hi θύρσον ἐν ’ \στακίη μιν tpitiη*η €ΐς σύας ἡἐ λἐοι-τας· (μοι· βόλος titiah* ?r/ρίτω *Αρτόμώος συΐ’ά(θλος, vnip Αιβ·ιιοια hi ττίτρης νςβρονς και σν hiioKt σνναγριόασιον \φροόίτη ον δέχομαι σόο λόκτρα, και ti Διός αίμα κομίζίΐς |Τ0 el hi θιόν μςι (αίνον ίχαν ττόσιν, ονκ άι· άκοίτην άβροκόμην άσίόηρον άνάλκιόα θήλα μορφιό}
(ϊχον όγά> Διόνυσον, (μοι δ* ιφνλάσσιτο τταστιό νυμφίος η κλντότοξος άιχιξ ῆ χιίλκςος "Αρης, ος μῖν τόξον (χιον, ό hi φάιτγαιον (όνον Ήpurrutv ITS αλλ* €7Τ€ι ου μακάριον τινα όίξομαι, oiV>< καί αυτόν ττινθιρόν οίστρος όχιι fit τιόν Κρονίιυνα καλόσσα», άλλην hil^€01 Βάκ·χε, νόην τ(ΐθή[ΐοΐ"α ια’μφην. τί σπεύδει?; άκίχητον όχας όρόμον, ά*ς τυτ( Δάφΐ'ην Αητοιόης ehicuKt και ως "ΙΙφαιστο? Ά&ήνην· |*0 τι σπεύδει?; hρόμoς οντος ότωσιος·
11	σκοττόλοις γαρ όνόρομίόζς πολύ μάλλον άριίονός ιισι κοθόρνων. ’
*Ως φαμόνη λίττ* Βάκχου.
αει h ντο φορβάλα λόχμην
β Otos and Ephialtcs, who shut up \rr> in λ brum ax Hom. ΤΙ. v. 3S5.
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If steel will not cut your limbs, if the lance λνίΐΐ not pierce them, I will do as the highcrested sons of Iphimedeia ° ; I will bind you with galling iron chains, wholly like your brother, and Ι λνίΐΐ keep you too like Ares hidden in a brazen pot, until you fulfil twelve b circuits of Selene, and throw away your passion for me to the winds of the air. Touch not my quiver with womanlickerish hands : I keep the bow, you the thyrsus. On the Astacian crags I send my shot here against boars or lions, and share the toils of Artemis ; over the rocks of Libanos go yourself and pursue the fawns, on the hunt with Aphrodite. I refuse your bed, even if you have the blood of Zeus in you. If I had a mind to a god for my lord, I would not have Dionysos for bedfellow, soft-haired, weaponless, spiritless, shaped like a woman ; the bridegroom kept for my bower would be my Lord Strongbow or brazen Ares, the one with his bow, the other with sword as a love-gift. But since I vvill not accept one of the Blessed, since 1 have no itch to call even your Cronion c goodfather, seek another, Bacchos, some new bride not unwilling. Why all this haste ? This race is not for you to win ; so Latoides d once pursued Daphne, so Hephaistos Athena/ Why this haste ? this race is vain ; for among the rocks, buskins are far better than slippers.”
183	She finished, and left Bacchos behind. But he ever searched for the mountainranging maid through
b Thirteen lunar months in Homer, a rough way of measuring the year.	e Zeus.
* Apollo : “ so ” means unsuccessfully. He loved the nymph Daphne (Laurel), who fled from him and was turned into the tree called after her.
e Hephaistos got Zeus’s leave to wed Athena, but she proved too strong for him, see e.g. Hyginus, Fab. 166.
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παρθ(νικ-ην μάστίυα· όρίττλαιχη έησνμένψ hi σύντρομος ωμάρτησ* kvojv πιιαηοφρονι θνμω, Ι ΙΑ τον ποτε θηρ€νοντι φιλοσκοπέλω Λιοιυσιμ ώπασ* δώρου έχίΐν σκνλακοτρόφος νφίκ4ρως \\άν καί μιν ατ€ φρονέοιπα και ανόψντα 0οκ<ι%υ* σνννομον ισοκέλιυθον έών {vinjova μόχθων,
Βάκχος ίρωμανιών φιλι·ο προσπτχ·ξατο μΰθψ 190 Τίπτε, κνων τηρίφοϊτος, όμόδρομός ίσοι \%ταΐψ Πανό? αει ποθέοιπος έττάζκ ; τιπτε σὐ μον%*>% παρθένον ίχιννοντι συνιχνιν*ις Λιοιαίαα»; ἡ ρα σε σῖς ταμίης οίκτίρμονα θηκιν 4pt*rrwv, παρθένον ημιτέρην έτι δίζ<ο, μηδ* m πέτραις 106 Βᾶςχον ατὴτε άοιπα κατ’ οι!γχα μοννον έάστ^ς. μοΰνος έποικτ€ΐρ*ις με, *α* ιῖς βρότος ·ίς ράχιν ύλης πλαζομένης λοφόατα μετέρχιαι έ\·όια κονρης. κάμνε Τ€ω βασιληι’ χάριν όέ σοι ιϊινκα μόχθων διόσω άμοιβαίην μετ α Σιίριον αστέρα Μ αέρτης 2οΟ αίθέρος ένδον άγω σι και άσηρόιιπα τ<λέασω άγχι Κυι·ός προτέρου,
σταφυΧην ίνα καί σν nt παινης βότρυος Είλεί#υιαν άκοιπίζων σέθιν αιγλην. τις φθόνος άντἐλλειν τρίτατον Κιήη;
και συ φαιιιτις
συνδρομος άστ(ρόίίπος έπ(ΐγομέικ>ιο Λαγωον. ΓΟΟ €ΐ θέμις, οίκτ*ίρων μι σαόφρονι μέμφκο κούρη, δόχμιον ομμα φέρων Κυβςληίόος <ις ράχιν όλης, δττί με μασπνοιτα γυι~η θ<όν ιίσέτι φςντγτι
• l>rocyon. in Ι «At in Antrcanrni, λ wm»nd bound uf Orion, which rises l**forc S«*»rio*. Vitrurlu* call* him Canicula. Sre Cic. d* Sat. /vomn n. 61, III. «κη quotation from his own version of \r*tu« : ri hie (.trtninn est ille sub ipsis Antreanrm,	(»rtu qui nomine
fertur. Icarios was an Athenian, to whom ΙΙκ·ηηο» Uufdi
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the nourishing woods ; and coursing beside him in that rapid chase went the dog with sagacious mind, the dog which highhorned Pan, breeder of hounds, offered as a gift to Dionysos, once on a time when he was hunting in the highlands which he loved. To him, the comrade of his ways and his labours, Bacchos lovemaddened spoke gently with kind words, as if he thought the creature had sense and voice :
i9i	“ why do you run with Lyaios, wandering hound, when Pan always misses you, and you are worthy of Pan ? Why do you alone track the maiden along with tracking Dionysos ? Did your trainer teach you to pity love ? Still seek our maiden, and let not Bacchos go wandering alone over the mountains, among the rocks. You alone pity me, and like one human, you follow in the hilly spaces on the ridge where the girl wanders. Work hard for your king ! I will repay you well for your labours : I will take you into the upper air, and make you a star like Seirios, the star of Maira, near the earlier Dog,° that you also may ripen the clusters, shooting your light to be the grapes Eileithyia.b What harm that a third Dog should arise ? You also show your light, running a course with the starry Hare as he scampers on. If it is lawful, cast your eyes aside to the ridge of Cybele’s forest, and in pity for me reproach the modesthearted girl, that she still flies from my
the cultivation of the vine. Some peasants killed him, thinking he had given them poison. His dog Maira found the body, and his daughter Erigone then hanged herself. Icarios was then placed among the stars as Boijtes, his daughter as the Virgin, and the dog as Procyon. But here Seirios is called Maira’s dog.
6 The goddess of childbirth : that is, to bring out the round grapes.
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μέμφίο δ* άμφοτέροισιν, * ΑόωνιΒι κ'α* Ri<U<p<if}, φοιταλέην 8( 8ίιυκ<1 δι* ονρ<ος αστατον	·10
μή τ(Χέστ) φνγό&€μιχ>ν έμτ^ν ττ Xtov n*UT\ ννμφτρτ μηδἐ Χίττης σίο ΙΙάιχι διOiptpov *γγν$ι ΛΌΐ·ρηΤ* μὑ μιν ίλώι' £εάἔπ«»* α»*α·/*αίοι<· νμ€%*αιοις. παρθένον αι kcv 2ὑμ, ταχνς έρχ*ο, μαρτνρι σ ι νῦ ῆ νο€ραϊς νΧακήσιν απαγγ^λλα»»* Λιοινοιμ*	514
άγγελος έσσο πόθοιο’ κνων 8έ τις άλλος αλασΰω ή σνας ἡἐ Χέοιπας από σκοττέλοιο όιώκων.
Παν φίλε, κικΧήσκιυ σ< μακάρ7ατον, οττι και αι/τοί σεῖο κννίς γ€γάασιν έριν\·ητήρ*ς %\τ*ρωτων. άν&ρομέην, ποΧνμορφχ Ί νχη, -αίζονοα γινιθλην Τ30 Ιλαθι, παι·8αμάτ€ΐρα· μ€τά βροτέηι* τἐχα φιτλην και σκνΧάκων κρατέίΐς, οτ ι 8νσμορος οντος αλήτης τὴτεὐει μετά Πάνα και ιμιίροιτι \iwiup* παρθ(.νικΎ) μέμφασθί, φιΧαι 8ρι^ς <ΐττατ*, πέτρα*
* και κνν€ς οικτίΐρονσι, και ονκ έλέαιρ<ν *\μαζων * ?ίΛ εὶσι και έν σκνΧάκίσσιν έχέφρονις, of σ ι Κ ρο» uvv άν8ρομέην φρένα 8ωκι και ον βροτέην rei pi φωνήν ' *Έννεπευ άγχι φντοιο* δι* · ι*ή« τάλου 6ί κορνμβον φθογγης εισαΐουσα γυναιμανέος Aioixoov αρχαιη Χ\ίΧιη φιλοκέρτομον ιαχ€ φωνήν	230
“ “Αλλοι μέν, Αιόννσί, κνιχ>οσέ>οι ιοχιαίρη ένθάΒζ Θηρίύουσι, συ δ’ άγρωασιις * \Φ^οόιτῃ ἣδῖς ἀ δειμαίνιυν άπαλο^ροον άςιγη κονρην Βάκχος ό τοΧμτμις ΙκέτΊ)ς πέλι Χάτρις Έρωτων *Ιν8οφόνοις παλάμιjoiv άιάλκιόα Χισσιτο κονρην. 2*4
1 mss. read δια»**: i’ *bu»** Ι υάνχΗ.
• Melia, daughter of (Vcanos, and vnfc of Ioacho*. ;>»·4Λτ* by Seilenos of Pholos tht* erntaur, ami	»ith Λ polio
at Thebes. 'Ihe Mt-liai a.s a jrruuj» μγγγ ftprunff from 18
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pursuit, a woman from a god! Reproach both Adonis and Cythereia, and pursue Echo, flitting inconstant over the mountains, that she may not make my nymph yet more a hater of wedlock ; do not leave your rough wooer Pan near the girl, or he may catch her and yoke her under an enforced bridal. If you should see the maiden, quickly come, and with knowing silence or meaning barks give the news to Dionysos ; you be love’s messenger, and let another dog travel in pursuit of boars or lions from the rocks. Friend Pan, I call you most blessed, because even your dogs have become trackers of the loves. And you, Luck, how many shapes you take, how you make playthings of the children of men ! Be gracious, all-subduer ! First the human race, and now perhaps you possess the canine race also, when this ill-fated wanderer is a servant for Dionysos in love next after Pan. Reproach the maiden, dear trees, and say, ye rocks, ‘ Even the clogs have compassion, and there is no pity in the Amazon ! ’ So there are dogs too with sense, to whom Cronion has given the thoughts of a man, and yet not a human voice.”
228 A tree was near him while he spoke ; and through her clustering leaves an ancient Ashtree α heard the cry of womanmad Dionysos, and she uttered a mocking voice :
231	“ Other masters of hounds, Dionysos, hunt here for the Archeress ; but you are huntsman for Aphrodite ! Here’s a nice fellow to be in fear of a soft-skinned maiden girl! Bacchos the bold, bowing and scraping like a lackey to the loves ! lifts in prayer to a weakling girl the hands that butchered the
drops of the blood of Uranos; they are the nymphs of ash trees.
19
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σδς γ€ν€ΤΤ}ς ονκ otrtc ττοθου θιΧξιφρονι μιΗιο
€ΐς γάμοί’, (ις νμύιαιον ᾶγ«ι»· ττι ι&ημονα κονρην
ον Σίμε’λτμ- ίκίπια ν, ιιος ι'τνχηα·ν 4p*urtovt
ον Aavar/v παρίττι ιηι ν, ίω? σιλτμ?< κορ4ΐην
ΖηνΙ σνναπτομΑ·ην * Ι^ιοιτκ ηΐαΟα γχααΐκη	5V)
καί γάμιον χριμίτισμα και Ι7ΤΤ74ιοι*ς iyuixuovf
' Αΐτιόπης ιδάιρ φιΧοτταιγμοι·α ί^σμό»'
και Σ,άτνρον γίλοαιΐ-τα ι·ο#οι* μιμηΧ*>% ακοιτην
*ί1ς φάτο κιρτυμίονοη ιιϊον διιδημοιη IIα*)ςυν, καί δρνδς Ατος Γκα»·<ι όμηΧικος. ο 3« *f<»Au*»nn 54S ασχαλόα>ν Λιό»χ>σος' άμάρτκ θνιήόι κούρη ττοσσιν epwpαιΆσσι, και ιόκνττι'διΧος ’\μα£ῶν άστατο? άκρα κόρην α ptrrju όνοβατ α 774 7ρης,
Ιχνος (ρ€ννητήρος νττοκλίτηοιπια Λ να ίου.
Και φλογ€ριυ <I>«<Vo»*7ck ίμασαομύνης χράα ττνροψ ?Λ0 άβροχα διψαΧίης τεροαίιιτο χ<ίλια κονρης* καί δόΧον άγιτυσσουσα γι/ι^ιι/ιαιΥον Λ»«ια»σον ^α»'ῦοι» νδιορ ινόησι φιΧακρήτον ττοταμοῖο, και ττΐ€ΐ' ηδν ρΑΟρον, oPtv mol· α Won ς Ί»4<μ και φρύνα διιτ)θ*ισα ptthj β*ικχιιατο κούρη,	έΛ4
και κεφαλήν ίΧίλιζι μιτήΧνδκι όίζνγι τταΧμιρ, καί διδνμην €δόκησιν ιδιιν πολυχοιρία Χιμι·η* ομματα διιχνονσα- βαρν\αμί\χ>ν Οι καρηιχιν δἐρκετο θηροβότον διττΧονμίνα νά/τα κοΧιόνης και τρομ(.ροισι ττόδ^σσιν όΧισΟι'/οαοα κονίη	?60
€ΐς 7ΤΤ€ρον αντοκνΧιστος cW/χτο γιίτονος * Γπνσν και yap up βαρνγοννος ΙΟίΧγιτο κ ιό ματ ι νύμφη.
Ύην μεν ίδιον ίνδουσαν Ύ.ριος ιπιό* ίκιχα Ηακχψ, ϋμνον €7TotKT€tpajv' Ν (μι σι ς δ' tycXnaatv ιόοΐκτ α.
β See vii. Ι.Η».
6	Dia, by whom Ζι·ιι» was father of I’rinthoOv. He wooed her in the form of a horse.
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Indians ! Your father does not know how to go awooing with heartbewitching words of love to bring the girl willing to her bridal ; he made no prayer to Semele until he λνοη her love ; he did not cajole Danae until he stole her maidenhood.® You know how he caught Ixion’s wife,b the bridegroom’s whinney and the equine mating. You have heard of love’s game of trickery for Antiope,c the laughing Satyr, the sham deceitful mate.”
244 So she mocked the timid mind of Bacchos, and vanished into her coeval tree. But on the hills, Dionysos impatient followed the wild girl \vith love-mad feet ; and the swift-shod Amazon, ever on the move, scoured the topmost heads of difficult mountain-paths, hiding her track from the searcher Lyaios.
250	But the dry lips of the thirsty girl were parched as Phaethon scourged her skin with his blazing fire, and knowing not the trick of womanmad Dionysos, she noticed the brown water of the tipplers’ river, and drank the sweet liquid, whence the skin-scorched Indians had drunk. With her brain on fire, the girl revelled in her intoxication, and tossed her head to match her double motions; when she turned her eyes to the vride yawning lake, she thought to see ίλνο lakes ; then as her head grew heavy, she beheld the ridges of the beastfeeding hill double themselves ; and with trembling feet, slipping in the dust, she was drawn unconsciously under the 'wing of Sleep who was not far away. So the bride heavy at knee, was spellbound by her wedding slumber.
263 Eros espied her sleeping, and pointed her out to Bacchos, pitying Hymnos ; Nemesis laughed at
c Mother of Amphion and Zethos by Zeus. For the Satyr-disguise cf, Ovid, Met. vi. 110.
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καί δολόεις Διόνυσος άόονπήτοιοι κοθορντπς €ΐζ γάροι· άφοφος <ΐρπ< πολ<υν τ*χ%·ημον* παΧμερ, κούρης δ’ εγγύς ικανέ και άτρέμας α κ ρο ν ipvoxms δεσμόν άσνλήτοιο φυλάκτορα λι·σατο μίτρης φειδομέχηη παλάμη, μη παρθει·ον νm-oc <άση
Γαῖα δί κηιύεσααν άνηπτνζααα λοχειην φυταλιην ώδινε, χαρίζομαι) ΛιοιΛ*αψ, πολλή ν δ* άμπελόεσααι έλαφριζοναα κ·ιλντττρηι’ πλεκτή βοτρυόειτι κάμαζ ε βάρυνε τ ο καρπψ' καί λέχος ὑ»' πετείλοισι κ·α7άσ*ιο» rpitpihart γάρ aino<f>injs μιτρευαεν ελιζ ενάμπελον tinnjv και πολῖς ένθα κ αι ειΌα μετάρσιος οινοπι καρπψ Κυπριδίοις άνέμοισιν έσειε το βότρι^ς άλτρτης, άμφοτέρους δ’ έπνκαζε · σελιιτκφε>ρρ δέ κορνμβεμ ιμερόεις εμέθυσσεν ομόζυγος οινάδος όρπηξ πλεκτόν αεζομει·ης έπιβι'/τορι κιασδν οπιορης.
Και δολόεκ γάμος ήεν οι-ειρείης τιστον αηἡς ’"Ττπόγ ίγαιν συνάεθλον ειΌοφίσθη λ* κορείης παρθενικη κνοχιαοναα, και εδρ*ικε πομπόν ‘KpcirruiV "Υπνον νποδρηστηρα μεθνσ&ιλέιυν ι·μεναιεον. πνοιη δ* ύφιπόριυ σκιρη)ματι θνιάδος νλης άστατος αύτοβόητος άνέπλεκεν νμιχ>ν *1\.ρεύτιον, και μέλος ηνεμόφοιτον ορεσσαυλών t'/uvaum αιδομένοις στομάτεσσιν άμείβετο παρθένος "χ CM, Πανιός υστερόφωνος- υπέρ δαπέδου δέ \ο/χικιι αυλός έπεσμαράγησεν " Υμην ' Γμόηκ \iyauun “ ιμερόεις γάμος οντος " όρεστιέις ιαχε π·νκη.
Τυτὴ δ* ηνεμόφοιτος άναΐξασα ι·ομηος παρθένον νπναλέην νυχίοις έρέθιζεν όι-είροις·
Εισι και ιμειροι-τος *Κριννες, ε\*γαμε κούρη· νυμχφίον εἰ φυγές "Υμνον, έιυμφενθης Λιοιῦνῳ*
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DIONYSIACA, XVI. 265-295
the sight. And sly Dionysos with shoes that made no noise crept soundless to his bridal, placing his footsteps with care. He came near the girl : and softly with gentle hand undid the end of the knot which guarded the girdle of innocence, that sleep might not let the maiden go.
270 Earth unfolded her teeming fragrance, and brought forth a plot of plants, to do pleasure to Dionysos. Tangled poles of spreading vine lifted a wide covering laden with clusters of grapes, and shaded the bed with its leaves ; a selfgrown arbour of vinery embowered the couch with its rich growth, and many a bunch of purple fruit swayed to and fro above it, under the Cyprian’s breezes. It screened them both, while in crinkling clumps a lovely sapling of the wine-plant entangled intoxicated the wreaths of ivy which climbed over the growing fruit.
281	It was a stolen bridal, like bed in a dream with Sleep for helper. The maiden lost her maidenhood, slumbering still ; she saw Sleep as marshal of the loves, and as servant of winedeeeived nuptials. The breeze, unresting, self-sounding, interwove the hymn of love with caperings, high among the branches of the jubilant forest : and the melody of the mountain bridal, passing on the winds, was answered in modest tones by maiden Echo, Pan’s following voice ; dancing over the ground the pipes tootled out loudly “ Hymen Hymenaios ” ; the forest fir resounded, “ A blessing on this bridal ! ”
292 Then the soul of the herdsman, passing on the winds, started up and taunted the sleeping maiden in dreams of the night :
294	“ A lover also has his avenging spirits, happy bride ! If you refused Hymnos as a bridegroom,
23
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λοξά θ^μιστίύας, θαλαμηπόλ( παρΟόν* ινμὑπ κτ(ίν(ΐς yap ποΘίοχτα, κιι ον γαμ<ο\π·! παρθόνς, χαλκίον ιτι·ο»' t panonptvtu rrop<f 1 μκω παρθ(ΐ’€, ΐ'ήδνμος νπχ·ος ατηολ*α< otio καραην. οικτρον Γόε<τ γελόιοσα διδοντίθτι>ς αίμα ιομηος οίκτρότ€ροι· σπνάχονσα 7(ής ΐό<ς αίμα κοριιΐμ "£1? φαμόιτ) ακιόίΐπι παν* ικξλος *σσ\ηο καττνν* ψυχή δακρνόίσσα πυθοβλητοιο ιομήος,
Ταρταριῆυ δ* άκίχτιτος tdvoaro παι·δοκο** αίλλην, Βάκχου ζήλον ίχοναα μ(θνσάχιλ<ων νμιχ·αιων.
Και Λιγνροίς δονάκ€σσι γαμήλιοι· ήχον αραοοιυν, ζήλον υποκλόπτιυν ύποκάρδιον, νμισπόλος ΙΙάν μ€μφόμ€νον μόλος *1π*ν ἐς αλλοτρίονς ί·μ<%χαους. και τις όρωμανόιυν Σατvpojv παρόι γ* ίτοιι λόχμη θηητήρ άκόρητος άΟηήτιυν ί·μ*\·αίων Βακ·χειῆν άγόρ^νεν, ίδιον *ύπάρθινον «υτῆν IIἀν Κ€ρο€ΐς, ότι μούιος ῖνκ δρόμοι
ος * \φροδίτην ;
και συ διωκομόιη^ς ποτ* ινμφίος t σοι αι και συ δόλον ποτ* τοίον άοσσητήρα τ<λόσσ<ις ν μετ όρων όπίκονρον aw μ φ* ιτ eo ν νμιι·αιων;
Παν φιλί, και σν γόνοιο φυτοσκάφος αιπι νομήος, ποιμένιον δ* άττάειττε καλανροπα και παρά ττετρ^ Λεῖπε βόας καί μήλα* τί σοι ρόξονσι νομήςς; όγρ€θ, και σν φυτ(ν( γαμοστόλον οΐιχ>ν Ηρῶτων." Οὐ 7τω μύθος όληγ*, και ιαχιν αιγιβοτος Παν*
“ Aide πατήρ με διδαξ* τ ιλι σ αυγά μου δόλον οίνου
* From Hom. Π. \i. ill : it M-rrm to impl%· impri«tf*nrd in brazen chains, something untirvakahlr.
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DIONYSIACA, XVI. 296-321
Dionysos has made you a bride ! You are a crooked judge, you matchmaking maiden bride ! you kill the lover, you pursue him that weds not ! Maiden, a brazen sleep ° you gave to your impassioned Hymnos :	maiden, a honeyed sleep lost you your
maidenhood ! The dead herdsman’s piteous blood you saw with a laugh; there was worse piteous groaning when you saw the blood of your maidenhood.”
302	So speaking, away like misty smoke went the soul of the lovesmitten herdsman weeping, and passed beyond pursuit into the courtyard of Tartaros, allcomers’ hostel, full of envy for Bacchos and his drinkdeceiving espousals.
306 Pan also piped a bridal tune on the shrill reeds, hiding secret envy deep in his heart, Pan the master of music ; and made a defaming lay for the unnatural union. And one of the lovemad Satyrs in a thicket hard by, staring insatiate upon the wedding, a forbidden sight, declaimed thus, when he saw the bed of Bacchos with his fair maiden :
312 “ Horned Pan, still running alone after Aphrodite ? When will you too be a bridegroom, for Echo whom you chase ? Will you ever bring off a trick like this, to aid and abet you in your nuptials never consummated ? Become a gardener too instead of herdsman, my dear Pan ; forswear your shepherd’s cudgel, leave oxen and sheep among the rocks— what will herdsmen do for you ? Wake up ! and plant another vine, which provides love’s wedding.”
320	Not yet had his words ended, when goatherd Pan cried out :
321	“I wish my father had taught me the trick of that matchmaking wine ! I wish I could be lord of
25
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αίθ€ νοοαφαλόος σταφυλής, art linV^rvc, άνησκηο· καί Κβ' (fuTty €7(\*<7(7r Ι
ττοΛί'ΤτΑαίΌΐ· οίστρο* Κρωτων υπναλόην μιθνουσαι ίΛ<«ϋ· όινττάμη*ο»' ΙΙχαι.
Ιληκοι νόμος οντος, ι π* ι παρα γοτοπ πτ/γτ}	223
apdtvoj τάό( μήλα, φιλακρί/τιμ Λ* ρΐιΟρψ τταρθίνικας Λιοτοσος α^ίΛγ’/ας *ις γτίμαν c.Uf» φάρμακον ι ν μιν "Υ.ριυτ ος toy φίττον tpptrio αιγΰ/ν, eppcroj TpitTtpu)V όΰον γλαγ*ς ον Οηχίται )·ιρ εί9 πόθον ύπνον ηγιιν η τταμθι ιον «ι< γάμον «ι.··* XJQ μοΰνος Ιγο», Ku0cp«m, βιάζομαι' cu/icn h^urrutV Σ,νριγξ 11 ατος· <φ<νγ(ν αινμφχ ντοι·ς ipmuovf και γάμον άρτιτόλι στον αν*ιάζ«ι Aiovioou αντομάτοις μ<λό(σοΐ’ τό οΐ ττλιον τιθάόι μολτττ} φθίγγομόχ'ης Δνριγ·γος άμ*ίβ*το σιαθροος ΙΙχῶ. 111 ινμφιόιης Διόνυσε μιθης θιλξίμβροτί ττοιμήν, όλβιος εττλεο μονχ·ος, άναινομινης ότι χάμφγ €νρ€ς άοο(τητΊ)ρα γαμοστόλην οίνον *Κμο/Τα»»
Ι οΓογ (77 ο s' κητιλ(ξι όνσΐμ·ρος άχχ·\·μ<*Ός Παν, ζήλον όχινν καί όρ<υταΧ τιλισσιγίμοιο \ναίον. *40
Και τελίσα? φιΛοττ/τα και ιινοόιΐμ πόθον ιι·ντμ αφράστο) Διόνυσος άχ-τμόρητο πιόίλιο. χ'ύμφη δ’ όγρομόχτ) ποταμηιόι μόμφκτο TTTjyrj,
"Yttvco* χωομίπ] και Κνττρι&ι και Λιοννσω,
όμβρω όακρνόί ιτ ι κατάρρυτος· άχννμόνη 6ἐ	M3
όκλνς Ι\ηιά&ων γαμίης ότι λ<ίφαι-α μολττης,
καί λίχόων κηρνκα ττοθοβλόγτοιο Α ναιον
ὑμερίδιον πίτάλοισι κατάσκιον <ΐ?χ χαμίΐά'ην
ν^βρίσι ιη)μφώι·ησι πνκαζομόνην Αιονν*τοι»,
1 δνσίρα*τα (> rat-ft·, «V «ρόστα Kotvhly.
* *ϊττνω for *Ύμνο>, H. J. U. Thi> misprint *·> corrrctrd also by Maas. See Critical Introduction.
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the mindtripping grape, like Bacchos ! Then I should have seen that cruel maiden Echo, asleep and well drunken ! then I should have achieved my love, which like a gadfly sends me gadding afar ! Farewell to this pasturage ! for while Ι λναίβΓ my sheep here by a neighbouring spring, Dionysos draws intractable nymphs to marriage by means of his tipplers’ river ! He has invented a medicine for Eros —his plant : away with the goat’s milk, away with the milk of my ewes ! for that cannot bring sleep to desire, nor a maiden to marriage. I alone, Cythereia, must suffer. Alas for love ! Syrinx escaped from Pan’s marriage and left him without a bride, and now she cries Euoi to the newly-made marriage of Dionysos with melodies unasked : while Syrinx gives voice, and to crown all, Echo chimes in with her familiar note. O Dionysos, charmer of mortals, shepherd of the bridal intoxication ! you alone are happy, because when the nymph denied, you found out wine, love’s helper to deck out the marriage ! ”
339	Such were the λνόγοΙβ of Pan, in sorrow for his thwarted desire, and in envy and love of Lyaios, the achiever of marriage.
341	And Dionysos, having achieved his love, and the desires of that wayside bed, rose up with unnoted boot. But the nymph awaking reproached the river spring, indignant against Hypnos and Cypris and Dionysos, bathed in a flood of tears ; in her pain, she heard still the remnants of the Naiads’ nuptial song ; and she saw that bed, herald of the couch of lovesick Lyaios, shadowed over with garden vine-leaves, and piled thick λνίΐίι the bridal fawnskins of Dionysos, which gives its own message of Lyaios’s
27
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κρνπταόιων Χίχίιον avrayytΧον β Ια* «ται αισιρ μίτρην παρθα-ίην γαμίης πΧΐ/0οι·ααι *ι^κτης. καί ροϊκ'ας ίχάραξ* παρηιλης, άμφοπρονς μηρούς πληξαμίχτη κιννρτ) βρνχηαατο φαηῆ
“ “Ωμοι παρθινιης, ττ)ν ηρττααα ΚΓ·ιοι· ι«&α>ρ ώμοι παρθ(νιης, την ηρπασβν νττιχ>ς *Κρο/τα»ν ώμοι παρθαίης, η)ν ijprrnat	ηλητης.
ίρρίτιο ' YdptfihuiV hoXotv ποτό»·, ipfxrui tCt'rj, Νάμόςι *Λμαδρι·άδ< s\ τίπι μίμφομηι ;
ημ·τ·ρην γαρ
"Υπνος, "Κριός, 8όΧος, οιιχρς *Χηισααχ·το *ορ*ιην. παρθινικας ιίπ«<ίττ« καί " \ρτ*μις· άΛΛα «αι αντη τίπτί μοι ον φνγό&ιμιος ΰλον όίμας oitffi»' Ιῖμ, τίτττί μοι (Ις <μον ον<ις, οαον μη Η<ί*τ^ο>· άχοΰααι, ου ΙΙίτυ? (ψιθνριζ* και ονκ ίφΟίγξατο Ααφ%*η * παρθ(νικη, πιφνΧαξο ττι* Γ»* «πα-ηρΧιον ιVW*#p .
*Έυνε7Γε, και ποΧνόακρνν
avfftXiHitv όμβρον όπίΛίπης. και ποτε μιν μινιαινι κατ* αΰχ/πκ άομ ίριίαηι, αλλοτ€ δ’ αντοκνΧιστος arr’ οιγχοί ηΟ·Χ* rrirrrttv νστατίη προκαρηι·ος όΧιαΟηαασα *οιῖς·
/cai γαμίης ροίαιι·ο· αιστᾶκται πόμα ττψ/'ης,
€ΐ μη άμιιφαμίιη π^ροτίρη χνσις ικμάόα Ι Ιά*χον λευ/ῶν ν&ινρ κ(λάρνζ( και ονκιτι χ-t νμα Λι·αιοι». και κΡ ονίδην ικ€Τ€ι>€ και " \ρτ< μιν, όφρα ηλίαση αΰλια Νηιάδων κικονιμίνα 8ιφάλι χίροιν. πολλακι δ’ ομμα τίταινι δι* ονριος, «Γ ??οι* ίφινρο* ιχνιον αστήρικτοι· άθηητου Λιοια·σοι*, οφρα βολή τοξοισι γνι*η	«κόρα Aa^uiatnj
Βαιμονα βοτρνοιιτα’ και ήΟ*Χ< μάλλον <*ιιι·ην αμπζλον ζνναιην φλογιριο ττι·ρι πάσαν ιΙλ/αχτοΛ. πολλακι δ αθρησασα δι* οιρ<ος Γ^η**π Il<iVj^ow 28
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DIONYSIACA, XVI. 350-379
lovestricken passion, which told the tale of the furtive bed ; she saw her own maiden zone wet with the wedding dew. Then she tore her rosy cheeks, and slapt both thighs, and moaned with piercing voice :
354 “ Alas for maidenhead, stolen by the Euian water ! alas for maidenhead, stolen by the sleep of love ! Alas for maidenhead, stolen by that vagabond Bacchos ! A curse on that deceitful water of the Hydriads, a curse on that bed ! Hamadryad nymphs, whom shall I blame ? for Sleep, Eros, trickery and wine, are the robbers of my maiden state ! Artemis has deserted her own maidens. But Echo herself the enemy of the bed—why did not Echo tell me the whole scheme ? Why did not Pine whisper in my ear, too low for Bacchos to hear ? why did not Daphne the Laurel speak out—‘ Maiden, beware, drink not the deceiving water ! * ? ”
365	She spoke, and flooded her face with a shower of tears. And now she thought to set a s\vord in her throat, again she would have cast herself rolling off a cliff, to fall headlong in the dust at last ; she thought to destroy the nuptial fountain of which she had drunk, but already the stream had got rid of its Bacchic juice, and bubbled out clear water, no longer the liquid of Lyaios. Then she besought Cronides and Artemis to fill the Naiads’ grottoes with dust and thirsty soil. Often she strained her eye over the mountains, if anywhere she might find an unsteady footstep of unseen Dionysos, that she might shoot him with her arrows, a woman shoot a god ! that she might vanquish the deity of the grapes ; yet more she desired to destroy >vith blazing fire all that marriage-vine. Often, when she saw tracks of
29
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ἡερία? τόςευεν οισπνονση Ονιλλας*	Iso
πολλάκι δ’ ΐγχος fuipt, και *1ς σκοποί* αίτιο» **ττη, όφρα άόμας πληξαα· uitnrrijrov Λιοια·οοι·* αλλά μάτην προίηκ( καί ονκ €τνχΐ)α« \ι«ΐ4/η» και ποτάμιο κ€χόΛιοτο καί ιυμοσ*, pij ποτ* snjyijc χείλεσι όιφαλίοισι ττι*Γι· αττατὴΑιοι* v&ujp·	ΧΊΑ
ιυμοσε κ αι κατά ινκτας <χ*ιν άγρυπνοι· οπυυπ ιρ\ ώμοσ€ μι) γλυκνν νττι·ον <r ovptaiy άλλον tat*ι»'. και σκύλακας vtpitnpJt φνλάκτυρας, ότη και αι/το· ου τότε OwpijaaoiTo γνναιμαι«αντί Λιακοί, δίζετο δ* ἀγχονίοιο μιτάραιοι άλκαρ όλι'Ορον	5ξ*>
θλιβομίιτι σφιγκπηρι π ι ρίπλοκυν αὐτ/ι·α (χαμάμ, μώμον άλςνομόιη] φιλοκόρτομον ηλικος άρχαίην δ’ ασκούσα λίττο' &ηροτρ**όον νληι\ αΐάομόνη pern λίκτρ*ι φαιῆ/ι*»·αι ιοχιαίρΐ]
Και ζαθ(Τ}ς ραθάμιγγι γοΐ'ης πληαΟ*ΐαα \ι*αιον jfcS γαστίρι φόρτοι· ά*ιρ<· τιλίίομόΐ'ης &< ληχψιτρ θήλνι· άμαιώσαιπο τόκοι· ζιοβα.\π<(ς *ί1ραι, και δρόμον όνιχάκυκλον (πιστιόσαιπο ^ληνης €Κ δἐ γάρον Mpofiioio Ot όασι?τυ<; ηι0<< κονρη,
•ην Ι ελετἡι» όι·όμψ·<ν ά<1 χαίρουοαν ίορταΐς,	*<·»
κονρην νυκτιχόρ^ντον, όφ*ιτπομίπμ· Sionsow, τ(ρπομόνην κροτάλοισι και αμφιπλίργι β*Μΐτ).
Και πάλιν €ύλάιγγα φιλακρ·ητιμ παρ*ι λίμι-τ)
Τ€υ^€ Θ(ος Νίκαιαν, όπιυΐΊ·μοι· ἡι· α τ:ο ιΛ*μφτ^
Άστακίης ἐκάλεσσε και Ιι·&οφο»^»· /κ τα riVryv. iuS
“ An epithet or name of BacvUr., ».*. '* tJ»r Ilr*«lrr (M.**
“ Noisy one.”
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DIONYSIACA, XVI. 380-405
Bacchos over the mountains, she let off storms of arrows into the air ; often she lifted her lance, and cast at a mark, hoping to strike the body of unwounded Dionysos : but in vain she cast, and hit no Lyaios. And she was angry with the river, and swore never to drink the deceitful water of the fountain with thirsty lips ; swore to keep her eyes awake through the night, swore not to enjoy sweet sleep again on the mountains. She blamed also the watchdogs, because not even they then attacked the womanmad Lyaios. She sought a remedy in death by the hanging noose, and encircled her neck with a choking throttling loop, to avert the malice of her mocking yearsmates. Unwilling she left the ancient beastbreeding forest, being ashamed after that bed to show herself to the Archeress.
395 Νολν lined with the divine dew, the seed of Lyaios, she carried a burden in her womb ; and when the time came for her delivery, the lifewarming Seasons played the midwives to a female child, and confirmed the nine-circled course of Selene. From the marriage of Bromios a a god-sent girl grew to flower, whom she named Telete, one ever rejoicing in festivals, a night-dancing girl, who followed Dionysos, taking pleasure in clappers and the bang of the double oxhide.
And the god built a city of fine stone beside the tipplers’ lake, Nicaia, City of Victory, which he named after the nymph Astacia and for the victory which brought the Indians low.
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ΔΙΟΝΥΣΙΑΚΗΝ ΚΙΙΤΛΚ ΜΛΚΚ Λ ΤΟΝ
*Κβδομάτω Si κάτω πρωταγριον Αρια μ^λπω καί ροον οιιωΘίντα μιΧιστηγιος ποταμοιο,
Ουδἐ φιΧακρήτοιο μιθης πιπιόημόΐΌν ιΊην ζιογρήσας άτίνακτον άχ-οντητιαν γίχτχ Ίνδώ»
Χηθαίοις Διόνυσο? ἐττιτριπι Οῆ/χν άόςαι*· άΛλἀ πάλιν Φ ρόγα θύρσον ι κούφιοι ν νψιλό4*η γαρ €ΐς όνοπην καλιοχπος ιπιίγιτο ληριαλψΗ,	S
παώός Άμαζονίης όοΧιην αρεστόν ιασας οίνο βάρη φιλότητα και νπχηλιονς νμι κα/οικ,
Και θιός ηγιμόνινι, Λι ος κηρνκ α γινύθλης ονρανιην άκτῖι·α φίριον στίλβοιπι ττροοώπψ' άμφι δἐ Αν&ιον άρμα Γιγαιτοφόι-ου Αιοχακτου 10 Θυρσοφόροι στίχις ησαν, ιμιτριόθη Si μαχηταίς μισσοφανης Ικάτιρθι, και <ζ»τῆστρατττ< ν Όλυμπο*· κάλλ€Ϊ δ' ικρυφι πάιπας· ὧῶν δἐ μιν ἡ τἐχα φσιητ ΤΙἐλιον πυρόιντα ττολυσττερεων μισόν άστρων. καί στρατιής άσίΒηρον αχ·αξ ώπΧισσιν	15
ου ξιφ>ος, ου μιΧιην Θανατηφόρον, am δἐ ^αλχου κισσόν €χα>ν άρρηκτον ιον δόρυ* και μιν ίΧιησων Άσιόος ev ποΧίισσι, και Άσίόος ιν χθοχι ττήξας άγριον ήνιόχ€υ€ ΚυβηΧ&ος άρμα θιαίχ'ης	\>
• Goddess of Warfare ; here a_s οΠ»*η πιγλπη sjmj»ly
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In the seventeenth, I celebrate war’s firstfriiits, and the waters of a honey-trickling river turned to wine.
After he had made captive the Indian nation, shackled in sleep by their potations, immovable, without a wound, Dionysos did not commit his quarrel to the forgetful winds, but once more lifted his Phrygian thyrsus ; for he went in haste at the challenge of highcrested Deriades, and left forgotten behind him the trick he had played on the Amazonian girl, the drunken passion and the drowsy nuptials.
8 The god led the van, wearing a heavenly radiance on his shining face, to proclaim him the son of Zeus. Around the Lydian chariot of giantslaying Dionysos were lines of thyrsus-bearers ; he was ringed about with warriors on either side, conspicuous in the midst, and shone in splendour like another heaven. In beauty he threw all into the shade : to see him you might have said it was fiery Helios in the midst of farscattered stars. The lord of the host had brought Enyo a without the steel trappings of war ; for he carried no sword and no deathdealing ashen lance, but for bronze he had his ολ\ίι invincible spear, the ivy ; this he wielded in the cities of Asia, this he planted in the soil of Asia, as he drove the savage VOL. II	D	33
NONNOS
ήμ€ρίδωυ ηλαμαη·ι, κατάσκιου ήλικι κισσιρ,	11
άνθοκόμιρ μάστιγι μιτήλυόα δίφρου ιμήασιυν	50
*Ηφτ^ν δ* ιμίθνσσ< Μαρ<ϋ»’ΐΟ» γαίη»' οπιορη.	Σ2
και Βρομίιυ συυάιθλος όλος <Γτματόν <ΡΡ<· θάρσος ίχιου ττ port ρο to μόΟου χάριν, υππότ« διοσψ ήδυμαυης άσιδηρος ομόζνγι πήχιι μαριφας	23
ίμφρουα νικρον άιανδου, Λ·οττλιο»· In&ov iu^ji , Σ.€ΐληνός βαρνγονιος € χάζι το ιχοθρός όόίτης· όππότ€ κωμάζονσα ποδιού διδνμάοη ρνθμψ Βακχιἀ9 άκρήδιμιος ίπι κροτάλιζι ΜιμαΛλα#ν Μνδόν ἐπ κνιόσσοιπα, 77«/>ισφίγ£ασα ό« διιρηυ *) ληίδα θηριυουσα μάχης αισόοσυτον άγρην. . . .
Έκ πόλιο? δἐ ττόληα μ*τηιιυ, ᾶγχι πόρου 0« ήλυθςν €ΐς Άλύβης πίδον όλβιον, όπποθι ytiruiv χ€υμασιυ άφυιιοΐσι ίλιιπιτίς οΐόμα κνλοΌιον Γεΰδι? €χ(κτ€ανων νδάτιου λιυκαίυιται άλκψ, 1S αργυρίου δαπιδοιο π ιριζικόν κι\Ίΐ1/\·α.
"Κνθα διαστιιχουτα βαθύπλουτοι παρά πίτρτ) βουκ(ράοις Σ,ατυροισιυ ομηλι·δα πιζόν όδιπην Βάκχον άιῆρ άγραυλος ί ρημάδι δικτο καλιή,
Βρόγγος, άδωμήτιου όρισιδρομος αστός <VaiU*ur, Vi Γηγίνόωυ αχάρακτου υπό κρηπίδα θιμιθλιυυ vauov οΐκου άοικου* ίνφροσνί'ης δ* δοτή ρα αΙγός άμ€λγομίνης κιράσας χιοιιυπόυ ίίρσην ξζίνοδόκος γλαγόοπι ποτώ μιιλίξατο ποιμήν ζΐδασιν ούτιδανόίσι και άγρανλοισι κυπίλλοις,	4Λ
και μιαν €ΐροπόκαιν όίιου άι (λυσατο μάυόρης, όφρά Κ€ δαιτρειίσαε Θυηπολίηυ Λιοιιίσαι-
• Α choice wine. Sec xi. 1 ι’ 1.
k See xi. 36, xliii. 417 : a river in N. of A*U Mirx»r «hrrr silver was found. Hom. //. ii. s.iT.
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car of divine Cybele, with a broad rein of grapevine, under the shadow of ivy, the vine’s fellow, touching up his travelling team with a blossoming whip—he made drunken the regions of the East with the Maroniana fruit. To share the enterprise of Bromios came the whole company of Bacchoi, full of confidence from the first battle, when Seilenos happy-mad, unarmed, picked up in his linked arms a living corpse unspeaking, an Indian in full armour, and marched off heavy-kneed, a sluggish wayfarer : when the Bacchant Mimallon woman, unveiled and revelling, and bounding in cadence on her two feet, rattled her cymbals over an Indian still asleep, and running a rope round his neck hurried away, with the war-plunder that she had been seeking thrown into her hands.
32	From city to city he went, till he came not far off to the rich country of the Alybe,b where neighbouring Geudis rolls the wealthy waves of its heavensent flood white with the current of its watery treasures, and cuts a hollow through the silvern soil.
37	There as the company of footmen with the horned Satyrs travelled beside the richly stored rocks, Bacchos on his march was entertained by a countryman in a lonely hut, Brongos, dweller in the highland glens where no houses are built. Beside the unquarried wall of these giant strongholds he dwelt, in a house that was no house. The hospitable shepherd milked a goat, and drew a potion snowy-white, to seek the favour of the giver of jolly good cheer with his milky draught in country cups, with common vittles. He brought out a fleecy sheep from the fold, as an offering for
35
NONNOS
αλλά θ€ος κατίρνκ€· γύρων ό	Κι«ρχ/
ν^ύμασιν άτρόπτοισιν, όιν 3* άφαt*rrm t loot ποιμ^νίην τιι·ἀ δαῖτα θ*λήμονι ῦῆ*« Λι·αιέν, τευχών δεΐπΐΌ»* άδαπιον άδαιτριύτοιο τραπεζης, οΓα Κλειυναίοιο φατίζίται άμφΐ Μαλό/wrov kcli'glι τά περ σττί ιίδοιτι λ(οντοφοιχ>υς ὶς aywttK «όπλισεν * ΙΙρακλῆι* νάὸςν δ* «V/βαλλε τραπιζη €ΐν άλί ιηχομόιης φύιιοπωριόος άν#ος ίλαιης Βρόγγος, όχων μίμημα φιλοστόργοιο ιχ>μήος, πλζκτοις όν ταλάροις νιοπηγόα τυρόν άίίρω*, ικμαλόον, τροχόίντα· βίος ό’ όγόλασο* δοκινων αγρονόμων λιτά δείπνα, φιλο£ιίιω ό< ιομψ ίλαον ομμα φόρων ολίγης όψανσ€ τραπόζης δαρδάτττων άκόρητος· αει 3’ όμναπτο κιίνης €ΐλαπίνην όλάχααν άι-αιμάκτοιο τραπόζης μητρός όης παρά δόρπον, όρισαανλοιο Κυβήλης. καί κραναους ττυλΐώνας όθάμβι* κνκλάδος αι*λής, πώς φύσις όργοπόι-ος δόμον ΐγλιφχ,
πώς δίχα τόχ\*ης
άντιτύποις κανόνεσσιν ότορνώ&ησαν όρίπναι.
*Αλλ% οτ€ Βάκχος ῶ·α^
νομίης όκορόσσατο φορβης, δη τότε δαιμονίω δεδοιημίι·ο? άσθματι Ιμια^ου αγρονόμος σύριζζν όθήμονι ΙΙανόν άοιδη Β ρόγγος, όπιθλίβων διδυμόθροον αυλόν Ά&ηνης, ύμνζίων Διόνυσον ό δἐ φρόι-α τόρπιτο μολπή, καί κέρασας κρητηρι veoppurov ικμάδα ληνού-“ Δἐ£ο, γόρον, τάδε δώρον,
όλης άμπανμα μ€ρίμνης-ου χατ€€ΐς δἐ γάλακτο? όχων ίυοδμον όόρσην, νόκταρος ουρανίου χθόνιον τύπον, οιον άφνσσων
ύΟ
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Dionysos, but the god stayed him. The old man obeyed the immutable bidding of Bacchos, and leaving the sheep untouched he set shepherd’s fare before willing Lyaios. So he served a supper no supper, board without beef, such as they say in Cleonai Molorcos once provided for Heracles on his way to fight the lion. Brongos like that kind-hearted shepherd set on the board plenty of the autumn fruit of the olive swimming in brine, and brought fresh curdled cheese in wickerwork baskets,® juicy and round. The god laughed when he saw the countryman’s light supper, and turning a gracious eye on the hospitable shepherd, he partook of the humble fare, munching greedily. All the time he was reminded of the frugal banquet on that bloodless table, when there was a meal for his Mother, Cybele of the highlands. And he wondered at the stone doors of the round courtyard, how industrious nature had carved a house, how without art the cliffs were rounded in answering proportion.
67	But when Lord Bacchos had eaten his fill of shepherds fare, then Brongos the countryman was moved by the divine inspiration of Bacchos ; he played Pan’s wellknown tune on his pipes, and pressed his fingers on Athena’s double tube in honour of Dionysos ; who was pleased at heart with the music, and mixing the new liquor of the winepress in the bowl, he said :
74	“ Accept this gift, gaffer, to drink all cares away ! You want no more milk when you have this fragrant dew, the image of heavenly nectar brought down to
° These baskets of thin close plaiting are still used in Greek lands for cheese ; and the olives “ swimming in brine ” are called κολυμβάδ^ς “ swimmers.”
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NONNOS
Άήνα μίγαν κατ* 'Ολυμπον ίυφραίιτι Ι αη*μήλης.
αρχαίου δἐ γάλακτος ία πόθον αμτ»τόίτο/ν γὑμ μαζών θλιβομίνων χιονιόλττς ϊ κ μόλις αιγών άνίρας ον τίρπονσι και ον λῖ·οι·ο» μιρίμιης Ὅς- €ΐπών νομίης ξ<ιιηια λώκ< τραπίζης μητίρα λνοιπόνοιο μίθης *νβοτρνν οττιυρην καί μιν άναξ ίόίλαξς φιλάνθτ μοι· ίργον άλα/ής κλήματα γνρώσαιτα φυτών ιναλόίι βόθργ, γηραλίον τμήξαντα τιθηλότος άκρα κορνμβον, βότρυος οινοτόκοιο νΐους όρπηκας α<ξ<ιι·.
Καλλίίφας δε ι·ομηα και άγριάλος ράχιν νλης *ίς ίτίρτην ίο ττ ι υδ* ν όρςιάλα φνλοπιν 1 \·λών· καί Σατνρων ομόφοιτον όριόρομο ν ίχνος ϊ π ιίγαιν άμφιπόλοις τταλίνοραος όμίλι* θυιάσι Βάκχαιι. όιφώων δἐ φόνοιο και ιύθνρσοιο κνλοιμον, Ύνρσηιης βαρνόουπον ίχιον σάλπιγγα θαλάσσης, πομπόν Έρυαλιοιο μόλος μνκηαατο κόχλψ, λαόν άολλίζων βριαροί*ς 8’ ίμίθναας μαχητάς, θίρμοτίροις ίς “Αρηα νοήμασιν αι·ιρας ίλχιυν Ίνόωης όλ(τηρας άβακχιντοιο γινίθλης.
Του? μιν άναξ Αιοι·νσος
ίκόσμ€€\ € ίς μόθον Ί^δά/ν*
Κ
0 Dionys*» was a very jx>or vinrtirrwr. Hr try tug to describe to the old shepherd how to plant lever», λλ ihry are technically called. He tells hirn to oh*»o<w tfw t<»p fchoul* (άκρα) of an old vine, which is doubly «ronjf, for thr yiiv should not be old and the top shoot·» arc contirinneti by th*· best ancient writers as less fertile ; hr then would	him
cut them off at once, whereas the approved mcth«*i (w*r Anatolios in the Gfoponiea v. 1H) is es follows : ** Wr Hi* λ trench a foot det*p, and then Ικ·ηά down, but do not cut off. · shoot from the (full-grown) vine, which «τ iavrt in tbr trench and cover with earth, leaving a portion of thr »hoot visible above ground, so that part of it, rrmainmir connrcted
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earth, like that which Ganymedes ladles out to rejoice great Zeus in Olympos. Forget your wish for your old-fashioned milk : the snowy-white drops pressed from the udders of goats that have just kidded do not make men happy or drive their cares away.”
81	So saying, he gave his gift of gratitude for the shepherd’s table, the fine fruitage of grapes, the mother of wine, sorrow’s comforter.0 And the Lord taught him the flowerloving work of the vineyard— to bend the slips of the plants over into fertilizing pits, and to cut the top shoots of an old tine, that new shoots of winegendering grapes may grow.
87 Leaving the herdsman and the ridge of the Avild forest, he now hasted to a new conflict Anth Indians in the mountains. Bidding the Satyrs Avho were Anth him to go on at full speed by the upland tracks, he joined himself again to his wild attendant Bacchants. Thirsting for blood and battle under his thyrsus, he took in hand the loudbraying trumpet of the Tyrhen-ian Sea,6 and boomed a note on his conch for battle as he gathered the people. He intoxicated the stout warriors, and drew the men on to war with hotter spirit, to destroy the race of Indians that knew not Bacchos.
97	So Lord Dionysos marshalled these for the
with the vine, shall suck nourishment as if from its mother’s breast, while part is nurtured in the earth, and so it takes root under the care of two mothers.” Or, if Nonnos means Brongos to take slips (κλήματα from the vine, he should cut them without bending them) (γυρώσαντα) at all, to avoid bruising their fibres. Perhaps “ prune the topshoots, but don’t plant them ” (Lind).
* The Etruscans (Rasena, hellenized into Τυρσηνοί, Τυρρτηνο!) were said to have invented trumpets. Nonnos apparently makes Dionysos’s war-conch come from their coast as an appropriate place.
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NONNOS
Άστράει? δ* άκίχητος ίων ὑπγειλ«ν ()potrrrj Ινδών δοΰλα γόνίθΧα και tax* ro^aii φωνή “ Γαμβρέ δοριθρασόος μανδηι* ληριαδήος, κΧύθι, και €ΐααΐιον μη χώ<ο' καί σ* Λ*λ«ι^α* νίκην φαρμακόίσσαν άΟωρηκτον Λιοι·νσου.
Μνδοῖ? και Σατιίροισιν «ῆν μόθος- όβρςμ*	*
Βασσαρίδωυ, και λαἀς ῖμός κικόρνστο \iimjj άστράπτωι' σακόισσιν, άκοντοφάρονς δι &o*ci*u»* Λυδῖς ιπἦρ ποΧνιδρις όμοί*ς όφριξί μαχητος*
Γστατο δ* άπτολόμων IIατνρων πρόμος,
ον δόρυ χάρμης
χειρί φόρων, ου γυμνόν όχων ξίφος, οιδ' όπι itvpg dV σκοπού ί0υκἐλ«υί?ον υττηνόμιον βόΧος ΐλχων άΧΧα κόρας βοός <ιχ«ν, εΥ» γλαφυρή ό« κ*ρ>χιη φάρμακον υγρόν άιιρ*, καί άργυρόου παταμοίο €ΐς ττροχοας δολόεσσαν όΧην κατόχι vt ν όόρσην ίκμάδι φοινίξας γΧνκιρόν ρόον «V δἐ «Ί»5ο«μοΰ καύμα τι δι φυιοιτις, όσοι π ιον αίθοτης * Ι »·6οί, όμφρονα Χνσσαν όχοιτ^ς άν€κροΐΌαιτο χορςίην καί σφισι Χοίγιος ντπ·ος όπόχρα*ι, άκΧιΐΛίς δς άσχ€τα βακχίνθόιτίς όπινιτίζοντο βθ€ΐαις· άλλοι δ* άστορό(σσι καηκΧίιοντο χαμςύναις νωθρόν όπιτρόφαιτίς άκοιμητω δόμος υτη·ω, Βάκχαι? άδρανό^σσιν όΧωρία και Λιοννσω. τούς δἐ δίχα τττοΧόμοιο και ινθηκτοιο σίδηρον δούΧιον €ΐς ζυγόδίσμον όληίσσαντο γυναΐκςς βριθομόνοις μςΧόςσσι, και άντιβίων \rrip ώμων ως νόκν€ς ζώοντ€ς όΧαφρίζοιτο μαχηταί, οι μεν ότι βΧυζοντ€ς όπίκΧοπον ικμάδα Βάκχον άτττολόμοις Σ,ατνροισιν όδουΧώθησαν άι·άγκη.
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Indian War. But Astraeis went unpursued to Orontes, and told him the Indian tribes were enslaved, speaking with sorrowful voice :
100 “ Hear me, battle-staunch goodfather of spear-bold Deriades ! and while you listen be not angry ; and I will tell you the drugged victory of Dionysos unarmed ! Indians and Satyrs came to blows : bang went the Bassarids’ hands, and my people armed them against Lyaios with flashing shields. The cunning man of Lydia shivered to see my warriors lance in hand ; he stood at the head of his unwarlike Satyrs, bearing no warspear in his hand, holding no naked sword, no arrow on string drawn at the mark to fly straight through the air. What he held was an oxhorn, and in the hollow of that horn a distilled drug ; he lifted it and poured out all the deceitful dew into the stream of the silvery river, and turned the water sweet and red with the juice. The swarthy Indians thirsting in the heat of the battle drank, and all that drank went mad, though still in their senses, and struck up a dance. Then a fatal sleep came over them : unrouted, after the Avild revel they fell asleep on their leathern shields. Others lay along the unbedded earth, committing their sluggish bodies to unresting sleep, at the mercy of Dionysos and his weak women. These, without Avar and the sharp blade, were dragged captive with loaded limbs by the women to fetters and slavery with heavy limbs. Warriors were slung over the shoulders of their foes like living corpses; others, still sputtering the deceitful sap of Bacchos, unwarlike Satyrs made their slaves by main force when maddened by the drugged 1
1 Ιβρεμε δ’ ήχήν L, δ’ οχην Μ, δοχην F corr. δοχμη: Ludwich δ’ αιχμή.
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NONNOS
χαϊματι φαρμακόατι μίμψ'ότ^ς. έ κ Sc κνόοιμοΰ μουνος έγώ λιπόμην, φονίΐ)ς rrc ς **Ρ^7Ϊ^· χ€ΐλ€αιν άβρέκτοισι φυγών απατηλιον *·'·*»,· άΛΛἀ ποτον ττίφι'λαξο, όορι*7θό<, μη μ«τα ιχ*την ΠΟ KcpBαλέην άσιΒηρον άιαιμάκτοιο Λι·αῖον ζωγρήση Βόλος άλλος έν "Λ/χι Αcitfxuw "ίΐί φαμένου βαρνμηνις
<χιί*σατο μάλλον
καί ταχύς cl ς μόθον ήλθι παλίνόρυμος ημιτκ λής γαρ ιμν άγων, έτέρης Sc θ<μ<ίλια τῆγνντο χά^μης. 13Α "Οφρα μίν * Ι ϊδον όμιλον
όρίόρομος ώπλιαχν "\ρηκ, τόφρα Sc ΒασσαρίΒις πολνκαμπέος ύφόΰι Ι α* μοι·
€ΐς μόθον ηπ€ιγοντο, συνχστρατόωι-το Sc
οπλοφόροι και Φῆρες άτχυχέχς- οι pc ν c ναύλων
ρηξάμαΌι κρηπΐΒας έκούφισαν, οι Be κολώνης 140
νφιτ€νη πρηώm* και άρχομέΐΌΐο κνόο*μοΰ
έχραον άιπιβίοισι* ττολικττῷΛς· Β< χαράόραι
’Ιυδώοι? έλικηΒόν όιστευοιπο καρήιχ>ις.
και ποσί λιττταλέοισιν όπια καιρόντχς έρίττνη
ΙΊανεί όθιυρησσοντο μ€μηvό7cς, ιον 6 μιν αυτών ΜΑ
μάρφας €υπαλάμω β€βιημέιον ανχέια Βχσμώ
Βήιον aiycigaiv άνέσχισχν άνέρα χηλαϊς,
συν βριαρω θώρηκι μέσον kcvcwvα χαράσσων
ος Sc τανυπτόρθων κ€ράων cvκaμπέσιv αίχμαις
όρθιον άρπάξας τ€τορημέιον Ίνδον αλήτην	Ιιο
μ€σσοπαγη κουφιζ€ν, ές ἡερίας· Sc κχλχύθονς
Βισσαις ύφιπότητον άνηκόντιζ€ κεραίαις,
κύμβαχον αύτοκυλιστον άμαλλοφόροιο Sc Λ70Ος
άλλος έή παλάμη Βονέων καλαμητόμον άρπην,
ως στάχυ ν ύσμίνης, ως Βράχματα Βηιοτήτος,	ISA
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river. From the battle I alone was left; for I had not touched the deadly dew, I left the deceitful water with umvetted lips. Eschew that potion, my shakespear ! After this cheating victory of Lyaios without a blow, without blood, let not some other trick in the war capture what is left of the Indians! **
133 Orontes furious already was more angry than ever at these words, and quickly returned to the battlefield ; for the conflict was only half done, and the foundations were being laid for a second combat.
136	While Ares was arming the Indian host along the mountains, the Bassarids up in the Minding glens of Tauros were hastening to the battle, and with them marched Bacchoi >vith arms and the Pheres a without arms. These last began the battle by attacking the enemy ; they tore up the foundations of the ravines and cast them, or some cra£ from the top of the hills. Showers of splintered rocks were hurled rolling on the heads of the Indians. The Pans madly made battle skipping with light foot over the peaks. One of them gript an enemy’s neck tight in encircling hands, and ript him with his goat’s-hooves, tearing through flank and strong corselet together. Another caught a fugitive Indian and ran him through his middle where he stood, then lifting him on the curved points of his two longbranching antlers, sent him flying high through the airy ways, rolling over himself like a tumbler. Another waved in his hand the strawcutting sickle of sheafbearing Deo, and reaped the enemy crops with clawcurved blade, like cornears of conflict, like gavels of the battle-
a The Centaurs. See xiv. 143.
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δυσμινίων ημησι γόνας γαμφώννχι χαλκώ, τιυχων κ eo f ιον "Αρηι, θα.Λνοια. και Λιοιίόφ, τίμνων ίχθρα κάρηιττ και ώριγι μάρτνρι ΪΙάχχψ καμττνλον άνδρομίη πιπαλαγμίιον άορ ttptrg, λοιβην αίματόισσαν ιπισπιι·&ων Διονναψ,	1*0
και ΝΙ οίρας ίμίθνσσιν ιιακίλιον π άμα λιίβω* άλλου δ’ ίσταμίιου διδραγμίιος αιγιβοτος Παν, χιβσ'ιν όμοπλικίισσιν ίπ* αὐτοι δισμόν ιλιξας, δήιον ιύθώρηκα μιτιστυφίλιξι κιραίη, δισσοτόμω γλωχϊνι δαιζομινου κινιώιχ^'	Ι*®
άλλος ίπάισσοντα καλαυροπι φώτα όαιζων μισσόθιν όφρυόιντα διίθλασιν άκρα μιτωπον.1
Καί θρασύς *[νδωην στρατιην θάρσννιν Όράιτης μύθον άπιιλητηρα χιών νφηνορι φωνή·
Διύτι, φίλοι, Σκιτυροισιν αι·αστησωμιν *Κνυῶ· Ι ΤΟ "Αρια μη τρομίοιτι φνγοτττολίμου Διοι·νσον μηδί τις ύμιίων πιίτω ξανθόχροον νόωρ, μη γλυκιρης δολόοπα μιμηνστα φιίρμακα ιτηγης,
* Ινδών αίνομόρων διδαϊγμίνα χ< ιρι Αναιου μη μιτά τόσσα κάρηνα και η μίας ύπιος ολίοση. 175 δεῦτε, πάλιν μαχόμισθα πιποιθότις· άητόλιμος <0« άμφαδίην πότε Βάκχο? ίμην στησι uv ’Κηκύ;
€ΐ δυναται, μινίτω με φυγάς πρόμος, όφρα όαιιη, οΐους Δηριάδης προμάχους ίς *Αρηα κορνσσιι. μαρνάσθω πιτάλοισιν, ίγώ δ’ αίθωνι σιόηρω. Ι Μ) χαλκίον ίγχος ίχοντι τί μοι ρίξικ κορνμβοις Λυδός άκοντίζων δρυόιν βίλος; άλλη μαχητην σφιγγόμζνον βαρνδισμον άνάλκιδα τούτον ίρόσσω θηλυμανή Διόνυσον, όπάονα Δηρια&ηος· οντος ο θήλνν ίχων απαλόν χρόα, πάντας ίάσας ι <cs
1 After 167 Marcellus would insert x\i. llfr-119.
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field. There was a revel for Ares, there was harvest-home for Dionysos, when the enemy’s heads were cut! He offered the curved blade to watching Bacchos, dabbled with human dew, and so poured a bloodlibation to Dionysos, and made the Fates drunken with the battlecup he filled for them. Another man was standing, when one goatfoot Pan twined both hands interlacing about his neck, and struck his wellcorseleted enemy with his horn, tearing his flank with the double point. Another met a fellow rushing on him with a blow from his cudgel, and smashed his forehead right between the ends of his eyebrows.
168	Now bold Orontes encouraged his Indian army, and with proud voice poured out these threatening words :
170 “This way, friends, open fight against the Satyrs! Fear not the warfare of Shirkbattle Dionysos! Not a man of you must drink of the yellow water, not one be tricked by the sweet fountains of madness with its maddening drug ! Or sleep Mill destroy you also, after the cruel fate of our Indians, after so many heads have been brought low by Lyaios’s hand ! This way ! Let us fight again and fear not ! Could un-warlike Bacchos ever hold front against me in open field ? If he is able, let the runaway champion stand up to me, that I may teach him what champions Deriades arms for the fray ! Let him fight with leaves, I will use flashing steel! While I hold a metal spear, what can a Lydian do to me with a bunch of twigs, a volley of vegetables ? This warrior ! I will truss up the feeble coward in heavy fetters and drag him along, this womanmad Dionysos, to be a lackey for Deriades. You there, you with the
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’Ινδού? τοσσατίονς ίνί μαρι·αο μοννον ‘Οροντη. ήδύς 6 bivcvwv κιχαλασμίια βόστρυχα χαίτης, ηδύς 6 Β ασσαρίδων ίρό< ι ς πρόμος’ <1λλα και avrtu κάλλ(ϊ το£(νουσι καί ον βιλίισσι yvmixff. σός π ροπόλους Ιι·δοῖσι γνναι/ιαιΑσσ» συνάψω Ι·Ο ίλκο μίνας ίπί λίκτρα δορίκτητων νμ< ιηίαι»
"Ω? €ΐπών προμάχοισιν
ίπίδραμ* 0<ρμός Όρόντης,
"Αρ*ος άμαχον διφυΐς θίρος ονόί τις ίτλη τοσσατίου προμάχοιο μίναν άιτίξοον ίφμητ, ον θρασύς Ιίύρυμίδων πυρίκις, ον σι/γγνιχ*ς ΆΑνωι* φενγ€ yap Άστραίος, Κατάρω ν πρόμος,
ονδί τις αυτών
Σειτὴνῶν παρίμιμν€ν. άελλῷντ» δ* ταρσό*
γαμβρός ίριπτοίητος ίμαι vt το Ληριαόηος
α vt ία Κόπα υρων άι·(μό*&€ α λάο>· άα'ρων,
καί τύχςν Ύλαίοιο· δασυστίρισυ δἐ ιτ*μήος	?»*»
ίθλασίν άκρα μίτωπα βαλών μνλοαδίι πίτρω,
καί σκίπας ίστνφίλιξς χαραδρψιτι β<λίμ%χρ,
ψ^υδαλίον μίμημα τζτνγμίιην ηθάδι γίψψ,
άντίτνπον ττηληκος άληθίος ίρκος όπωπης-
καί το μεν ίν χθονί πίπτς πολνσχιόίς, αιθοπι τίφρη
εικ(λον, άργνφόη δ( πίλ(ν κόνις’ αύτάρ ό κάμιχον
ίγχέΐ πζτρηζντι πόδον πηχυχ·ςν άγοστω.
Κένταυρου δ* ίτίροιο δι* €.ύκ€ράοιο καρηισν άμφιτόμω βουπληγι τυχών λασίοιο μ*τιόπου ταυρςίην ίπίκνρτον αιτηλοίησ* κςραίην	JIO
καί πολύς €ις χθόνα πϊπτζν, όπισκαιρών δί καρήνω ημιθανής Κ€ κυλιστό, καί ονασι τντττε κονίην’ καί δίμας όρθώσας πυμάτω βακχςνςτο ταρσό*, ςίλιπόδην άγίλαστον ίχων όρχηθμόν όλίθρον
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soft skin of a woman ! Leave all those Indians and fight a duel with one, Orontes. Simple soul ! how he waves those long flowing locks round and round ! A simple soul is the charming champion of the Bassarids ! yes, the women do just the same—pretty looks are the shafts in their quiver. Ι Λνίΐΐ match your championesses with amorous Indians—they shall be hauled off to bed as brides won by the spear !”
192	With these words Orontes dashed hot upon the front ranks, reaping a harvest in both kinds.® Not one of all that wide front durst abide the adverse onset of so mighty a champion — not bold fiery Eurymedon, not Alcon his kinsman : Astraios chief of the Satyrs was in flight, none of the Seilenoi themselves would stand. With stormy foot Demades’ goodson rushed in, raging, lifted a boulder in the air and let fly at the Centaurs, and hit Hylaios: the stone, a very millstone, crushed the forehead of the shaggybreast shepherd ; the missile torn from the rock smashed his headpiece, a sham imitation made of the familiar chalk like a real helmet guarding the face, which fell to the ground like a glowing cinder in many pieces and whitened the dust, while the creature crushed by this stony spear threw his arms along the ground. Next he struck the hairy front of another Centaur with a two-bladed axe, and shore away the curving horn from his bull’s-head. He fell in a great heap on the ground, and rolled headlong tumbling about half dead and brushing the dust with his ears ; then lifting his body on his feet, with a last wild effort he danced a stumbling hideous dance of death : the
• Men and women.
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καί κτύπον όσμαράγησς πιλωρ, α τε ταύρος· ιαλλων τρηχαλόον μύκτ)μα σίσηροτος avtit ριωιος, κράτα τνπ(ίς.
' Κλίκην 0€ βολίον άστοργος Υψ4μβ^νς στηθ(ϊ χαλκόν ῖλασσε, και άργνφον ά%·π/γα μαζοΰ αίματι φοινίσσοιτι κατίγραφς κναιτη χ* *ιρ* την 8( κονιομόΐ'ην ίτίρη ξνιχοσαν α*'**}	*·**
πόπλον άναστ(ίλαιτ€ς ακοιτιστηρ< ς αῆται* και χροός *βλν€ λνθρον Ιπηρατον αιόομ/νη &4 δε£ιτ€pf) σννάγ€ΐρ*ν ιον φ<νγοιτα χιτώνα, γυμνά φυλασσομόΐ'η χιονάτος όργια μηροΰ.
Και 0€ος άθρησας 8 η ίων ότιραλχία ιάκην	Τ2&
και Σατυρους πτώσσοιτας όπ·σμαράγηας κυ&οιμώ, ως στρατός όννίάχιλος €,ριγ8ουττων άπό λαιμών συμφ(ρτοίς στομάτ€σσι χίων αντίκτυπον ήχω και Βρομὸν ταχνγουινς όμάρι-ατο μοίΊ-ος 'Ορόντης, θνητός όών, βροτόη 8ί θ<όν προκαλίζιτο φωνή. 230 άμφω δ* €ις μόθον ήλθον όμήλνδις, ών ο μιν αυτών €γχ°ζ εχαιν, ό 8( θύρσον άκαχ}ΐ4ΐ·ον.
άκρα 8t \\·ικχον
κράτος άνοντητοιο βαλών νπόροπλος %(,)ρόντης θηγαλίην Βρομίοιο μάτην ηρασσι κιραίην ον γα.ρ άναξ Διόνυσος ά8ηλΐ[τοιο καρηχον τανροφνη τύπον ὐχε Σ,ίληναίοιο μετώπου Τ€μνόμ€νον βονπληγος άλοιητηρι σώήρω, ως Κ€ρο€ΐς %Αχ(λωος άείδεται, ου ποτε κόφας Ήρακλέης κόρας εΓλε γαμοστόλος· ίίΑλ/ι Λυαῖος*
•	Orontes. The Eremboi arc an \rat>ian	in Hom.
Od. iv. BI.
*	Again an echo of Hom. //. v. s*<>0 if.
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monster let out a harsh roaring sound, like a bull struck on the skull which bellows horribly with grinning jaws.
217 The pitiless Erembeus ° now struck Helice, and drove his blade into her chest: the black hand scored the white circle of her breast with red blood. She rolled in the dust, and the hurtling winds taught her a second sorrow by lifting her robe. As her lovely gore welled up over the skin, she modestly smoothed the errant vesture with her right hand, guarding the bare secrets of the snowy-white thigh/
225	The god, seeing victory pass to the enemy, and the Satyrs cowed, uttered a loud cry in the turmoil, like an army of nine thousand men pouring defiant shouts with united voices from thunderous throats.6 Now Orontes fought alone quicknee against Bromios, and he a mortal, challenging with human voice a god. Both advanced together to the encounter, one with a spear, one with a pointed thyrsus. Orontes proud of his armament struck Bacchos on the top of his head, but wounded him not; he grazed the sharp horn of Bromios all for nothing. For Lord Dionysos wore on that invulnerable head nothing like the shape of the bullfaced moon c which can be cut by the devastating steel of the slaughterer’s axe, as they sing of horned Acheloos,d Avhen Heracles cut off his horn and took it to adorn his wedding. No, Lyaios wore the heavenly image
c Not just a pair of curved horns like a bull, but a disk between the horns.
d Acheloos the river-god and Heracles both wooed Deianeira daughter of Oineus ; they fought for her, and Heracles, wrestling with the god in his bull-shape, broke off one of his horns, whereat Acheloos yielded, and Heracles married Deianeira.
VOL. II
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ουράνιον μιμημχι βοώπιόος tΙχι	λήϊτος,
δαιμονίης άρρηκτον ίχων βλτύττημα κιραιης, άντιβίοις άτίνακτον' 6 ό< θρασύς αιτία Ηα«^ον ἡερίη βαρύδουπος όμοίιος Ίνόόν άόλλρ δεὑτερον ήκόιτιζιν, αινγιαμφθη hi οι νεβρίδο? άφαμίΐ'η μολίβου τύπον, αιτιτνττον hi πόμπων οίνο ττ α θύρσον ί ττι ττλατύν α>μο ι* *()ρόντον Βάκχος Ικων άφάμαρτιν' ύπιγγιλόων hi Λυαίον *γχ€Ϊ κισσήίΐτι θιημάχος (.Ιπιι Όρόιτης Οντος ό θήλυν όμιλον
ip αι ς στρατιήσι κορνσσιον,
€ι δύνασαι, πολίμιζ*. yumικιίιρ α ίο Οίρσψ,
€ι δΰνασαι, ττρομάχιζ<*
καί, €ΐ μ* ροπών φρ<να τιρπιις πανδαμάτωρ, ίνα μούνον άθιλγία θιλξον *< Ιροντηψ. Γστασο δηριόινν, καί γι·ωσιαι, olov άίξιι όρχαμον άλκήίΐτα γίριον ίμδς ‘Ιι·Οος· ' 1 Λῶττηρς οι) Φρνγίης γινόμτμ·, όθιν άρσιιύς tint γνναΐκις, άσπορον άμήσαιτις άιι*μ4*ύτου στάχνν ηβφ’ ου Θεράπων άσίδηρος άι·άλχ·ιδος *ιμι Λναίου. φάρμακα σούς προμάχους ον ρνσιται- νμιτίρας CH θνιάδας άμφιπόλους ληίσσομαι, ίκ όι κνόοιμού Σειληνούς θζράποντας ιμιρ βασιλήι κομίασω, σούς Σατι/ρους τττώσσοντας
ίμω δορι ττάντας ηλισσι><
Είπε ν όμοκλήσας στρατιής πρόμος· « ίσαίων ο* Βάκχο? άναξ κεχόλιοτο, και άμπίλόαπι κορνμβω τνφ€ κατά στέρνου πςφώημίιος' οντιδαινρ ό< άνθζϊ βοτρυόίντι τυπ^ις όσχίζιτο θιυρηξ-ούδί καλυτττομόΐΌυ χροος ήφατο Βαθιάς* αιχμή, ου δόμας άκρον άμνξε* αιδηρ€ΐου δί χιτώιος ρηγννμόνου βαρύδονπος όχάζίτο γιμνος Όρόιτη?· 50
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of the cow s-eye moon, a growth of ditine horns which cannot be broken, which enemies cannot shake. The bold Indian facing Bacchos, heavy-thundering like a tempest in the sky, again cast a spear, but the point when it touched the fawn-skin crumpled up like lead. Bacchos in his turn let fly his purple thyrsus at the broad shoulder of Orontes, and missed on purpose. Then fightgod (Jrontes laughed aloud at the ivyswathed lance, and said :
249	“You that array a crowd of women against my armies, fight if you can with your womanish thyrsus ! Play the champion if you can ! And if you delight the heart of all mankind, allconquering, now charm one only whom nothing can charm— Orontes ! Stand and fight! you shall see what a prime hero my ancient father Indian Hydaspes ° has produced ! I was not born in Phrygia, where the men are women,5 who have reaped the corn of youth without seed and without wedlock. I am no unarmed servant of Lyaios the weakling. Drugs will not save your champions ; your crazy women I will lead captive, your Seilenoi I will bring from battle as servants for my king, your Satyrs I will destroy, all cowering before my spear ! ”
262	So cried in defiance the leader of the host. Lord Bacchos was angry when he heard him, and with a vine cluster he tapped him gently on the chest. Thie tap of an insignificant vinegrown bloom split his breastpiece. The god’s pike did not touch the protected flesh, did not scratch his body ; but the coat of mail broke and fell with a heavy clang—
e The river Jhelum.
6 The emasculate attendants of Cybele.
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ΠΛ
ΤΙώην δ’ επί πίζαν /ας ἐτίταο·ο* οτα/ττα* άντιπόρω Φαίθοντι και νστατιην φατο φωνῆν*
* Ηἐλιε, φλογιροίο δέ άρματος αιθέρα r«prurt^e γείτονα Καυκασῖςν ῶτῷ αύλακα φ4γγος inXXutv στησον ί/ιοι σε’ο δίφρα, και cWffr« Αηρια&ηι ’Ινδών δούλα γίν(Θλα καί αιττοΟαιχτον 1 )ρθιτηι# και Θύρσους ολίγους ρηξηχ·ορας, tint και αυτόν νίκην φαρμακό^σσαν άπίΐρομόΟον Δ*<μί*η>ι% καί ρόον οινιοΟίντα νοοσφαλίος ποταμοΓο* ὡπἐ δἐ, πώς άκάμαιπα
σιδηροφκ>ρ<υν στρατόν Ίΐ'δώκ λεπταλε^ι? π€τάλοισι διασχίζουαι }αηχιΐκ<ς.
€ΐ δ( Τ€ης Κλυμίΐ'ης μιμνήσκιαι < Ια ιτ ι Α* α -pua, ράεο Αηριαδήα, Τ€ης βλάστημα γινίβλης,
Άστρίδος αίμα φίροντα φατιζομίνης αία κονρης. ον πιθόμην Βρομία» Οηλνφρονι’ μάρτυρας fAxcu ηίλιον και γαΐαν άτίρμονα και Οι ον Ιι^δῶν, άγΐ’δν ύδωρ, συ δι χαίρ<, και ίλαης ίσσο κν&οιμίρ SW ’Ινδών μαρναμίνιυν, και όλιυΑότα Θάφον *Ορόι*τηκ/*
Ὀ? tΐ77(1)ΐ' ξίφος €ΐλκ€, /κτῆ ό’ ἐν» γαστίρι ττηξας αντοφόνω βαρύποτμος ἐττ€σκίρτησ( σίδηροι’ και ποταμώ κεκύλιστο και ονι·ομα δίυκίν Όρόνττ).
Γ*0
° This time Nonnos is not imitating llomrr, 1ml Sophocles ; cf. Soph. A i. bVS ff.
b Clvmene was the mortal love of Hclim, «ho l*>rr him Pha£thon (the boy who tried to drive the soLar chanut ; Nonnos somewhnt confusinply uses thr name often. &a *70, for the Sun himself). Nonnos, to provide hi* Indian king with a solar genealogy*, names onr of her daughter* ,\Um (“ sidereal maiden ”) and marries her to Hyd*.*}** (rf. xxrL 352), by whom she has a son. Drriiulrs. kinp of the IndUnv e A name invented by Nonnos.
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Orontes was naked ! He stept back and turned his gaze to the eastern expanse, and uttered his last words to Phaethon opposite :
271 “ O Helios,® cutting the air in your fiery chariot, pouring your light on the Caucasian plowland so near, stay your car I pray, and announce to Deriades how the Indian peoples are slaves, how Orontes has destroyed himself, how the little thyrsus has broken our men! Describe also the drugged victory of unwar-like Dionysos, the winesoaked stream of the delirious river. Tell how women with light bunches of leaves scatter the untiring host of steelclad Indians. And if you have not forgotten your Clymene’s b bed, protect Deriades, a sprout of your own stock, who has in him the blood of Astris c said to be your daughter. I never obeyed Bromios the womanhearted. I bring as witnesses the Sun,d and the boundless Earth, and India’s god, holy Water.
“ And now farewell. Be gracious on the battlefield to the fighting Indians, and bury Orontes dead.”e
287 He spoke, and drew his sword, fixt it against his belly and leapt upon the blade, selfslain, a cruel fate ; then rolled into the river and gave it his name Orontes.
d It is abundantly evident that Nonnos knew nothing of Indian culture or religion, except that he had perhaps heard of the cult of the Ganges or other sacred rivers. He therefore makes the regular assumption, that being barbarians, they would worship the visible gods, Sun and Earth. See Rose in Harvard Theol. Rev. xxx. (1937), p. 173, and references there.
* Pausanias, viii. 29. 4, says that the Romans diverted the course of the river, and found in the old bed a clay coffin eleven ells long, with a human figure in it of equal length. The oracle of Claros appealed to declared this to be Orontes.
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too
too
Καί οι, tri πνα'οντα και άσπαίροντα Bo*tvutv, Βάκχος* άναξ αγόρευε χιιυν φιλοκίρτομον ηχατ Κεῖσο, νόκνς, ξιίνοισιν tv νόασιν νμ/τιρο* Bi ΑηριάΒην OiojoKovra ττατἡρ κριφι κ ν 1 Λάσπης, νμόας άμφοτόρονς Ικνρον και γαμβρόν o.\*aowt αυτί Βοράς φονίοιο και ινθήκτοιο μα^ιρης σείουν Κυια Ονρσα και άμπιλό<σααν ακιοκην. άλλα Βαφοιιαμντι κατακτι ίιχον at σιόηρψ ον πί(ς αβρά pttOpa μιλισταγόος ποταμοιο· και ποταμός σε κάλυφε, καί ήμβρ*π*ς ηΒςος ο**χ>ν. ἡν €θόλτ)ς, π it μονιος όλον ρόον α.ΚΧι pttt*ptuv ον χατόίΐς ποταμοιο πιιον Άχ*ρονσιον ύδωρ λοίγιον άνΒροφόνιο 5e ρ<κο και χινματι πικριά γαστόρα κνμαίνονσαν Ζχιον όγκνμονα Μοιτὴς· ytvto Κιοκντοΐο, καί, ην (Otλης, ττκ \ηθην,
*Aptoς όφρα λάθοιο και αιμαλόοιο σίδηρον.”
*Έ»Τ€Τ7€ κ(profit an- Bitpov νόκνν. οίόαλόος Bi κνμασιν άσταθόίσσιν tavptro Μκράς 'Ορόι-της· και φνχροις fitXttoai Βιαπλίάοντα ptt’Optu άπΐ’οον ήραϊγοντο νόκνν ποταμηίΒ<ς άχθαι. τον μεν όταρχνσαιπο και tirrtxxn· αΐλιιχι .Νάμφθ4, Νάμφαι 'ΑμαΒρνάό€ς,
χρναόης παρά πνθμόια Βαφ·-ης άμφι ροάς ποταμοιο, και άγραφου ιφ*όΟι όόνΒρον'
“ Βάκχον άτιμήσας στ ρατιής πρόμος «Υ#ά?Χ κ firm, αντοφόνω παλάμη ΒζΒαϊγμίχος ’Ιι-Οός *< )ρόνπ~ης.**
Ουδἐ μόθον τόλος ἡεν άτιρπίος· ήμιηλης γάρ 316 ἣεν αγών και Βήρις άιηματτος- ι·φιφαι·ης Bi Ινδθ£ Αρης αλαλαζζ- παλιιτοστιο Bi κνόοιμά*
Λνδόν όρ€νγομόνη μανιώόίος όγκον ant ίλής Βακχιάς €ΐς μόθον άλλον όκώμασι θνιάς Έινώ#
Βήιον άνΒροφόνοισιν άκοιπίζονσα κορνμβοις,	JJO
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DIONYSIACA, XVII. 290-320
290	Lord Bacchos looked on him yet breathing and struggling, and addressed him in contemptuous words :
292 “ Lie there, you corpse, in foreign waters ; and may your father Hydaspes cover dying Deriades. I will destroy you both, goodfather and goodson, shaking my Euian thyrsus with point wreathed in vine, instead of bloodstained spear and wellsharpened sword. But you killed yourself with gory steel, and so you never drank the luxurious water of the honeydistilling river ; a river has covered you, but you missed the delicious wine. Drink up the whole river alone, if you like ; but you shall have river-water enough when you drink the fatal water of Acheron. Your belly swells already with the bitter water of a murdering stream, and teems quick with Fate ; but taste of Cocytos, and drink Lethe if you like, that you may forget Ares and the bloody steel.”
306 So he addressed the soaking corpse in contempt. But the dead body of Orontes was carried away swollen by the restless waters, until the stream vomited out the floating corpse upon the bank breathless and cold. There the Nymphs gave it burial and sang their dirges, the Hamadryad Nymphs, beside the stem of a golden laurel on the bank of the river stream, and inscribed upon the trunk above—“ Here lies Indian Orontes, leader of the host, who insulted Bacchos and slew himself with his own hand.”
315	But the cruel mellay was not ended yet : the struggle was only half done, the conflict unfinished. Indian Ares appeared on high and shouted loud ; JBacchos's mad Enyo marshalled them for another bout, belching a load of frenzied Lydian threats in the renewed battle, hurling on the foe volleys
55
NONNOS
"Αρει βακχευθεισα" φιλοπτόρθου όε \ι*ιίου
όυσμενεες όρυόεχπι κατ*κ-τ<ί»χη*το σιόηρψ
φοίνιον έλκος εχοιπες" άθωρηκτοιο δ<
ὲνΧ€1 βοτρυόεντι Βαιζομενοιο σίδηρου
*Ινόοι χαλκοχίτωνες εθάμβεον όξει κχσσώ
στηθεα γυμνωθεχπα νεοχ/τατα’ ρηιτεροι γάρ
άσκεπεων θώρηκος όιστεύοχπο φορήες.
άλλων δ* άλλος εην φόχος άσπετος, ών υπό λι^ρω
σχιζόμενοι πετ άλοισιν ε φοινία ο οιπο χιτώνες
μαρναμενων, όθι 1 ανρος- ικυκλωααχπο Ος lloxj^ai Uo
άκλινεες στεφαχ'ηόόν όμοζυγιων στίχας Ιι^ῶ>.
και θρασύς αυλός εμελπε φόχου μόλος"
εν ό« κνόοιμψ
Βάκχοι μῖν Θεράποχτες άπειρομόθου Αιονι·σον τυπτόμενοι πελεκεσσι και ά/ιφιτόμοιαι μαχαιραις πάντες εσαν πυργηόόν άπημονες- άβροκόμοε' bt όυσμενε'ες λεπτοϊσι κατεκτειχ·οιπο πετήλοες· εξείης δ* επεπηκτο ταχΊτπτόρθοις οι ό<ι·όροις * Ινδών πυκνά βελεμνα, καί εγχεϊ χ-νααετο πενκη τηλεπόρω, βεβλητο πίτυς, τόξευε το δάφνη,
Φοίβου όεχόρον (ουσα, και αίάομενοις «Vi φι Μοι ς JIO πεμπομενων (κάλυπτε τανυπτερύ',-ων νέφος ιώνt μη μιν ΐόη βελεεσσιν όιστενθείσαν ’Απόλλων. και γνμντ} παλάμη σακεων όίχα, χι'χτφι σ ώ η ρο υ, ϋάκχη ρότττρα τίι·ασσε, και ηριπεν άσπιδιώτης" τύμπανα δ’ εσμαράγησε, καί ώρχηααχτο μαχηταί Μ$ κύμβαλα δ* εκροτάλιζε, καί ανχεχ·α κι·φε Λναίω ’Ινδός άνηρ ικέτης, όλίγω ό’ ενί όερματι ι-εβρών άρραγεες γλωχΐνες εόοχμώθησαν άκόχτων-χαλκοβαρης δ’ άγιαμτττος ετεμνετο φυλλαόι πηληξ. καί τις ' Αρειμανεων Σ,ατνρων πρόμος άχ-ερα βάλλων ISO 1 αιδοκόμοι or άνδοκόμοι Ι, in text, Ιι^·όμη* written	j
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DIONYSIACA, XVII. 321-350
of deadly garlands, furious for war. The enemies of vineloving Lyaios were slain with bloody wounds from the wooden steel. Bronze-clad Indians marvelled, when steel was cleft by the viny spear of an unarmed Bacchant woman, and their chests were bared and freshly wounded by the sharp ivy ; for those who wore the corselet were shot down more easily than the unprotected. Death took many shapes in that indescribable carnage on the Tauros, where the coats of the fighting men were sliced open by twigs and reddened with gore. The Bacchant women unconquerable surrounded in a ring the Indians huddled together, and the bold hoboy sang the call to kill. In that combat the Bacchoi, servants of unwarlike Dionysos, stood like a stone wall unhurt all by the blows of axes and two-edged swords ; but their curlyheaded enemies were killed by little bunches of leaves. There were the Indian shafts stuck thick in rows on the tail-branching trees. The fir was pricked by the far-hurled spear, the pine was hit, the laurel though Phoibos’s tree was pierced by shots, and hid under its leaves in shame the cloud of feathered arrows flying upon it, that Apollo might not see how the shots hit it. A Bacchant woman without shield and without steel, shook her rattle with naked hand, and a shielded man fell; the drums banged, and the warriors danced ; the cymbals clanged, and a man of India bent his neck to beg mercy of Lyaios. On a little fawnskin the unbreakable points of the arrows were bent ; the heavy helmet of unyielding metal was cut through by a leaf. A leader of the warmad Satyrs threw
άβροκόμοι Ludwich, and other conjectures. Graefe suggests Ίν§ργόνοι.
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NONNOS
Κυια ριπτ€ πίτηλα, veovn'frov δἐ φορήας χάλκ€ος άμπελοοπι χιτών ίσχίζ(τυ κισσψ. άθρήσας δἐ τάλαιπα ράχης ίτ*ραλκίι ριπή νίκην Μυδοὸοι·οιο προθίσπίζοντα Λι·αιου *Αστράας άκίχη7ος ιχάζιτο, πότμοι αλι*ζας, (γχ(ίην ταννφνλλον υποπττ'ιααων Λιο»α«<7οι/.
Τάφρα δ’ * \ρισταϊος φικιίζοα φκίρμακα πάσσω* Βασσαρίδωυ όλου ίΑκος άκίασατο Φοιβα&ι τ<χ*Ή, της μιν ίπι πληγησι βαλών Κο·ταυριΛα ποίην» της δι βαρυνομίι·ης φονίην ίκάθηριν * ίρσην αίμα π(ριθλίβων' κιΐ'νρήν δ’ ιίμιατο Ηάκχη* συντρίφας βοτάνας πολνί ιδίας ϊλκίσι κονρης, η ποδος η παλάμης η στη θ* ος η κινιώνος, άλλον δἐ προμάχου φονίιο βληθίιπος οιστώ elλκ€ θοην γλιοχιι·α, καί ίλκ*α χ*ιρ* πιίζων αιμαλίην κατά. βαιον αιη^κάι-τιζί» ίίρση*' άλλα) χ€ΐρα πίλασσ(, και ϊλκ<ος άκρα χηράξας up φαρμακο€\’Τι σισηπότα τάμν« μαχαίρη, άκροτάτη παλάμη πιφιδημίνα δάκτυλα βάλλω* καί χλθ€ρα> συνίμιζι βιαρκίος άιθιΐ γαίης δαιδαλίας ώδΐνας άλϊζικάκοιο μιλίσσης, χζιρί π€ριρραίνων οδιηῆφατον ικμάδα Βάχχχητ άλλους δ* οίπαμίνονς Ιήσατο ΦοιβάΟι άκονή, φρικτον υποτρίζω* πολνώια·μον ίμιαν άοι&ής, πατριρης voecον ζωαρκίος οργιά τίχιτ)ς.
"Ως 6 μίν αιόλον ίλκος άκίσσατο. μαριι\μίι\ον δ* ηδη βαρβαράφωνος ίπανσατο θήλυς ’ Κνακό. και πολεα? ζιυγρησαν απο πτολίμοιο μαχητάς Βασσαρίδε?* πολλοί δε λελοιττοτ*? ονρ<α Ταάρου
• Incantations contain<il all jx^mMc name, to hr %urr of getting the right one. There nrr mAny cxumplr* r\t«n! from ancient days, and the practior continues still. >cr I*/Lr>onwm $8
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DIONYSIACA, XVII. 351-379
Euian leafage and hit a man : his coat of mail was split by the ivy and vine, and the wearer was wounded. Astraeis saw the scale of war was dipping to one side and foretelling the victory of Lyaios the Indianslayer, so he fled untouched and saved his life, cowed by the long leafy spear of Dionysos.
357 Then Aristaios spread lifegiving simples on all the wounds of the Bassarids, and healed them by the art of Phoibos. For one he put centaury-plant on the cuts ; for another in distress, he pressed with his fingers about the blood and cleaned away the gory dew. If a Bacchant whimpered, he pounded all manner of herbs to heal the girls Mounds, of foot or hand or breast or flanks as it might be. If a warrior had been struck and blood drawn by an arrow, he pulled out the sharp point, and squeezing the wound with his hand discharged the drops of blood little by little. Another struck by a poisoned arrow he laid hold of, and lanced the wound cutting out the infected surface, with just a touch of the hand and gentle fingers. He mingled the artistic produce of the healbane bee with fresh flowers of the lifesufficing earth, and poured in Bacchus’s painkilling sap. Other wounded men he made whole by some charm of Phoibos, humming over an awful ditty full of names ° which he knew among the secrets of his father’s life-saving art.
375 So he cured the diverse kinds of wounds. By this time the barbarian goddess Enyo had quieted her voice among the fighters, and the Bassarids had led away from the battlefield their crowd of captive warriors ; many more of the enemy had left the
Tabellae, Audollent, Paris, 1904·. The translator has a ms. of modern ones, written in 1790.
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NONNOS
δυσμενεεν νόστ^σαν ις Ιι·&φης κλίμα γαιης ιλπίσιν άπρήκτοισιν ίς οικία ^ηρια&ήος, άμφιλαφιϊς ιλατηρις αμιτ ροβίιυν ιλιφαιπυυν. και Σατνρονς μιτά δῆριν ίποινιον ας χορον *X*uji Παν νόμιος κιλά&ησι, χὑπν ιπινίκιον ηχιί>.
Και ΒΛεμυ? ονλοκάρηνος,
' KpvOpaiujy πρόμος Ίιλύκ, ίκισίης κονφιζιν αι·αιμονα θαλλόι· ιλαιης,
Ίνόοφόνω γόνυ δούλον ΰποκλίιχυν Λιοπ«σ<μ. και θιός, αθρησας κνρτονμινον όνιρα /αif), χιιρι Λαβών ωρθινσι, πολνγλιίκισιυ δ’ αμα λαιρ κυανίων πόμπινιν ίρνκων1 τηλόΟα· κοιρανίην στνγιοντα και ηθια Λ τιριαόήος,
Αρραβίης ιπι πίζαν, όπτ} παρα γ^ίτοιι πόιπψ όλβιόν ουόας ιναιι και οι·ι·ομα 8<Ζκι παλίταις και ΪΙλιμυς ωκύς ΐκανιν ίς ΐ7τταπόρου στόμα \<ίλον, ισσομιινς σκηπτούχος όμόχροος Λΐβιοπτραν	^
καί μιν άιιθιρίος Μιρόης ύπ*8<ξατο πυγμήν, όφιγόνοις ϋλιμυισσι προώννμον	μοιόγι.
1 Ludwich later rrtrartrd ίρί·α» ar*l rraii	«·*(
with g.
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DIONYSIACA, XVII. 380-S97
Tauros mountains and returned, their hopes unfulfilled, to the mansion of Deriades in the Indian regions, crowds of men driving their longlived elephants. And herdsman Pan sang loudly, pouring out his victorious note, drawing on the Satyrs to dance drunkenly after their war.
385 Now woollyhead Blemys,® chief of the Ery-thraian Indians, bent a slavish knee before Dionysos Indianslayer, holding the suppliant’s unbloodied olivebranch. And the god when he saw the man bowed upon the earth, took his hand and lifted him up,b and sent him far away with his polyglot people, putting a distance between him and the swarthy Indians, now hating the lordship and the manners of Deriades, away to the Arabian land, where beside the sea he dwelt on a rich soil and gave his name to his people. Blemys quickly passed to the mouth of sevenstream Nile, to be the sceptred king of the Ethiopians, men of colour like his. The ground of Meroe c welcomed him, where it is always harvest, a chieftain who handed down his name to the Blemyes of later generations.
® The Blemyes were an Ethiopian tribe south of Egypt. India and Ethiopia were often confused, especially by later writers. Erythraian means by the Red Sea.
b The formal acceptance into protection.
c Bakarawia.
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ΔΙΟΝΥΣΙΑΚΩΝ OK ΠίΚ ΜΛΚΚ \Τ< >\
*Οκτωκαιδ€κάτω Σ,τάφι>λο<τ και Βότριγ cVeiti,
€ΐς θαλίην κ,αλίοΐ'Τίς ορίδρομον via Θικόνης.
*Ήδτ7 δἐ rm.p6f.aaa ττολνστομος Γτττατο Φτ,μ»; Άσσνρίης στίχα πάσαν νττοτροχόιοαα τταλγον, οννομα κηρνσαονσα κορνμβοφδρον Λιοιτ·σου, και θρασύν 'Ινδοί· " Α ρηα και αγλαόβοτρνν υτπόρην. Και Στ άφυλος λατόμιον
στρατιην αοίόηρον ανοίκον	5
οργιά τ* άμπελοειτα και ϊ\ΰια βνοθλα \ναίου Βἐπχον ιδίίν pevtaivf και νίία Borpw iirtiytov κοίρανος *Aaavpuov άι·€μιόκιος ι·ψοθι Λίφρον ῆντετο βοτρυδιντι παρ< ρχομίνα* Siovvato. τον μῖν ίδιον ίττιόιτα και άργνρόκνκλον άτπρ'ην	10
πορδαλίων τε λίτταδνα και ryiVu φαιδρά λιόντιον ΤΙότρυς άκζρσικόμης avtatipaaiv άρμα το·τηος*
«•αι Στ άφυλος σκητττονχος ίου κατ*πη\ατο Οιφρου πορδaXtojv στατδν ίχνος οττιττινιον AtoiaVrotv και ποδός οκλάζοί'τος ίττι χθονος ίχιχ>ς tpt ίδιον,	|5
Μάλλον ἐλαιἡευτα Θιονδίι \(ΐρι τιτάδιον . . . και φιλίω Διόνυσου άυα£ μιιλίξατο μί*βιο·
Πμὺς Λῶ? ίκ€σίοιο, τ(ού, Λῶιακνε, το*·ῆον, προ? Σ,ίμίλης θ€οπαιδος, ίμδν μη τταΐδα τταριλ&ης.
β “ Grape-cluster-nian.”	· ** Hunch-uf
G2
BOOK XVIII
In the eighteenth come Staphylos and Botrys, in viting the mountainranging son of Thyone to a feast.
Meantime manytongued Rumour was on the Ming; and she flew along the whole line of Assyrian cities, proclaiming the name of Dionysos with his gift of the vine, the glorious fruit of grapes, and his bold warfare with the Indians.
5	Now Staphylos α heard of the umveaponed host of Satyrs, the holy secrets of the vine and the Euian gear of Lyaios. He wished therefore to see Bacchos ; and the. Assyrian prince brought his son Botrys 6 high in a windswift chariot, and met the advancing god of the vine. Botrys Longhair checked his father’s car when he saw Dionysos approaching in his silver-wheeled wagon, the panthers in their yokestraps and the lions with shining reins ; and Staphylos the sceptred king leapt out of the car when he saw the panthers of Dionysos halt. He sank to the ground on bended knee, and held out an olivebranch with reverent hand. Then the prince addressed Dionysos in conciliating words of friendship :
18 “ In the name of Zeus the suppliant’s god, your own father, Dionysos, in the name of Semele the young god’s mother, disregard not my son ! I have
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DIONYSIACA, XVIII. 20-38
heard how Lycaon entertained your father himself with the Blessed, how he cut up his son Nyctimos with his own hand and served him up to your father unknowing and touched one table with Zeus Almighty, in the land of Arcadia. Again, on the heads of Sipylos, I have heard how Tantalos received your father as his guest, butchered his own son and set him before the gods at dinner ; how Cronion fitted together again the separated limbs and restored to life the butchered son, replacing the broad shoulder of Pelops—the only part which Deo had eaten—by a makeshift artificial shape of ivory.
29 a “ But why, Dionysos, have I named to you Lycaon the Sonmurderer who entertained the Blessed, or Tantalos visitor of the skies, who planned the crafty theft of the cups of nectar—why mention the ravisher of nectar and ambrosia ? Macello entertained Zeus and Apollo at one table . . . and when Earthshaker had shattered the whole island with his trident and rooted all the Phlegyans at the bottom of the sea, he saved both women and did not strike them down with the trident.
a market. Nonnos, it would seem, connects her with the Phlegyes, an impious people who lived on an island and for their sins were destroyed by Poseidon, and their part of the island with them (Servius on Aen. vi. 618, citing Euphorion, frag. 115 Powell, as his authority). But there is certainly something missing in the text and the sense may have been : “ Macello entertained Zeus and Apollo at the same hospitable table, and had her reward, for she was spared when her wicked countrymen, the Telchines (?), were destroyed ; X. and her daughter (sister, mother ; άμφοτἐρας in 38 shows that two women are mentioned) did a similar favour to Poseidon, and so he did not hurt them when he drowned the rest of the Phlegyes.” Staphylos’s point is that as these people were rewarded for their piety, so he hopes to be.
VOL. II	F
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NONNOS
και συ, φέρων μ ίμη μη. τ <ον (tvioio τοκ·ηος,
€ΐς μίαν ηριγίνααν ίμιαν ίπίβηθι μιλαθριαν δό? χάριν άμφοτίροις, και Βοτρι»· καί γ* vt τ-rjpt "Ως (i7rojv παρίπασα” tip δ tποχι]/θατο λ·δον. όλβίζιαν tov οΐκον, ίφκτπομίνον Λιοια·αον και θρασύς ιππιίην avt κούφιοι Βοτρι»ν ιμάοθλην, Ταυρειῆν δ* ίλικΊ)δόν ίρημαδα πίζαν οόαΗον ηλασ€ πάτριον άρμα, και ηγιμόνινι \ναιψ *Ασσυρίην ίπί γαΓαι" ύπαυχΐνιοις δι λιπαόιχπς χρυσ€α MtrySor/oio ό(δ(γμίνος ηι·ια δίφρον ηνίοχος Βρομίοιο Μαρα»ΐ', ακορητος ιμασθλης θηρονόμου μάστιγος άφ<ιόία ροιζον ιαλλιον, πορδαλίιαν ηλαυν<ν άιλληισσαν απτμ·ην καί Σ>άτνροι προθίοχπις ακκρονσαιπο χοραην, άμφιπιρισκαίροιπις όριδρομον άρμα \ι·αίον πολλή δ’ (νθα καί ti-θα φιλανθιμος ίτρ<χ* Ηαχχη δν σ βατόν οίμον ίχουσα βατία ποθι,
και πτχ*χα πίτρης
στάνην κλιμακόισσαν (μίτραν ιακίι ταρσιυ, καί παλάμη κροτάλιζ( και ινρνθμοισι πιδίλοις, μόχθον νποκλίτττονσα βαθυκρημχχαο κιλινθον, οίστρομανης' καί Πάνες- ίθημοχ-ος ίφόθι πίτρης ποσσίν ίνκνημισιν ίπωρχησαιτο κονίη, άστιβίος πρηώνα διαστιίχοχπις ίρίττχ·ης.
*Αλλ* ore νισσομίνοισι φάχηη βασιλήιος αύλη τηλζφανης στίλβουσα λίθιυν ίτιρόχροι κόσμοι, €υχαίτης τότε Βοτρυν όχον πατρορον ίάσας (ις δόμον ώκυπίδιλος ίβη, προκίλινθος όδίτης, ίντννων άμα πάντα, φιλοστοργία δι μ<ιχ>ιιη ὧπλισε πιαλίης ἐτ(ρότροπα διιπνα τραπίζης.
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DIONYSIACA, XVIII. 39-60
39	“ Do you now follow the example of your Father the Friend of Guests : enter my mansion for one day. Grant this grace to us both, to Botrys and to his father.”
42	He won the god’s consent, and drove on with his car, blessing the happiness of his house, while Dionysos followed. Bold Botrys raised his whip, and drove his father’s car by winding ways through the wilderness of Mount Tauros, until he guided Lyaios into the Assyrian land. Meanwhile Maron the god’s charioteer took up the golden reins of the Mygdonian chariot, and drove the team of storms wift panthers with yokestraps on their necks, sparing not the whip, but whizzing a lavish lash to manage the beasts. Satyrs ran in front, striking up a dance and skipping round and round the hillranging car of Lyaios; troops of flowerloving Bacchant women ran on this side and that side, treading the rough tracks afoot, climbing with quick feet the narrow steps of the mountain-side, while their shoes beat in time with their rattling hands—thus they beguiled the labour of the steep stony path, stung with madness. And the Pans, high on their familiar rocks, danced in the dust with nimble feet, passing over the headlands of those untrodden precipices.
62	But when they arrived, and the royal palace became visible, shining afar with checkered patterns of stone, then longhaired Botrys left his father’s carriage and went swifts hoe into the house, van-courier of the company : he made all ready, and with attentive care prepared the diversified dishes of a rich banquet.
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"Οφρα μῖν ίΐσΖτι Μότρνς Ζκάαμα bairn Αναίψ, β7 τάφρο, 8t 7τοικιλό8ωρος άναξ tTribtitciiH Βαπχφ β9 καλλ€α τ€χνή(\τα λιθοστριύτοιο μ4λάθραν,	"O
τώυ 07το μαρμαρΖη Τ7ολν8αιόαλος tppttv αίγλη, συγχροος ή<λίοιο και αντί τύττοιο at λ ηνης’ τοίχοι δ* άργνρΖοισιν ΖλίνκαΙΐΌΐτο μιτάλλοις, και μιρόπιον σπινθήρας Ζπαστράτττονοα προαώττψ λύχνις Ζην, λὺςνοιο φ<ρωι-υμος · <1χ* κα* αυτήν οικος Ζριυθιόωντι κικασμΖνος αΐόυπι r«rρψ οινω7την άμΖΟυστον Ζρ<ι&ομ4νην νακίιΰψ αυγήν δ’ αιθαλ0€σσαν άττΖτττίΊν ωχρός αχάτης, και φολί8ων στικτοΐσι τῶτοις άμαρνσσιν οφΐτης·
*Ασσυρίη 81 μάραγ8ος άΐ'ήρυγιν Ζγχλοον αιγλην. ·0 κιονάη 81 φάλα'γγι ττιριστριαΘΖιτα μ€ λάβρων χρύσ€θ 8ονρατΖης ZpvOaivtro νώτα καλντττρης άφν€ΐοΐς ορόφοισι* πολικτχὧΛυΓ	μιτάλλιον
φαι&ρόν Ζνφήφι8ι TTt'bov ττοικίΧ\<το τ/χνη· και πνλίων περίμετρος- Ζνγλντττω τινι 8ονρω	Μ
λεπτοφυή τνττον ίΐχί νιοττρίστων Ζλιφάντων.
Τοῖα γάρων σκητττονχος thtixiax μάρτνρι Βάχχω' και μογις ίχνος Ζκαμφα· Ζσω 0<οόΖγμοικ>ς αυλής χ€ΐρος Ζχων Αιοινσον’ ό 81 βραόντπιΘΖι ταροψ πλαζομάΐ'ην Ζλικη86ν Ζην Ζτίταινιν οττωττήν'	W
και θ€ος άστ€ρό(σσαν ΖΟάμβαν ηι·οπι κόσμω ξ(ΐνο8όκον βασιλήος ι8ων χρνσήλατον αυλήν.
Άμφητόλους δ’ οιστρησ^ν άναξ
και 8μωας €77€ιγων,
ταύρων ζατρίφάων άγάλην και πώεα μήλων 8αιτρ€Ό€ΐν λ,ατνροισι βοοκραίρου Αιοιι*σον	Μ
και Σ,ταφνλον στ7(ν8οι*τος Ζην ταχν€ργος άττίίλή
Λ Since Homer in the (hiyttty dcscnlx^ thr paUor of
68
DIONYSIACA, XVIII. 67-96
67 “While Botrys was yet arranging the feast for Lyaios, the king of magnificent bounty displayed to Bacchos the artist’s hand in the stonework of his hall, from which poured a shining brightness of many colours and shapes like the sun and his reflecting moon. The walls were white with solid silver. There was the lychnite, which takes its name from light, turning its glistening gleams in the faces of men. The place was also decorated with the glowing ruby stone, and showed winecoloured amethyst set beside sapphire. The pale agate threw off its burnt sheen, and the snakestone sparkled in speckled shapes of scales; the Assyrian emerald discharged its greeny flash. Stretched over a regiment of pillars along the hall the gilded timbers of the roof showed a reddish glow in their opulent roofs. The floor shone with the intricate patterns of a tessellated pavement of metals; and the huge door with a baulk of wood delicately carved looked like ivory freshly cut.
87 Such were the sights which the old monarch displayed to watchful Bacchos. He could hardly manage to move through the hall with his divine guest, holding Dionysos by the hand ; the other followed with slow obedient foot, and turned his wandering gaze to each thing in order. The god was amazed at the hospitable king’s hall, embellished with gold and starry with glittering decorations.
93 The king harried his servants and stirred up his serfs, to slaughter a herd of fine fat bulls and flocks of sheep for the Satyrs of bullhorn Dionysos. Then there was quick work, under the menaces of busy
Menelaos and, more elaborately, that of Alcinoos, there must be a description here of the palace where Dionysos is to be entertained ; the details are not Homeric.
69
NONNOS
Βμωσ'ιν άμοιβαιοισιν <π<ρρωοιτο τταΛΑο* είλαπίχηης Βρησττ}ρ<ς· όΒαιτρ*νοντο δ* raCptn και ι ·ο μήδιον ο ι toy λιπαρα'ι στιχις ός Β* χοριχη’ και Βόμον cνφόρμιγγη θνώΒας tmtov αδραι,	10Ο
εύόΒμον Bi πόληος άχΎΚχίσσωσαν αγνιος* άμφιλαφϊϊς δ* Ιμίθνασαν όλον Βόμον ίχμαόις οίνον. κύμβαλα Β' όπλατάγησ€, παρ* ινκιλάΒω Β* τραπ/ζΐ) ΙΙαηάδες σύριγγες <βόμβ<ον, ίβρ<μον ανλοί σνμπλ€Κ€€ς, και κύκλος όριγΒούποιο βθ4ΐης	ΙΟδ
ΒιχθαΒίοις πατάγοισιν €π€σμαρ*ίγησι μ*λαθρψΛ και κτύπος ἡν κροτάλων €ΤτιΒόρπΐ€>ς.
iv Β' άρα μόασψ
οίνοβαρτης τ ρο μ ι polo 4* ρω ν ποΒος άστατοι* ορμήν ηΐ€ν ίνθα και ΐνθα Μάραιν, ΒιΒοχ·ημΛνος οίστρψ, όρθιον €Κ ΒαπίΒοιο παλίσσιηον ιχχ·ος ίλισσων, 110 χ€ΐρας όας ΒιΒνμων ~ατνρων irrrtp ωμόν ῖμεκτα* μζσσοφαιημ- Ιτ όρον Bi ποΒος κονφιζιτο πηλμψ άλλοτρίιρ, ξανθωπόν ίχων χρόα, μεσσόθι πΐμπων πορφνρίας ακτίνας όλοι στίλβοντι προοώπψ, άντίτνπον μίμημα ^Ιιληχ·αΙ·ηαι κ<ραίαις,	Ι IS
Λαιfj μεν νεόδαρτον ιθημοιος ίγκνον οίνον ανχ€νιω ζωστηρι πιρίπλοκον ασκόν ά<ίρων,
Be^irepfj Bi κνττίλλον όκνκλώσαιτο Bi Ηάκχαι γηραλόον σκαίροχπα ποΒών Ιτιραλκιι ταρσώ, οΐα πεσεῖν μόλλοχτα τινασσομόχοιο καρηχον,	1Γ0
ον ποτε π€7τπ)ώτα. μ^θυσφαλόίς Bi καί at/roi άμφίπολοι και Βμω€ς όβακχινοντο χοριιτ), γευσάμενοι πρώτιστον άήθζος ηΒύος οίνον.
Και Στα φύλου βασιλήος αριστινΒιχ·α γνχοϊκα Βακχιάς αμπελόεσσα λ\όθην όμόθνσσίν όόρση- 125 ἡ δἐ καρηβαρόουσα πιεῖν πάλιν ῄτεε Βάχ-χας*,
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Staphylos with relays of serfs. A crowd of servants were hard at it preparing the banquet, bulls were butchered and processions of fat sheep from the pasture. There was dancing too ; fragrant air was wafted through a house full of harping, the streets of the city were filled with sweet steamy odours, ample streams of wine made the whole house carouse. Cymbals clanged, panspipes whiffled about the melodious table, double hoboys were drooning, the round of the loudthrumming drum made the hall ring again with its double bangs, there were castanets rattling over that supper !
107	And there in the midst came Maron, heavy with Mine, staggering on unsteady feet and moving to and fro as frenzy drove him. He threw his amis over the shoulders of two Satyrs and supported himself between them, then climbed right up from the ground twisting his legs about them. So he was lifted by the dancing feet of others, with red skin, his whole face emitting ruddy rays and shining between them, the very image of the crescent moon. In his left hand he held a newly flayed skin teeming with the inevitable wine and tied at the neck with a cord ; in his right a cup. Bacchant women were all round the old creature as he skips on other men’s feet, with lolling head, every moment threatening to fall but never down. Servants and serfs alike were rolling drunk and danced wildly about, after tasting for the first time the delicious wine they never had before.
124 Methea also, the wife of King Staphylos, mother of a noble son, was made drunken by the winedew of Bacchos. With heavy head she begged
α “ Drunkenness.”
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οινοόόκον κρηπήρα ττιριακαιρονοα Λι·αιου* και κιφαΧην (ΧιΧιζ* μιπηλι«όα διζιηη παλμψ, ιομιυ ιπικΧίνονσα κόμην ιτιραλκιι pitΓη άστατος, ΐνθα και ιι-θα παλίιτρανός άμφ< γαῖς πυκνά πισιΐν μιΧΧονσαν οΧισθηροιοι πιΒίλοις θνιάδα χιρσ'ι Χαβονσα Μ/ῦτ/ν ιορθιόαατο Ilaxv*j. και Στάφυλος· μιμίθυστο" φιΧακριρηρ	κνπιλλψ
Βάτρυο? οινιοθιιπος (φοινίασυιπο παρδίαι και πάις άρτιγινιιος άμα LrαφνΧψ γο^·τῇ/Η άπΧικιας πΧοκαμϊόας άηθιϊ ότμτατσ κισαψ μιτρώσας στιφαί'ηδόν' ι π' Γχτ<σι 3* ιχ*Ό* άμιίβοητ ποσσιν όμοζηΧυισιν ΐΧιξ ιορχηαατο M&rpxs,
Βικίον ικ Χαιυΐυ μιτηΧι·Βα ταρσυν ιΧΙαοιυν
και DrάφυΧος σκίρπησι ττοθάη· βητάρμοη παΧμψ, 140
καμπνΧον ΐχΐ'ος άγιον τροχαλιο κνκΧοόμινον άλχψ.
Ποτρυος όρχΐ)στήρος ἐπ’ αΰ-^όι ττηχι-ν ιριίσας' και ποτόν ινφημησι χοροττΧικίος Λιοη·σου άστατος, ΐνθα και ΐνθα καθ*ι/ιό-α βόστρυχο Oiuuv ωμω ιπαισσοιπα· λ\ιθη δ’ ΐχόρι ι*« *αΐ αυτῆ,	Ι4Α
ττηχυν ιπικΧίνονσα και νιιι και παρακοίτη, μισσατίη ^ταφνΧον και Βότρι*ον ἡ ι* δι ιηησοι τιρπωΧην τριίΧικτον όμοπΧΐκτοιο χοριίης. καί Πίθος ιομογΐριον, ποΧιην άιΐμοισι τ ι νήσσιον, χινματος ηδνπότοιο βιβνσμιισς άχρις οδόχ-τιον 150 οινοβαρης ιχόρινι, μι θ νσ φολις ΐχιχ>ς ιΧίσσιον · και γΧνκιραις Χιβαόισσιν ΐριυγομι νιον άπο Χαιμιόν ξανθήν άφριόιοσαν erjv λεύκαινε»' ι/ττηι*ην.
Καί π ιον ιις οΧον ημαρ-
άφυσσομινιόν δι κνπίλλων
Έσπιρίην χθόνα πάσαν νπόσκιος ΐσκιπιν όρφυη ι&4 άκροκ(Χαινιόωσα, και αιόλα φΐγγιϊ Χιπτώ
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the Bacchants for more drink, dancing round the full mixingbowl of Lyaios. She rolled her head moving this way and that way, shook the hair over her shoulders unsteadily, dipping her head first here, then there, on one side and the other again and again, ever on the point of falling on her slippery feet, until a Bacchant’s hands caught the wild creature and held her up. Staphylos too was drunk ; the cheeks of drunken Botrys were red from his tippling cup ; still a boy with the down on his face, he with Staphylos his father bound his loosened locks with the unfamiliar ivy and wreathed it like a garland. Then interchanging step with step Botrys danced about with ready feet, changing feet right after left; and Staphylos went skipping in dancing movement, carrying his feet round and round in a running step, with one arm thrown round the neck of dancing Botrys. Staggering he blest the potion of danceweaving Dionysos, and shook his long hair falling over his shoulder from side to side. Methe was dancing too, with an arm round son and husband both, between Staphylos and Botrys. There was a sight to see, the triple-entwined delight of a close-embracing dance ! And Pithos,® hale old man, shaking his hoary locks in the wind, stuffed to the teeth with the delicious potation, danced heavy with Mine, and twirled a drink-tottering foot ; he whitened his yellow beard with foam from the sweet libations that ran out from his throat.
154 So they drank the whole day long. Cups were still being filled when shadowy darkness grew black at the fringe, and covered all the western lands,
α “ Wine-jar.”
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άστρα καταυγάζω»' όμΐλαικτα διχροος άηρ, δυομόνου Φαίθοιπος ν ττ η σκιιηιδίι «ιόιχμ, βαιόν όπισθοκόλίυθον ίχιον «τι Χιιφ·ιχνν ΊΙοϋτ καί ζόφοι· όχλαίνιοσιν ίώ χροι σιγηλοί) ια*£	1^0
ουρανόν αστχροαπι διαγράφασα ^irclnt οι δἐ μετἀ κριγτηρα μίθης, μ«τα ό<ίιτνα τραπ*ζης ΙΙότρυς of ιον γ€ΐ*τηρι και οιΐ'οχί'τιρ Λιο·η·οι^ κς,κριμόνοι στοιχηδόν (νστριίττων ἐ—ΐ Αικτρων ῶη·ου δώρον ΐλοιπο καί ινμίλησαν όκιροις,	ΙβΛ
*Αλλ’ ότ< δἡ pohtoις άμαρνγμασιν άγγιλος *!Ιοῖς άκροφαης όχάραζί λιπόακιον όρθρος ομίχλην,
(ύχαίπι^ς τότε Βάκχον ίώιος άιΌοριν «ι%ῆε,
όλπίδι νικαίη διδοιημιιιχ>ς·	γαρ
Ίνδιυην ε’δαιζε γοιηρ’ κιαοιόόιι θνροψ,	1*0
ιπτναλόης μιθιποη- άπατηλιον ιιχόιχι χ άρμης.
και κτύπον €ΐσαtojv ^.ατνρων και όονπον άχοντιυν
φλοίσβον όν€ΐρ€ΐης άττισι ίσατο δψοτῇτος,
ύπνον άποσκίδάσας πολ(/ιηιον *1χ< δί θνμψ
μαντιπόλου φόβον αιιόν άττιιλητηρος σκίρον’	175
μιμηλής γαρ όπιυπί μάχης ίΐ'δαλμα \νκονργου
όσσομόνων προκόλίυθον, οτ ι θρασνς ῖνθοῦ* λόχμης
δύσμαχος όκ σκοπόλοιο λἐαη* λνσσο^δχι λαιμώ
Βάκχου €τι σκαιροι-τα και ου φανοιπα συδηρου
€ΐς φόβον όπτοιησ€, και ηλασ<ν άχρι θαλάσσιος |ΜΙ
κρυπτόμζνον πελᾶγεσσι, πίφνζότα θηρος απειΑῆι"
καί φόβον άλλον οπωπ€, Xtujv θρασνς όττι γνιχύχας
θυρσοφόρους «δίωκε, κίχηνότος άι·θ€ρ<ώικ>ς,
• From the earth.
6 Since it is the wronp end of the day for “ tU«n lo be literal, Nonnos presumably means the aflrr|rlo». which he 74
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when the twilight air darkened and lit up the spangled stars with faint light, when Phaethon set under the cone of shadow ° and left on his way behind a small trace yet of the day,b when silent Night shrouded the west in her own colour, and scored the sky across with her own starry cloak. Then after the tipsy bowl and after the feast of the table, Botrys together with his father, and Dionysos dispenser of Mine, went off in a line, each to his separate wellstrown bed ; they took the boon of sleep, and had traffic with dreams.
166 But when the morning twilight, shining messenger of Dawn,® cut through the edge of fading mist with rosy sparkles, then long-haired Bacchos leapt up early from his bed, shaken by the hope of victory. For in the night he had destroyed the Indian race with his ivytwined thyrsus, busy in the illusive image of a dream-battle. The noise of Satyrs and the rattle of javelins falling on his ears, shook off the din of his dreamland warfare and scattered that warlike sleep. But dreadful fear was in his heart that the dream foreboded some threatening danger. For in this unreal spectacle he had seen an image of his battle with Lycurgos,d prophetic of things to come. In a forest, a bold formidable lion leapt from a rock with deathly jaws upon Bacchos, while he was dancing and still without weapons, and scared him to flight, driving him down to the sea where he hid under water, fleeing from the dangerous beast. He saw another terror besides—how the bold lion chased the thyrsus-bearing women with gaping
thinks of as a sort of evening-dawn (as we speak of morning-twilight). But elsewhere ήώς seems to be simply a day.
c Perhaps false dawn is meant; δρθρος is usually the dark period before dawn. a See xx. 188 ff.
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αιμάσσων ῶὐχεσσι, χαρασοομαχον hi yt»ru*tt*r μυστίλος Ικ παλάμης έκνλιι^το θνσθλα ttortrj, κύμβαλα δ’ iv χθονί κ tiro-
μιταστρκφθιιοα hi Μόχχη δεσμά λιοιτίίοισιν ιπισφήκιο*τ» γιιχίοις σαρήν άμπιλιασσαν ιπισφιγξααα κομη%%μ, ὁ Ύ χον Up ht λίοιτος έπίπλι *tv ανχιια Orjpl hi θήλυς όμιλος έπίόραμιι άλλος ἐν <£λὲν*, καί βλοσυρούς έχάραζι πόόας «αι \<*μΐν ὐτἐκὁαις καί μόγις ίίλικόίντι πί ριζιοοθέντα κορνμβψ *Αρτεμις· έζιόγρησιν <ri ττ * aiOtpioιο hi κόλπον άσπροτη) πυρόίσσα καταιξασα προθιαπου Θήρα παλινδίιτρ-ον ύθήκατο τυφλόν όόίτην.
Τοῖον όναρ Λιόιακτος tathpaKtv' €Κ Atvtcu* W ορθός (ών ivhvvt φόνιο ηπαλαγμ«%τ>ν Ί»θών χαλκίον acmpotvra κατά στίριχΗΟ χ·ιτῶι^α, καί σ κολιό) μίτριοαι κόμην όφιιοδ<ί δισμψ, καί πόδας έσφήκιοσιν <ρ<νθιό<οντι κοθόρικ^, χ*φι δἐ θύρσον άαρ<, φιλάνθ«μον άγχος *KruotV καί Σ,άτνρον κίκλησκιν όπάοιχι. θ«σπ<σίην hi Πακχίίιον στομάτιον άιιον άιπίκτικτον ήχώ κοίρανος eyptTo Βότρνς, ιον δ' ti'hwt χιτώνα καί Πίθον ντηώοιτα . . .
Μέθη y ιός έκλvt φιοκής, κράτα μογις κούφιζς, βαρύι-ομίνον hi καρήιου όκναλέη πάλιν εύδε* και όρθριον tlain ινμφη μίμν€ν άμ€ργομένη γλυκίρώτίρον Crmov οποττταις, oifti hi λέκτρον ελειπεν έω β pah υπαθέι ταροιό.
Και Σιτάφυλος φιλόβοτρυς έφιομάρτησί \υαιιο €ΐς οδόν έσσνμένιρ ξ(ΐιητμα δώρα τιταίιχον, χρυσ€ον άμφιφορήα συν άργυρέοισι κνπέλλοις, οΐς πάρος ativ imvev άμςλγομέιχυν λόγος αιγών· 76
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throat and gored them with his claws ; as the women were torn, their gear fell from their mystic hands and rolled in the dust, their cymbals lay on the ground. Then a Bacchant turned, and muzzled the lion’s jaws by tying a string of vineleaves over his head, and wreathed his neck lightly in a noose. Then crowds of women ran up to the beast one upon another, and scratched with brambles the ugly pads and paws. At last Artemis saved him alive with difficulty, entangled in the clustering meshes ; and from the bosom of the sky a flash of lightning shot into the beast’s face, and made him a blind vagabond of the roads.
196	Such was the dream Dionysos had seen. Rising from his bed, he donned about his chest the star-spangled corselet of bronze stained with Indian blood, and entwined his hair with a circlet of writhing snakes, and wedged his feet in the reddened boots, took thyrsus in hand—that flowery spear of Enyo— and called a servant Satyr. Prince Botrys, hearing the echoing call from the divine lips of Bacchos hard by, roused himself, put on his own dress, and called to sleeping Pithos. When Methe heard the voice, she reluctantly lifted her heavy head, and letting it fall lazily, went to sleep again ; all through the morning the queen still remained with her eyes gathering the most sweet bloom of sleep. At last she left her bed with sIoav unwilling foot.
210	Staphylos the grapelover attended upon Lyaios, offering him the guest’s gifts as he was hasting for his journey : a two-handled jar of gold with silver cups, from which hitherto he used always to quaff
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κ·αι πόρε ποικίλα πίπΧα, τά π* ρ πήρα 11γριόος «Λωρ νηματι λεπταΧιω τ*χχ·ηαατο ΙΙ«ροίς λραχτη	S1S
καί Βρομίω ποΧνλωρος άχ-αξ ΐ^ιγξατο φαχτην'
'' Μάρυαό //οι, Λιό»τ*7<, καί άί*Ι ρ«ί« τοπῆο* δειλόν, ore Κρονῶνο ἀκ/xic */ό*χ*	yep
Γ^γο-ἐας· Ύίττμης α:7<στι·φ/λι^Μ· *1 ΙΧνμττον σος γ€ΐ’€της <τι κούρος- ίγ<ο ναι* «η «ι«δθ4μῷ ^50 Γτ^γεΓἐα>»* νπίροπΧοι- αιστωααι γ·ιτκ Ι μίμΐ'ημαί τινα μνθον, <>»■ ημ<7<ρ<ρ γιχιτηρ*	553
Άσσνριός ποτ€ ΒῆΛος, </χῆν ττολιοι^·ος «ιρονριγς, πατροπάτωρ <μος *1π*ι , ιγω hi σοι αΐ'Τογ ιμΙκο J*4 κουφίζω ν Kporos* iyp<>< α μ* ρα ιτᾶμοι* yciafK apmyft T2J όππότε μητρωηαιχ t π<ασνμ<ιχ>ιο χαμινι-ιας	2ϋ
τάμχίν άνυμφιάτων στάχυ ι- άρα cm ιατρός αρότρων ΪΤ7 Τι·ηὑτυν προκίΧιυθος, ιμάρχ-uro acio τοκτμ,
/cat Κρόνος (νρυγίχ αος ax-t ρρίπιζιν l.t viw	2J6
εγχεα παχχημχπα κατα Κραιίωιχτς ιαλλων,	230
φνχρόχ’ άκοχπίζων hiipox- βιΧος- «Ι^ιτη^ΐς 6ἐ η^ρόθϊν πίμποχπο χαλαζἡοτνς άιστοί. και πΧίον * ΗεΛίοιο κορνσσ*το πνρσοό*>ρος Ζ*ῖς θζρμοτζρω σπιχ·θηρι Χυωχ’ πιτρονμιχ·οχ' vhtop ωμοβόρονς he Xeoχπας ιπι κλοι·ον * Ι*μάασιον, μη τρομίοις ίΧίφαχπας, ιπιι τιός ίφημιΊϊων Άινς Κάμπην νφικάρηχοχ· άπηΧοίησ( κιρανχχυ, ἡ? σκοΧιον ποΧνμορ<φοχ· οΛον όίμας ■ ίίλλοφνη γαρ
β The “ Persian Arnchnc *’ iiiran* .simply th<· tkil/ul Persian weavers. Arachnc, the «-killed v»r*vrr «ho tnnl to rival Athena, is ns natural a metonymy for ** «ravin* ' a* " Demeter ” for “ corn," " Arcs ’* for “ war " And «ο on.
6 “Icy” sjxars are not mythological hut	:
Saturn is the cold planet. Jupitrr on thr contarj U hot.
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the milk of milch-goats ; and he brought embroidered robes, which Persian Arachne ° beside the waters of Tigris had cleverly made with her fine thread. Then the generous king spoke to Bromios :
217 “ Fight away, Dionysos, and do deeds worthy of your sire ! Show that you have the blood of Cronides in you ! For your father in his first youth battered the earthborn Titans out of Olympos, when he was only a boy : on then and do your part in the struggle, destroy the overweening nation of earth-born Indians! I remember a tale which once my father heard from his father, Assyrian Belos the sovereign of my country ; this I will tell to you.
223	“ Cronos still dripping held the emasculating sickleblade, after he had cut off the manly crop of his father’s plow and robbed him of the Nlother’s bed to which he was hastening, and warred against your sire at the head of the Titans. Broadbeard Cronos fanned the flame of Enyo as he cast icy spearsb against Cronion, shooting his cold watery shafts : sharp pointed arrows of hail were shot from the sky. But Zeus armed himself with more fires than Helios, and melted the petrified water with hotter sparks. Whip up now ravening lions to the Indian War; fear not their elephants ! For your Zeus ruling in the heights destroyed highheaded Campe c with a thunderbolt, for all the many crooked shapes of her whole body.
c Campe (the name usually means a caterpillar) was a monster which, in some later accounts of the war between Zeus and Cronos (reflected in Apollodoros i. 6), was set to guard the Hundred-handed giants and the Cyclopes in Tartaros. When Zeus needed their help, he freed them by killing Campe. Nonnos’s description of her is based upon that of Typhoeiis in Hesiod, Theog. 820 if.
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240
SIS
λοξήν αύτοίλικτον άνίρρίπιζον Κιικΰ χίλιοι ίρπηστήρ^ς ίχώχαίων άττό ταρσών Ιον ίρςνγομίνων δολιχοσκιον άμφι άί Χάρτην ήν0€( 7τεντἡνοιτα καρτριτα ποικίλα Θηρών' και τἀ μεν ίβρυχάτο λ εο ντε toon καρηνοις Σφιγγος άσημάντοιο τύπιρ βλοσνροίο ιτροσιαπον, άλλα δἐ κάπροιcuv άνατηκιιν άφρόν oJktvτιυν, συμφίρτή 0€ φάλαγγι πολυσκνλακων κι^αΑαω» Σκύλλης ισοτίλτστον ίηι μίμημα προσώπου' και χροι μεασατίω Αίφνης αιχφαινκτο χνμφη ίοβόλοις κομόωσα Ορακοχ-rtuHOi κορχ·μβοις’ της μῖν ίπι στίρι-οισιν ίς άκροτάτην πτι·χα μηρών SSO κητείαις φολιόίσσι ι·οῦτ^ τρηχύιττο μορφή ύφιτοῆς* όνυχες	ττ·οΛικτττ^ρ/ω»' -τιΛα^άω»
λο£όν ίάοχμώσαχτο τύπον γαμφώνυχος άρπ ιμ * ἐ£ ύπατου δε τε^ι·οιπος· άμαιμακίτων tua vtvrurv σκόρπιος αντοίλικτος ίπήορος ανχίνος ovpfj €ΐρπ€ χαλαζιμιτι τιθηγμίιος oft ι κίιπρψ. τοίη ποικιλόμορφος ίλιξ κονφίζι το Κὰρ «η, και χθάνα δινευοικτα και η* ρ·ι «eα* βνθον άλμης ιπτατο κυανίων πτίρύγιυν <7(ρόξνγι τολμώ, λαίλαπας αίθνσσουσα καί όπλίζονσα θνίλλας,
Νύμφη Ύαρταρίη μιλανόπτ*ρος * «V dXt&tptov & τηλίπόρους σπινθήρας ά\-ηρχτ/ι φοπαλίη όλοξ άλλα τόσην κτάι·€ Θήρα πατήρ Τίος αίθίριος /,< ι·ς, καί Κ/χητὴν νίκησαν ίχιόιημσσαν ’Κ»-υῶ. γίν€θ και συ τοκήι παι·( ίκίλος, όφρα και αυτόν Γηγενίων ολζτήρα με τἀ Κροι ιότμ σ« καλίσσω, δὴιον άμήσαιτα χαμαιγαίιον στάχια· Ι»όω> . σοι μάθος οντος ίοικα· όμοίιος· άρχ/yovov γὑμ σο? γενάτης Κρονίοιο προασπιστή ρα κν&οιμοθ ήλιβάτοις μελἐεσσι κίκασμίνον υιόν άρονρης 80
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238	“ A thousand crawlers from her viperish feet, spitting poison afar, were fanning Enyo to a flame, a mass of misshapen coils. Round her neck flowered fifty various heads of wild beasts : some roared with lion’s heads like the grim face of the riddling Sphinx ; others were spluttering foam from the tusks of wild boars ; her countenance was the very image of Scylla with a marshalled regiment of thronging dogs’ heads. Doubleshaped, she appeared a woman to the middle of her body, with clusters of poison-spitting serpents for hair. Her giant form, from the chest to the parting-point of the thighs, was covered all over with a bastard shape of hard sea-monsters’ scales. The claws of her wide-scattered hands were curved like a crooktalon sickle. From her neck over her terrible shoulders, with tail raised high over her throat, a scorpion with an icy sting sharp-whetted crawled and coiled upon itself.
257 “ Such was manifoldshaped Campe as she rose writhing, and flew roaming about earth and air and briny deep, and flapping a couple of dusky wings, rousing tempests and arming gales, that blackwinged nymph of Tartaros : from her eyelids a flickering flame belched out far-travelling sparks. Yet heavenly Zeus your father killed that great monster, and conquered the snaky Enyo of Cronos. Show yourself like your father, that I may call you also destroyer of the earthborn next to Cronides, when you have reaped the enemy harvest of earthborn Indians.
268 “ γοι1Γ battle seems like his ; for your father in the conflict with Cronos brought low that champion of warfare with towering limbs, that excellent son
g	81
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*Ινδόν άπίπρήνιξιν, όθ*ν γόνος όλλαχον Ι»eo»
*Ινδώ σός γινότης, ον δι μάριοο Αηρνώήι γίνεο μοι κ·αι "Αρηι πανιίκιλος, όττι *r<u αντος τηλίκον ιπρήνιξ* Οιημάχον ιΊόν * Κ^ιθντκ, φριχτόν άποτττνοιτα δι*σιιόόος ῶν ΓΛωνικ, ος* λάχι διπλόον εΓόος- όμόζνγον, οΌοθ· λόχμης μητρωης δονόιον ίλικιόδια κνκλον ακά*όληςτ τον Κρόνος άττλιτον ιϊχι καταιχμάζοντα κιραιΛ·ον, "Αρια σνρίζοιτα τοδών όφιιοΦίί ταρΟΦ, όππότι κοι>φίζΐυν ταλάμας ντ*ρ άντχτγα μαζοΰ*
Ζ τ7»'ί τι ιο πολόμιζιν, ι ν ηιρίτ) δι κ*λ*ι0€ρ στοιχάδας νφιλόφψ it φόλας ϊστηα* κ αρτρ·ο», και σκολιαΐς όρνιθας ιτιτλαγχθίντας 40*ιραις ττολλάκι σνμμάρφας ττολνχανόίι δαίνιηο λαιμψ τούτον άριστινοιτα τι ος κτάιι σνγγοτος Άρης "Αριος ον καλόιυ αι χιριίοιχχ· και γαρ ίρίζιπς ττάσι Αιός τικόισσιν, ιτι'ι φονίοι οιο Θνροψ τόσσον αριστεύεις, όσσον δορι μάρπιται 9Αρης, και τιλόιις, άτι Φοίβος, <χἐ#λια. Οτ]ροφό*χ>ν οἐ υιόν ιγώ Αιός άλλον όμώ ἔπν*σ<7α μιλάθρητ χθιζά γαρ €ΐς ι μοι· οίκον ιντττιρος ήλν0* 11<μσ<ῖς γείτονα Κωρυκίοιο διαυγία Κι*6ιόι· όάαας, ως συ, φίλος, και ιφασκιν ιττιόι-νμον ώκόι τ αρθώ άνδράσι ττάρ Κιλίκισσι νιόκτιτον ῶτη» χαραξαι* ἀλλ' ό μιν ηόρταζιν άῦτὴτοιο Μεδοὐττ?	J5&S
Γοργόνο? άκρα κάρηνα, σν δ* οΓι·οττα κάρτον άιίρςις,
:*Λ
290
1 MSS. and Ludwich μηρόν ι μαζσΰ H. J. Ιε, </. Χλϋ. 31$.
• The giant Irulos sct*rm to have brrn invent»! for the occasion. Greeks, especially in later time*, were very fmc with such stop-gap ancestors of |>copl« * ho*r history they did not know, as I talus king of the Italians IutUun and Hierosolymos leaders of the Jews, and «** forth. Fu 82
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of the soil, Indos, whence the Indians are sprung : your father fought Indos,® you fight Deriades. Show me yourself like Ares, for he also brought low such another, Echidna’s son, the gods’ enemy, spitting the horrible poison of hideous Echidna. He had two shapes together, and in the forest he shook the twisting coils of his mother’s spine. Cronos used this huge creature to confront the thunderbolt, hissing war with the snaky soles of his feet ; when he raised his hands above the circle of the breast and fought against your Zeus, and lifting his high head, covered it with masses of cloud in the paths of the sky. Then if the birds came wandering into his tangled hair, he often swept them together into his capacious throat for a dinner. This masterpiece your brother Ares killed ! I do not call you less than Ares ; for you could challenge all the sons of Zeus; since with your bloodstained thyrsus you are a masterpiece as much as Ares warring with his spear, and your exploits are equal to Phoibos.
289 “ Another destroyer of monsters, another son of Zeus I have entertained in my mansion. The other day Perseus came flying on wings to my house. He had lately left translucent Cydnos, the neighbour of Corycion, like you, my friend, and said he had marked out a newfounded city in Cilicia named after his own quick foot.6 He carried the head which had topped Gorgon Medusa whom no eye may see ; and you carry the winefriiit, that messenger of hearty
reason one of them, Corinthos son of Zeus, the founder of Corinth, won no favour except among his own people, and passed into a proverb for nonsensical tiresome talk.
b Perseus (for whom cf. note on viii. 100) was said to have founded Tarsos (or Tarsoi, to give the city its older name).
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άγγελον *υφροσιτῆς, βροτίης ἐπιληθον ar\rff‘
ΙΙερσεῖς κήτος ῖ7τ<φ»»ι Κρι^ραίαι rrapti πχηττψ, καί αν κατ(πρήνι£ας Ι'ρι^μυω»·
ATcii’C δἐ Αηριάόην, ἐκ tKTa.itς 'Ir&iv Opomjv 3UJ κήτίος α'ναλίοιο κακιάτι ptjv’ αχινμΜί’ην μιν ΙΙερσῶ-τ ’Λνόρομίόηι, ον bt pit ο μβιζοη t'LCjj πικρά βίαζομίι^ην ά.όί*ι«»· ιήο itipaoiv IiOuir 11 apOtvov aortpotaoav, όπιος titx χιΐιμor αηιφυ»
\'οργοφόνο) 11 οροήι και ' Ι»Όοφόΐχρ Λ to» ιοψ "12ς οιπόον π αλί ι χ» ρα ο ς tip iwmjat μιλαϋρψ αβρός άναξ, [Ιρομίον ζ· iiafaoxot * tiaaiojv ό« φΟογγομίνου βασιΛἡος ιτ·ρπ<το κ1iropt μν&ψ θυρσομαιὐτ Αιόννους, ίβ*ικχ<ν4)η at κν&οιμψ ονασι tUXynfitioun μοθον πατρούον axovu/r*	310
καί Κρονίόι/ν vtίκ€aut, καί ή(*<λ· μ*ιζοιη nxtjy taooptinrjι* τριτάτην, όιόνμην ptra φι/λοϊτιν Ίνόΰτν, ζήλον €χουν ΚρονΓόαο ΦίρΐσπονΛον bi καλΑαοας, ουρανίου κήρνκος άπόαπορον, <Γα«Αοι· avptut,
Ιφθιμης σοφόν via, φίλuj προοπτόζατο μνθιρ'
12	τόκος Κρμαιοι·ος, «μοι πκφολημόΐΊ *ήρν£, τούτο μολουν ayyttAον άγιμ-αρι Λ»;ρ*αόήΐ’
Koipavt, νόσφι μαχΐ)ς ή όίχννοο όώρα \«<ηον,
7] Β ρο μ ίου πολόμιζί καί tact αι Ιθος 'Ι )pointμ' hint ■ και ώκυπόόιλος
α πο χθονός ίΐς χΰόιχι βαΐιχυν 1Λ» Ηωτ^ν επί πίζαν άταρπιτόν ῆ»χ*ο< κήρν£, σκήπτρον εχων γίΐίτήρος- ο bt χρυσίων ἐπ ι όιφρων βότρυν ἀερτάζω»' φρίνοτιρπόα καρπόν όπώρης ποσσι πολνγνάμπτοισιν απ' άστ€ος aorta βαίιχνν
β The λ irgin of the Stars Is thr ronstrlUtion Virsfo, .imU* fied (for instance by Aratos, I'h.wn. 96 ff.) »ith JuOior.
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good cheer, the oblivion of mortal sorrow. Perseus killed the sea-monster beside the Erythraian Sea, and you have brought low the race of Erythraian Indians. Slay Deriades as you slew Orontes the Indian, one worse than the sea-monster. Perseus saved Andromeda in her affliction, do you save by a greater victory the Virgin of the Stars,0 bitterly oppressed at the nod of wicked Indians, that I may offer one triumphal feast for Gorgonslayer Perseus and Indianslayer Dionysos.”
306 Having spoken thus, Bromios’s host the luxurious king went back to his palace; and Dionysos thyrsus-mad was delighted to hear the spurring words of the royal voice. His ears bewitched with hearing of his father’s battle, he was \vild for a fight, he vied with Zeus, and wished for a third and greater future victory after the double defeat of the Indians, to rival Cronides. He summoned Pherespondos,b one swift like the wind, the offspring of the heavenly herald, the clever son of Iphthime, and greeted him with friendly words :
316	“ Son of Hermaon, herald that I love, go take this message to proud Deriades : ‘ Prince, accept the gifts of Lyaios without war, or fight against Bromios and you shall be like Orontes ! ’ ”
320 So he spoke, and the herald on swift shoes holding his father’s rod travelled from land to land, until he made his way to the Eastern country. On a golden car, carrying the fruit of the vintage, the heartgladdening grape, he passed from city to city
Dionysos is to rescue her by overthrowing an unjust and violent people. The parallel is forced, but eased a little by the fact that Andromeda too is a constellation.
b One of the Satyrs, Bringlibation, cf. xiv. 112.
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Ασσνρίην χθόνα πάσαν ίής *πλιμ3ιν υττιορης, ίϋ άγρονόμοις optyutv σταφυλήκόμαν αιὅΗ αλοτής.
*0όςα με»* άιτοΑικοΓο τταρ*ι rrrcμοι* α*ῦοττι>ς Κι·ρον φοιταλόιυ 'Lvpov οΓ·Λας tpt'rpttv οιιχπτι λ\φρ<ρ, τάφρη he και ~τηφνλψ μ ορος *χραβν’
«V μ*λάθρ<ι»
όμάης άνιρρηζαιπυ κατά <ττ»ρ»τ>*ο ^ιτιΐ»»η,	130
άμφίπολοι δ’ αΛάλαςο»" »φοι»ῶαο»*το 0« μαζο« τυπτόμενοι παλάμησι πολνθριρΊον ht ywaixwv πίνθαλάοις 6νν\ισαι ^αρ*ι<7σ·το aia.Vi TTpoou/ftov ’( )φί ό* Λἡ ΤΓίίΑιΐΌ/κτον t ρισταφίλιον 4 ττι Αιόρω? νοστιμιάς AioriOos* «Οι·οα το Βοτρ·ι·ος auAijv,	US
μιήστιν ῖχιυι 1*ταφυΛο«ο φιΛοατοργοιο τραπιζης* και 11 Λῶν άκ άνόησ« «"απ^ίοωιτι ττροαωπψ, πότμον coO Ι^ταφι·λοιο σ·*£ή μαχπ·ισατο σιγῇ αυτόματος· καλ* σαν* λ ί M/thj»· <(·ίρ* το μν&ψ·
ΙΊιπά, γνναι, τί rrαθονσα τ*ην ήλλαξαο μορφήν; 140 ανχμηρην όρόιο at, και άίττράτττονσαν άασας τις Τ€ον <<τβ<σι κάλλος άΟόσ&ιτον, ονκάτι ττάριπνις άμφντον οινιοττησι παρηίαι πορφνρ4θν ττνρ. και σύ, γάρον, μἡ κρνπτι,
;τό(?<Γ 7άΟ< όάκρινι χ<ν4ις; τις ταμα·, tvpir/tvtu, τι ον π ιάγαση κομήτην; >43 τί? πολιην ήσχννι; τις ΐσχισι atlo ^iriLra; κ·αι συ, φιλακρητοιο λ\άθης βλάστημα τικονσης, τάκνον άμου Σταφυλοιο,
ττό^ίΐ’ λάχ<ς άτριχα κ άρσην; τις φθόνος ήμάλόννε τεἡ»· ί,\ι*οΚ><α χαίτην; ον πλόκαμοι προχνθαπ<ς err αργι·φ/αη’ αίθιν ι η ματ* Ϊώ0 αττΛ€Κ€€ς Γνριοιο μάρον πόμποικτιν άιημήν, ούκ€τι βακχίυθίίπος αφ' νμιτίροιο καρήχΌυ μαρμαρυγήν pohoeaaav oiarevovoi παρδίαι.
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with devious feet, and filled all the Assyrian land with his fruit, as he offered to the countrymen the grapegrowing flower of the vineyard.
327	While in his gadabout winechariot he traversed the Syrian soil by the wing of Euros in the glowing east, death laid a hand on Staphylos. In the palace the servants tore the garments on their bodies, the attendants cried out in lamentation ; breasts were beaten and reddened, the round cheeks of mourning women were torn with their nails as they sang the dirge.
334 It was late when Dionysos in his vinedecked car returned to Botrys’s palace, remembering the amiable entertainment of Staphylos. Noticing the downcast looks of Pithos, he divined untold the fate of his friend Staphylos, proclaimed by the eloquent silence, and he called Methe and asked :
340	“ Tell me, my lady, what trouble has changed your looks ? I see you disordered, and I left you radiant. Who has quenched your unspeakable beauty ? You show no longer the natural crimson glow on those cheeks once ruddy as Mine ! And you, ancient sir, hide not why you shed tears. Who has cut the flowing mass of your broad beard ? Who has deranged that Λνΐήΐβ hair ? Who rent your garments ? And you, son of Staphylos my friend, offspring of Methe your mother so fond of Mine, why are your temples bare of the hair ? What envious hand tore the curly locks ? Your tresses no longer fall free over your shoulders, glossy like silver, breathing Tyrian frankincense, you no longer hold revel, your cheeks no longer emit a rosy sheen from your face.
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πως φορίας τάό( π/ττλα	ρνποωντα *o**ij;
77ῇ μοι (βΐ) Ι ν ρ ή] ς βααιληια ττ·πλα tkiXaaOJjt, ΪΑ5 ονκίτι γινωσκω at μαραινoptixno τρ**οutvov 7τη Σ,τάφνλος ακηπτυνχος άτὴλι·^ο·, οφρα »οὰρ, είπἐ, rcm· γ* vt πήρα τίς ηρπασ**' ικ μιο*’ ωρτρτ; γίΓΐύσΑίο σ «b ττημα, kch «ι χριπτηι*· μ<*ιαι»ιις φωΐΊ}ς νμ(Τ€ρης ον ό*ι·ομαι· αιπόματν* γαρ	3βο
σιγαΛἐοι’ σία ττό^ος άτταγγ/λΛοι·σιν <»τ?α/παί* γινωσκω σἐο ττημα, και ti ΑρίΉτον δάκ·ρυα σἀ? οθι/ι·ας /ιαι*τ*ι*τα4, αί·τ-αλοΗ 3ἐ πότμον (μον Ι·ταφι·Αοιο τ to Ι βοόωσι χιτΰηις. ἐλπίδα δ’ ημ€Τ<ρην φΟό\Ός ήρπασι* αποάμην γαρ )ω ’Ιυδαὸν' /κτἀ hrjpiv άμα. Lraφι λ<«. βασίλη* χ*ραι»' αίρταζίΐι- θαΧτιμηπόΧον *σπ<ρ*ον πνρ,
Μότρνος άγχιμάχοιο τ» Α* ιομ0Ό>ι· νμίναίων
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Why do you wear these robes soiled with streaks of dust ? Why do I not see your royal robes of Tyrian purple ? I no longer know you with this desolated countenance. Where has Prince Staphylos gone, pray let me know ? Speak ! who has robbed you of your father even for an hour ? I understand your trouble, even if you try to hide it. I need no words from you, for your looks alone silently proclaim your mourning. I understand your trouble, even if you try to hide it. The tears reveal your pains, your disordered dress cries aloud the fate of Staphylos my friend. Envy has robbed me of my hope ; for I did think that after the Indian War I should lift the evening torches in my hands, in company of King Staphylos, to wait on the consummated wedding of Botrys the comrade of my battles ! **
89
ΛΙΟΝ V^IAKllN ΚΝΝΚΛΚ ΜΛΚΚ \ΤΟΝ
Ειτεαχαιδεκέτω ^ταὸι·Λον τα pi τνμβον ἐγε»|Χ« Βάκχο? «ττι κρητηρι #ικύό<» 7<ρτηχ»
"Ω? φαμιι·ου βαρύ κ < ιτ ρον ἐκαη* »·*θΓ<νῦ«» &νμψ κούρος αφωιηγτιρ αφρψ/ίσοατο ^ctAfa <τι/ῆ, δάκρυσι»· αϊτοχντοις ιικιομ·ιχκ' οΦ< μτρτηρ οίκτρον ϊτος κ(ΐ7(λ«ζ<	χαιρονοη Λι·αὲν*
'Ύμιτϊρης άγρντίΌΐ· amττιι τ ή ρα £τ>ρ«»ὐτ,	Δ
σοι' ^Ιτάφνλον, Αιογιμ;* , κατ* ιιασι χάλκίος iViof, σοι* ΧτάφυΛον, Λ<ό»·ρο« , X<ifxunA<f ηρττησχχγ οι ρα* δισσό»’ ἐμ ο ι βαρύ τᾶ·^ος· ί-/^/κι»ι·· αμττ<λ&€ις μιν Βάκχος c/X€ τρολίλοιτ*,
τόσις h ϊμος <μττ€σ< ιηνσψ· και ξυι·ην μιθίττισκον ἐπ* (ΐμφοτϊροιοιι· ἀιτὴν, |ο και Στ αφύλω θι τ^ακοιτι και ο ϊ τταριόιτι Λι·αὰρ. αλλά Τ€ης, φίλε Βάκ-χε, ττολνρραΟάμιγγος οτι>*ρτμ hos μοι σεῖο κὑπελλου οΗττλίο»·, όφρα τποι·σα €ννησω βαρύ ττίνθος ατπι·Οτρπο σϊθ<ι· οΐιχυ. ϊλπις (μοι, Λιάνυσε φιλί Vit, μονικη- ότ7ιύρηι·,	|$
μουνον ΐδω κρητηρα, και ονκϊτι όάκρνα UiSut.
*Ως φαμϊιτ)ν ἐλἐαιρε, κ€ρασσάμαχ>ς δι «r?(jUw ικμάδα λυσιμίριμνον άλίξικάκου ττόριν οιι·ου 90
BOOK XIX
In the nineteenth, Bacchos sets up a delightful contest over the fragrant bowl about the tomb of Staphylos.
He spoke ; and the lad sealed his lips with unvoiced silence, his mind heavy with the pangs of new mourning, and gave way to a helpless flow of tears. At last Methe his mother spoke a piteous word of greeting to Lyaios :
5 “ Staphylos your friend, Dionysos, the sleepless watcher of your dances, has sunk in the brazen sleep ° : Staphylos your friend, Dionysos, Charon’s winds have carried away. A double burden of sorrow fell on me : Bacchos of the vine deserted me, my husband fell into sickness, and I cherished one common pain for both, Staphylos dying and Lyaios far away. But give me, dear Bacchos, give me your cup full of your bubbling vintage ; that I may drink, and lull my heavy sorrow with your sornrvvconsoling wine ! O Dionysos, my only hope, with your jubilant cry ! Let me only see the vintage, let me see the bowl, and I shed tears no more ! ”
17	He heard her words with pity ; he mixed, and in a cup gave the young man and the downcast
a An epic phrase for death. It seems to be a metaphor from fetters, the sleep which will not let go.
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N()NN( >S
παιδί ι ’(ίο και μητρι κατηφόΐ' και mo* άμφοΜ Ttptjnvooj ραΟάμιγγι fitXippvruv ίτγκον απιορης	ϊ®
και στοναχί]ν πριμ'ν* Μtthj και ΙΙοτρυ·ς ανιην και τινα μύθον tum yaa-rj Οίλ£ιφροιι ΙΙι·^ιμ “ τ 11Λί?€ς tfioi, φίΛ« ΠάΑ^«, φίΑο*· φάος
ον κ ιτ' άηη,
ονκίτι πένθος ι χ* ι fit Λιιοιαοοιο φοινικτος ήΧΑ*ς tfioi, φίλι BaV^f, φίλοι φάος ίμντέρψ yap 2S haKpvov έπρέμαο. πατά> παιιγινος tmw, ου πόσιν, ου π art ρος στιναχα* μορον,
αλλά «αι arrow
Βότρυος, ήν έθέλης, χοσφίσαομαι άμφοηρο* ’rap Βάκχον έχιυ ytvtT-rjpa και νιέα	παρακοιτην.
έσπομαι, ήν έθέλης fit, και ος rco»# of*·» iVavw 30 €ΐην Βaooapihtaaiv όμόστολος- ἡ*· ό* έθςλἡνῃτ, κουφίζιο σέο θνραα και ifit potoaav οπιόρηψ,
XttXtai S' ijfitTέροις έπιλήνιον αυλόν iptiaut χι}ρην μη fit λιτὴ ν*, μη όιπλinn άλγος titfu* και φθιμένου \ταφνλοιο και οιχομιιον Λιο*νσον. 15 Βότρυν ίχίΐς θίρ<ίποντα- λιλαιίκέσθιο Si χορςίας και τίλίτας καί Οναθλα
καί, ήν έθέλης, μόθον Ιιθῶ* καί μιν ίδιο ytXoojvra φιλακρήτω παρα Χηιτρ ποσσΐ π(ριθλίβοι*τα Τίής α»όι»*ας όπιΰρης γηραλέου hi 11ί#ου fiipio'jaKto, μη μιν έασης	40
σης τελετῆ? ahihaKTov η άμμορον ήλιος οίνον. '
"Ω? φαμέιην θάρσιη-t Χ\έθην γκλόιυιπι προσιόπω Βάκχο? άναζ κ*αΐ τοια φιλακρήτιυ φατο νύμφη)’
** ΤΙ γυναι, ayXaohwpt fitTn χρυσήν * Αφροδίτη*’, €νφροσυνης hcoTtipa . . .
Τίρφίμβροτί μήτιρ ' ΥΙρώτινν, «Α €ΐλαπίνης φανοντι σιη^ιλαπίναζί Α ναίω ·
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mother that winejuice which resolves all cares and drives away all trouble. Both drank the honey-flowing stuff of the vintage with its mindsolacing drops. Methe and Botrys quieted their groaning pain; and then the woman spoke to Bacchos the heart-enchanter :
23	“ You have come to me, dear Bacchos, as a great light ! Grief holds me no more, pain no more, now Dionysos has appeared ! You have come to me, dear Bacchos", as a great light ; for by your potion of healing wine I have quieted my tears. I mourn no more for husband, no more for a father’s death, even Botrys I will give up if it be your pleasure ; for I have Bacchos as father and son both, aye and husband. I will go with you even to your house, if it be your pleasure. I would join the company of Bassarids. If it be your will, I will lift your sacred gear and your lovely fruit, I Mill press my lips to the hoboy of the winepress. Leave me not a widow, that I may not cherish a double grief, my husband perished and Dionysos gone ! You have Botrys for a servant. Let him learn the dances, the sacred rites and sacred things, and if you please, the Indian War ; let me see him laughing in the inebriated winepress treading hard on the offspring of your vintage ! Remember old Pithos, and leave him not untaught of your rites or without a share of your delicious wine.”
42 She spoke ; Lord Bacchos encouraged Methe with laughing face, and thus he said to the wineloving queen :
44 “ My lady, giver of glorious gifts second only to golden Aphrodite, bestower of hearty good cheer, . . . the joy of man and the mother of love, sit at the feast beside Lyaios as he touches the feast!
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€οσο Atwi'vouj στεφαπ/φὼχκ. ιός 'λφροΑ·ττ^, άνθίσι fiirpwOtton κη Ι ι ι'όΑλ* σοι κορνμβοις στέμματα σ ιον πλοκάμων π \<σιι ^Α*μοια ]Ν*<*ῃν οίνοχόον τιλέσω α< μι τ η χρίΌοΟροικ* "ΙΙβη·'’*	ω
tootαι ά/ιττ#Λο»»π« ί/ΐΊ-αιτί ΛΛοι·οα \ι«ι«<μ Βακ·χειιυ»’ όμόφκητος νττοόρψτη ιρα α»**?«ΑΑμ·». καί at Μ έΟην καλέ ou ιό ι καροι	p^iptiporTor οόνιι
Βάτρυν έμης καλέσιο Χαθικτ^α Knprtor καί σταφυλἡν 4*ρι'&/7pin- άττό Ι·ταφιῖνκο «αΑέοοω W Tjptpihwv οίόινα και άμττι\ι«σσην έέρσην. ovht Χ\έΟης αττάνινΟι όιηηγσομαι ιιλητηιπζιιν. ουδἐ Μ<^τμ' άπάνι ιΌι % ιγχά ποτι κΰ*μον c\«»put "ili ι ιτιών \τ<ι4*άλΐΗο μ*^ι*τφ<ιΛ/ος πηρ*ι τ£μ£*ρ ΐ’ηττίνθης ΛιόυΐΌος άττιιΨια &ηκ<ν αγέόΐΌ"	ω
κ αι τράγον (νττιύγωνα καί άρο «ι·ο ravpor έρίΌσας διττλόα θηκ(ΐ· άιΟλα, καί ιι^ψμιγγας «μ.(«ι»
ΙΙιερικΊτμ <κ·ίλισσιΐ αμιλλητηριις αικΟής* διπλόα Οήκ(ν άιΟλα, καί άθλητηρας 4ττιιγ%*ττ ι S μονά ς tVKt Χαόοιο Χυρης μιιλιξα το μι 'Qtp'	βΛ
Αττικόν ινθάόι κιομον έγιίρομ<ν
άθλοφορψ γηρ
ανέρι νίκησαιτι Χιττόχροα ταύροι oTratnrw, αυδρι δε νικηθέιτι baavv τράγ ι» ἐγγτ«αΑί£αι
Ιῖς φαμένου Μρομίοιο λυρόκτιστος	ανηρ.
Βιστοι·ι^ς· Οιαγρος άΟαλττέος αστός αρονρης,	70
7τληκτρον έχιον 4>όρμιγγι τταρηορον ανταρ έττ* αντψ Ατθι&ος νμνοττολου ικέτης ιι όρονα ι 'ῖμ^ὅα·ς. άμφιο δ* ει? μέσον ηΧΘον άιθλητηρις άγῶιτνς
• Hebe MTvtti the ruvtar in ()lyiu|«rt Iriorr liintoinif
came in.
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Be garlandbearer for Dionysos, even as Aphrodite, girdled with flowers and luxuriant clusters. The chaplets upon your hair shall make Victory jealous ! I will make you pourer of wine, next after Hebe a goldenthrone. You shall rise a satellite star for Lyaios of the vine, ever by his side to serve the Bacchanal cups, and mans joy, the surfeit of Mine, shall bear your name, Methe. I will give the name of Botrys to the careconsoling fruit of my vintage, and I will call after Staphylos the carryberry bunch of grapes, which is the offspring of the gardenvines full of juicy liquor. Without Methe I shall never be able to feast, without Methe I will never rouse the merry revels.”
59 Such were his words. Then beside the tomb of reeling Staphylos, Dionysos the foe of mourning held a contest where no mourning was. He brought out a bearded goat and a vigorous bull and set them both as prizes, calling to the contest combatants well able to touch the harp in Pierian music ; he set them both as prizes, and stirred up these athletes well acquainted with the melodious lute by making a courteous speech :
66 “ Here we begin an Attic b revel. I will give the glossy bull to the man who wins the victory, and the shaggy goat I will give to the loser.”
69 When Bromios had spoken, up sprang a harper, Oiagros, a man of the cold Bistonian land,c with the quill hanging to his harp. Hard upon him leapt up Erechtheus, a citizen of Attica the friend of music. Both moved into the midst of the assembly, com-
b Because at Athens (ages later) the bull was the traditional prize for the best dithyrambic chorus, the goat for the best tragedy.
c Part of Thrace.
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φορμιγγών ίλατηρις’ ίμιτράπτηντο d« χαίτην δαφναίοις π(τάΛοισιν αι t ζιυιΛΛηπο 04 mrrXovt 74 άρχόμίΐ'οι δ’ (λίλιζοι όθημονι &άΑΤχ·λα παλμψ ίκταόίης θλίβοιπχς άμοιβαίη* ^ττι^·α κνρης άκρα πιρισφιγ/οιπ* ς, όπως μητ όρθιος ιιη, μη 7ΤθΤ€ OrjXvi'dt παρ* ιμ« ιος αροινα μαΧττην
Καί π ρ<>τ<ρος κλήρα to τνχιον τ*χ%π/μον% ρνθμα» ΑΟ Κίκροπιης ν*ι<της κιΟάρην /Α/Λι(«ν 'l· ριχθιι·ς, μίλπων πάτριον ι·μι·αν, <*τι ζαθίαις 4ν Αθτρκχις και Κ (At ος ξιίνιαα* βίαν παμμήτορα Αηut Ύριπτολίμω συν παιόι *α* άρχαιη Μ* ταιΐιρη, καί σφιοι καρπόν όπασο/ν, οτ* ^οιὐτ οίίλαπα νίφωτ ^5 Τριπτάλεμος· οττόραν tip* φ*ρ*σταχνων ὐτι όνφρων, και Κελίοΰ φθιμιιαιο vtahpyjrip παρά rx-μβψ όμμασιν ακλαάτοισι θαλναιας *<ττ*ιχ Α»/**», άλλά παρη^Όρόοναα παλαι 0«λξιφρανι μνθψ [ριπτυλόμου βαρν πόιθας άπίσβ*θ4
και Miraitip^t 90 οντω και Λιοιίόο» ίω ξ*ίνιαα< μίλάθρι»
Ασσυριών σκτ^πτονχας άιαξ ό< ο» ά*-τι τρα*τ«{ηΐ ωττασευ Κύια 8ιυρ<ι καί αμπιλχχοσαν οπωρην, και 1,ταφνλον φθιμόνοιο, φιΧακριρτον βαοιΑηος, νιεα \io~pvv σπανοί φιλοθρηιχπο μιριμνης, και κιινρης άλόχοιο Μόθης <ννησ*ν αι-ίην."
Τοῖα σοφος φορμιζ( λνροκτΰπης· άμφί 5ἐ ρνθμίμ παντ€ζ ομου $ελγ’οιτο· συν ιιθι·ραω hi \ι*αΖαι άρμενου ιμιροφωνον ιθαμβιοι ’ \τθιΛα μολπήν.
ΔείλΤ(ρος αιολον νμνον άναξ ( άαγρος {•φαύκον, ΙΟΟ ως γ€ν€της Όρφήος, όμόστιος ηθάόι Mowiy,
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peting as drivers of the harp. They had entwined leaves of laurel in their hair, and girt up their robes.
76	With wonted nimbleness, they began to twangle away, running their fingers over the tensed strings and plucking each in turn, then tightening the pegs at the end, to make sure that the pitch was not too high, and yet that it should not go flat and turn womanish the manly tune.
80 First the lot fell to Erechtheus of Cecropia® ; he twangled his harp, with a master’s touch, for a song of his own country, and this is what he sang :
82	How in divine Athens Celeos entertained Deo the mother of all life, with Triptolemos his son and ancient Metaneira. Then how Deo gave them the corn, when Triptolemos found out how to scatter showers of seed from his chariot laden with ears all over the furrowed soil. And when Celeos died, how harvesthome Deo lamented beside the newbuilt sepulchre with unweeping eyes, and consoling them again with heartenchanting words, quenched the heavy grief of Triptolemos and Metaneira. Even so the sceptred king of Assyria had entertained Dionysos in his palace, and the Lord had requited the table with his Euian gifts and the fruitage of the vine ; then after Staphylos died, that tippling king, he took away the gloomy care of Botrys his son and soothed the sorrow of Methe his mourning wife.
97	Such was the lay of the harper poet, and all were alike enchanted with the music ; they and the god with the thyrsus admired the Attic song with the lovely tones of the fit setting.
100 Second, my lord Oiagros wove a winding lay, as the father of Orpheus who has the Muse his boon-
a Athens.
H
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NONNOS
δίστιχοι' άρμοιίην άιιβάΧΧιτο Φοιβάδ* μολπή, πανροιπης, λιγνμνθος, ’ \μνκλαιιρ τινι Θκσμψ'
“ Ε,ύχαίττμ' * Γῶαι·&η* ακςιvyprpjtv Απολλα**·, καί Στ άφυλοι’ ΑιόιΐΌος α«ι (ώοιτα TtXiooti- ^ Ου πο» κώμος ιληγιν, ἐπ# φυ<πὸαντο 3ἐ λβοΐ ινφήμοις ίττίιασιν ο/ιογλ<ίκ7σα>ι’ ά?το λαιμών, και ΪΙάτνροι αμαρά^ησαν άολλίις ι* δ< Θοώκον άστατος άλλ*το Βάκχος, ά»τυ καί iiipth τιvdoautv διζιτιρήν, καί 1 Ιστρι>\ άι/δράμι ν, nVidi φαΛ·ῆ	ΙΜ
άρμοΐ'ίτμ* (ΐ'ρνΟμοι uowSorro.Voio γιραιρα*ν Oιάγρου δι κάρηνον άια£ Λττ/φατο *α<7σ«ν, και γιι/ττμ ’( Ιρφήος /ηρρ/γ?σ*ον χΟονα ταροψ άσμινος άζιγ*ι ταί·μοι ίδ/ζατο μιαῦο·' αοὡῆτ*
(ῆὑμ δἐ /α»' (ττοιχηδτ» < τπσκιρτηοαν *®α»ρο*	·Ι!
καί τράγοι· * vpiy/i * ιοι, άχον *<ΐ4 %ηλοι a/^iuv, αίδομ/ιτιις τταλάμησι»· ompixjo· άστός 'Αλήτης Κύχαίτης δ’ ΊόβΜΛ^ον, αφ«40«ι	«πμ^ωι,
ά£ια θήκ€ΐ· ά( Ολα χοροττλι κ/ος ττι ρ* νίκης, yrjpaXtov κρητΐ)ρ*ι Οιπί*δ<ος ίγχίΌΤ oltxw,	19
χρυσίου, άσττιτα μίτρα ** χηι·δ** τ η, Λιφάδι γαῖς ικμάδα τιτρη/ττ)ρ<η· άιαβλνζοιτη Λι·αίον,
Ηφαιστου σοφό»· ιργοι- ’< >Λι'μττιο*·, ον rare Κὐτ/Mr ώπασε βοτρνοιιτι KaaiyaTjTio Αιοι·νοο»' μ€ΐοια δι κρτγτηρα μίσιυ τταρ/Οηχιν αγώίΛ	IS
αργνριον, στίλβοιτα, ττ*ρίτροχον, ον rare δώκεν ιη*α£ *Λλι/βτ^ ξιινίμον οι*ία lauur, αφνινην τταρα ττιζαν, ο7ττ) χθονιοιο ρι τ άλλον αργνρ€θΐς αγκώσι μιλάς λινκαικτο κιυθμών,*
1 Λ^υκαίνΓΓθ mss., λ<ι·*αιΥ*τα* Hrrnuinn.
* ay*ctZv ms*, npcatoti from <ίγ·ιΙ<η.	I u«lw**h: per
haps κΐυθμών.
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companion. Only a couple of verses he sang, a ditty of Phoibos, clearspoken in few words after some Amyclaian style a :
Apollo brought to life again his longhair’d Hyacinthos:
Staphylos will be made to live for aye by Dionysos.
106 Before the ceremonial was well ended, the people broke out into loud acclamations of propitious words with one voice and one tongue, and all the Satyrs roared. Bacchos leapt from his seat in haste, waving his right hand up and down ; Botrys ran up, crying Euoi and applauding the musical harmonies of the harper. The Lord crowned Oiagros’s head with ivy, and the father of Orpheus stamped his foot on the ground, as he accepted with joy the untamed bull, the prize of the singing, while his companions danced round him in a row. The man of Athens carried off the bearded goat with shamed hands, full of sorrow and envy.
118 Now Iobacchos with flowing hair brought out worthy prizes in his generous hand, offered for victory in the woven dance : a mixer teeming with old fragrant wine, a golden bowl which held infinite measures, spilling on the thirsty earth Lyaios’s juice of four years old. This was an Olympian λυόγ1£ of Hephaistos the great master, which Cypris once gave to her brother Dionysos of the vine. A lesser bowl also he set before the assembly, solid silver, shining and round, which Bacchos had once received as a guestgift from the king of Alybe b ; who lived in the rich country where the black hole of the mines in the earth was whitened with silver nooks. Round the
α Spartan brevity. For Hyacinthos of Amyclai, see on x. 255.
6	See note on xi. 36.
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τον τrcpl χ€ΐλ(ος άκρον err ομφαλικχτχ καρηχ·ψ9 Ι JO κισσός *λι£, χρυσίιο δι ~*Ρ*\ 6αιδ*ίλ\<το κ^σρν' τοί/τον άγιοί’ ιστηαι βχΟιαομ*χ\ρ ληνόν €τι ττνιίοχπα ν<ώτ*ρον σγκον οττινρης, γλινκος, άΐ'νμφκιηΌΐο μ«0ης ποτοχ- ου ι«μ«οιν Υ**Ρ άνόρα νικηθίχτα πκί»· ά/ι/0ικττ<η *·ρσην.	Ii4
ΆΛΑ’ ore Βάκχος άιΟΧα μ*σκμ	α^ώ»ι,
ιΒμοι·ας όρχηθμοϊο καλόσσατο μάρτνρ* φσ*νη “ "Ος τι? ά<^λ<ι·ο«ί κνκλοι·μιχος ΐόμοχΛ ταρθΦ νικησας τροχαλοίο ττοόος κρισιν, οίκτος «Αtovut καί χρνσιοχ· κρητηρα και νβχι/πστου ^i*<7»r ouvu 140 ο? δἐ πἐστ} σφιιλιροΐο ττοόός ώδοχ'ημίχτχ άλχ«ν, ησσοιπ δ’ όρχΐ)α at το, καί ὐτσονα δώρα διχίσΗα» ον γάρ όγιο παχτκτσιι όμοαος ά0λο4>ορψ Οἐ άνόρι χ·ικησαντι χοροΐτνπον ά,βρόχ· άγιLro οι) τρίποδα στίλβοχτα κ π ι ον ταχι·ν Γπττον ό^αοοω, Ι4Δ οι) δόρυ και Oiopijna φοκυ Τ7« παλαγμόχον Ι»'Αῶι, δίσκο χ· ός ιθνκόλινΟοί’ άκοιτιστηρας όγιιρων' ονδι ποδιοκςήμ τ/ταται δρόμος, ον δορδς σ*χρη τηλίφόρον Σ,ταφνλαί δι, κατα^ιμιχο* βασίλη*, άνδρι φιλοσκάρθμιο, φιλοταΐγμοια ταρσό γεραίρω 120 οόδε παλαισμοσνιτ) γνιαλκιι δώρα nraiVu, ου δρόμος ίττττοσί’ΐιμ, υνκ "ΙίΛιΟος «.«η* ού δρόμος Οιιομάον γαμβρό* τοι ον ημιτίρη γαρ νύσσα χορος, βαλβΐόις ιττισκιρτήματα τάρσιον, χει ρ τροχαλη και σκαρΟμός ΐλιξ,
κ α ι χ·ινμα προσώπου	Ι S3
1 άμπ(λό<ΛΗ·ι Μ**., όμ6αλό*ντι Ι υ<Ν κ h. r* καρἡν·ω mss., Ι udu it h.	{>nr(c, Marcrlhi*.
Koechly.
• The poet has in mind Th<i»cntm ϊ. >9. If	can
mean the top of the brim it may stand, but thr %erlbr u 100
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edge of the lip, on the bossy brim, was ivy twining over bunches of grapes in fine patterns of gold all round.® This he brought and laid before them with deep belly still breathing the winepress, stuff of a younger vintage, must, a draught of unmated potation b; for who would grudge a defeated man to drink of dew that cannot inebriate ?
136 When Bacchos had laid his prizes before the company, he called out the masters of the dance with attesting voice :
138 “ Whoso shall contend circling with expert foot and win the match of nimble steps, let him take both the golden bowl and the delicious wine that fills it; but whoso staggers and totters on moving feet, and falls, and proves the worse dancer, let him accept the worse prize. For I am not like every one else. To the prizewinner who conquers in the dainty beating of the dance, I will give no shining tripod and no swift horse, no spear and corselet stained with blood of Indians ; I make no summons to marksmen for straight throwing with the quoit ; this is no race for speed of foot, no sharp spear cast at a distance. In honour of Staphylos, the dead king, a man who loved the dance, I celebrate the sportive steps he loved. I offer no prizes for wrestlers with straining muscles ; this is no race for horsemanship, no games of Elis,® this is no course of Oinomaos with death for his goodsons.d My turning-point is the dance, my starting-point the skipping feet, the beckoning hand, the pirouette, the nods and becks and glances
obviously careless just here. (There is no place for a “ knob ” on a mixer, and no mention of one either.) The bunches of grapes stand out in bosses, ὅμφαλοί, all around the rim.
b Without water.
c The Olympian Games.	d See note on xi. 271.
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άστατα κινυμόνοιο, και αυ&η(σσα auvrrrj δάκτυλα διΐ'ΐυουσα και όρχηστηρος onu/mjv.
Τοῖον £ΐτος φαμινον κιρόιις ^«ιΛιμός αιιστη, και τριγιρινν βαρνθοιπι Μαμα»»* * αιχτττ^λατο τα pout χρύσ£ον άστράπτοιπα μιγαν κρητηρα δοκινων, ISO ούχ οτι χρνσιος τ*μν νπΐρτι ρος, αλλ οτι μον%κ>ν £Ϊχ£ν όυρραΟάμιγγα παλαίτατοι■ όγκοι· u'pcrrjf άκρου χιίλιος άχρις- ι ριος δ* μιν ηδίος οίνου θήκ£ νίον, πολιὸν δι βιήαατο Βα*τχιός <*όμη και πόδας άμφιλόλιζιν ιης ττι ι put μι ιτ>ς αλκής, Ι&5 μη βαρύ γήρας ιπανοι λιλασμιιπ γιάα χαριίης, και φυχην ϊΐταφνλοιο γιριυν μιιλίξατο φωνή, νηφάλιοιf λααίιυ προχιιυν ίπος αν0«ριι2ηι’
Κί/ii Μάρα»ι·, (Tinrit Ολος α ττ» vihjrtHO Λ Wi/ου δακρυχόιιν ονκ οίδα · τί δάκρυσι και Διοννοψ; 170 κνκλα 7Τθδ<Ζι· ιμά διδρα τιιφψα σῷ παρά τνμβψ διξό μι μιιδιόαητα' Μαμα;»- ονκ οίός μιριμχας, ου γόοι· οΐδι Μαμα»»·, ον πιχ-θάδος όγκον άνίηςη Ιμιρόιις πιλι λάτρις άπινθήτου Λ«ο»τ«σου. ιλαθι σεῖο Μαμα»»·», καί 11 τ:it ς νδατα \ή&ης, ITS δό? χάριν, όφρα ττίοιμι παλαιγι νιος ^ι·σιν ‘άνου, Σ,€ΐληνός δἐ νόης πιίτα» νιον όγκον όπιορης. και Σ,ταφνλιυ μιτά πότμον, άτι ζιόοντι, χορινσω, οττι χορον προβιβουλα φιλοκνιοοιο τραπίζης· σοι, Ι-τάόςλε, ζώοιπι και ον πτιίοντι χορκικο ISO κώμον αν α κρούση· ιπιτνμβιον 11 μι δι Βάχχου, ου θεράπων Φοίβοιο, και ον μάθον αίλιία μςλπιιν, οΐα τταρά Κρήτ€σσιν άι·αξ ιλίγαινιν * Α πολλών δακρυχόων όρατιινόν Άτύμνιον ' ΗΑιῶνυ» δι
β Λ neat tum of the proverl· ovi«r wp6t ror .V# .wo*,
“ nothing to do with the cast."
* See note on xi. ISO.
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of the expressive face, speaking silence, which twirls the signalling fingers, and the dancer’s whole countenance.”
158	When he had ended his speech, up rose horned Seilenos, and antediluvian Maron got up on heavy foot, with his eyes on the great mixer of shining gold : not because the golden was the better, but because this alone contained the oldest vine and the finest stuff, filling it to the brim. His passion for this lovely wine made him young again, and the Bacchic aroma was too much for his gray hair. He twirled his feet round testing his strength, to see if heavy old age had made his limbs forget how to dance. The old man tried to appease the soul of Staphylos by the words that poured sober enough out of his shaggy beard :
169	“I am Maron, comrade of Lyaios who cannot mourn. I know not how to shed tears ; what have tears to do with Dionysos ?α Reels and jigs are the gifts I offer at your tomb. Accept me smiling : Maron knows no cares, Maron knows not groans, nor the burden of melancholy sorrow. He is the lovely lackey of Dionysos who cannot mourn. Be gracious to your Maron, even if you have drunk the water of Lethe ! Grant me this boon, that I may drink that store of old wine, and let Seilenos drink the new stuff of a new vintage !
178	“ I will dance for Staphylos after death, as if he were living, for I rate the dance above the steamloving table. For you I dance, Staphylos, both living and not breathing, and strike up a funeral revel. I am a servant of Bacchos, not of Phoibos, and I never learnt to sing dirges, such as Lord Apollo sang in Crete shedding tears for Atymnios b the beloved. I am a
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ξέΐνος (για γ(νόμην, άλλότριος HptOaitno	IW
€ΐμί, νόθος Φαόθοντος όλιυλότος ηνιοχηος' ον Σ,ττάρτης ναύτης, ον πύι-θιμον άι4)ος atipto σ(ίιον άβρα νίτΐ)\α φίλο κλαιτ ιον i»aK:uOojv. σήμερον, ει* * MtVim τταρημ* ι ν? Ιση δικάζεις, εΓτε και άνθ(μό(σσαν ΐχιις ’ Ι'αδαμάιΌνος ανλήν, IW Ήλυσιου λειμών ος ι ν άλσ<σιν αβρόν όίχίκον, κόκλνθι σείο Μάριονος· (γιο hi σοι άι·τι KWtXXiuv άσπόνδοις στομάτίσσιν (ρ<ιηχ>μαι ίμ4>ροι·α λοφψτ ΐλαθι σεῖο Μάριονι, όιόον δ( /u>* οό-οϊτα νίκην, νίκην πασιμόλονσαν ύγιο 04 σοι ίφ*όθι τνμβου	1Μ
στκίσιο (μ ιον χρνσιιον ττρωτάγρια καλά κιταύλλων άρχόμ(νος κρητηρος (μής μ(Τ όόθλια νίκης "ilv (ίπισν ιχόρ< vt Μαῖμυι* <\ικ(ο&41 ταρσψ, δ(ζιόν (Κ ΛαίοΓο μιτηλνδα τα/χτό» ιμ*ιΗ*υν, σιγήν ποικιλόμνθον άι·αι·Λ/ι χ**ρ* χαράσσιον-	JuQ
οφθαλμούς δ’ ἐλἐλ(ζ<Γ ηλημοχ·ας, ιίκόνα μνθιυν, ν(ύματι τίχχημντι inijpoin ρυθμόν ι·φαιιΙυν και κεφαλήν ύτίνασσ* και ῆΡ«Ar βόστρυχο 0(Uιν,
€ΐ μη γυμνά μύτιοττα λιττότριχος <ιχ* καρήνου. ονδ( μιν, οΐα γύριον Ι ιτηνιον αιμα κομίζιον,	ΓΟβ
(γραφ( φωιηίΐ’τι τίστιο 1 ιτιρίόα φυτλην, ον Κρόνον ίμ Φάιητη τταλαίτιρον, ονόΐ γαιθλην Ήελιου Ι ιτήνος όμόχροχον ηλικι κόσμοκ άλλα λιτποχ· ξνμτταχτα και άρχαίης ^ιίσιν νλης οινοχόον Κρονίδαο σοφή ποίκιλλ( σιιοττη	210
Ζ,ηνι δύπας ταιῬουτα και άθαχάτιον χορόν άλλιυν aUv (πασσντύροισιν (υφραιχ·οντα κυττύλλοις, η ζαθύην προχόοντα κατά κρητηρος ύύρσην
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• St-c note on η. 153.
* See note on ii. 1J»£, xi. 3i.
DIONYSIACA, XIX. 185-213
stranger to the Heliads.a I am alien to Eridanos,6 not connected with Phaethon the charioteer who perished; I am no burgher of Sparta, I wear not the mourning flowers or shake the dainty petals of the lamenting iris.c
189 “ To-day, if you sit by the side of Minos as an equal judge, or if you possess the flowery court of Rhadamanthys, and pick your dainty way in the groves and meadows of Elysium, listen to your Maron: instead of cups, without libation, I mouth out for you a drinkoffering full of sense. Be gracious to your Maron, and grant me a victory of Mine, the victory to be famous among all ! Then I will pour over your tomb the first spoils of my golden cups, the first lovely drops from the bowl after I win my prize for victory! ”
198 So saying, Maron danced with winding step, passing the changes right over left, and figuring a silent eloquence of hand inaudible. He moved his eyes about as a picture of the story, he wove a rhythm full of meaning with gestures full of art. He shook his head and would have tossed Ms hair, but hair he had none ; both head and face were bare. He did not what an old man of Titan blood might have done, show the Titan race in his speaking picture, not Cronos or Phanes d more primeval still, nor the breed of Titan Helios as old as the universe itself: no, he left all the confusion of that ancient stuff—he depicted with wordless art the cupbearer of Cronides offering the goblet to Zeus, or pouring the dew divine to fill up the bowl, and the other immortals in company ever enjoying cup after cup.
e i.e. I don’t know how to keep the (mournful) Hyacinthia. d See on ix. 141.
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NONNOS
ην hi ol άρμονίη γλυκερόν ποτον άλλη ttai Λύτην νέκταρ άρυομένην ιυρχτ'σατο παρθιχον \\βην· 216 €ΐς Σ·ατυρους δ* όρόων Ι'αννμήόιος έγραφχ μορφήν χζρσίν αφωιη^τοισι, και όππότ« hipxiro Ηά*χ<*ι. ΊΙβην χρυσυπέόιλον έχέφρονι	<7*νῦ>
Τοῖα Mtipojr έχάρασαι
πολύτροπα όάκτυλα -αΑλιυι, και ποΒός ινρύθμοιο σοφἡ»' αχΊαιιραο*ν ορμήν, ΣΪΟ άσταθέος Τ(λέσας πολυκαρπία μέτρα χαρ*ίης. ΐστατο he τρομέων, λιόοκημέιος όμματι λοξψ, τις τινα vt κήσ(κ, τις 11 ς ιον οίκον ·» ά*«Μ μίίζονα και πλι]0υ»*τα μέθης κρητήρα κομιζων.
^,ίίληνός δ’ έχόριυ€' πολνστρ^πτοιο λ* τέχνης 725 σύμβολα τ<χιημιπα κατέγρα4χ σιγαλέη χ*ίρ. και παλάμαις τάτε τοΐος έην τύπος, ἐκ ποτε πολλή υιέι Κνρήΐ'ης ῖμς ῖμττεσε και έλιονύαψ αμφι πότου, μάκαρος hi σνιπμον ον τότε πιτγμή, ου hpόμoς, ον τότε hίσκoς αέΟλια- παιλι hi Φοίβον 230 όργανα Κ(ϊτο κύπ(λλα μ<μηλιιτα και Sioi-νσψ και hlhvpoi κρητηρ^ς, ό μιν χρονίου χύσιν ος hi φέρων νέα δώρα φιλοπτόρθοιο μ«λιοσης· και Κ,ρον&ης έκάθητο hικaσπόλoς, άΗλοφόροις hi αβρός αγών τίτάνυστο μάλισταγέος rr«p* ιιπηί* 233 όργανα κ€Ϊτο κνπίλλα ·
και, ιός χρνσόπτ< ρος Ύ.ρμής, αυτός "Έ,ρως έρόίΐς έναγώνιος ιις μέσον έστη, χ^ιρΙ pifj και κισσόν έχων και θαλλόι έλαίης,
Βάκχω κίσσινον άνθος, *Αρισταίω hi προτ€ΐνων στέμμασι Πισαίοισα· έοικό τα θ άλλον ίλαίης,	240
Παλλἀδθ£ άγνόν άγαλμα, μίλικρήτω hi κνπέλλο»
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His poet’s theme was the sweet potion. Aye, he danced also the maiden Hebe herself drawing the nectar ; when he looked at the Satyrs, Mith voiceless hands he acted Ganymedes, or when he saw the Bacchant women, he showed them goldenshoe Hebe in a picture having sense without words.
219 So Maron sketched his designs in pantomime gestures, lifting rhythmic feet with the motions of an artist, as he trod the winding measures of his unresting dance. Then he stood still trembling, and watched with shifty eye who should beat whom, who would go home with the larger bowl full of wine.
225 Now Seilenos danced : his hand without speech traced the cues of his art in all their intricate mazes. This is what he acted with gesturing hands : how once a great quarrel arose between Cyrene’s sona and Dionysos over their cups, and the Blessed gathered together. There was no boxing, no running, no quoit in that contest: cups were the well-used tools ready for Phoibos’s son and Dionysos, and a couple of mix-ingbowls, one containing old Mine, one with the gift of the sprigloving bee all fresh. Cronides sat in the seat of j udgement. The competitors had before them a luscious match for a honey drop victory ; cups were the tools ; and like another Hermes b with golden wings, lovely Eros himself came forward to preside in the ring, holding in one hand both ivy and an olive-branch. He offered to Bacchos the flowering ivy, to Aristaios the olive-branch like the garlands of Pisa,c the holy ornament of Pallas.
α Aristaios : see v. 215, 292, xiii. 253. b Hermes presided at all contests. e The victor’s garland at Olympia.
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πρώτος Άρισταίος κ(ράσας ώδινα μ*\ι*ητης ωρεγεν άθανάτοισι σοφόν ποτο%\ άλλον irr άλλο» (νφραίναιν, και (νιιμι διπας στοιχηδόν <Λ«1<ΓΓῳ' τοῖσι μεν αρχομόνοισιν ινρραθάμιγγιχ αρστης	*15
οζντατος κόρος ισκιν, αρι·ομινχυν ό< κντηλλο»ν το τρίτον ηρνησαντο, και ονχ ιρφαντο τέταρτου, και μόλιτος μόμφαιπο ταχνν κόρον ὺςΙ/trOTOV hi άβροχίτιον λιόννσος από κρητήρος αφκτσοον κονφισ( δισσά κιπτιλλα και ώριγ« Λι^υγ» παλμό* £30 τό πρώτον \\povihrj, τό Λ« <S«rrrpo»· <Λίτα<τ«ν πατροκασιγνήτη τρίτατον διπας ινοσιγαιψ"
(£(ίης ό’ (Ι/ια rraat	υ ι s' και Αψι τοκήι
τ(ρπομόνοις ικόρασσι, κατιρφιάιοντι ό< μοντψ μαδιόων ότίταινι διπας ζηλημονι Φοίβψ	£35
οι δ( πολνσπιρίισσι »·όον Οιλ·γοντο κνπίλλοις, διψαλέοι δ* ῖτι μάλλον tit ι γιιχηπο πιοιτης, και πάλιν ητιον άλλο, και ον κόρος ίακι κνπίλλο/ν. άθάνατοι δ’ ολόλυζαν, ιπιτριψηιπυ Λ« li t* οίνάδος ήδνπότοιο ψιριιν πρισβψα >ιτῆν*	3βΟ
καί μίθνιυν άκίχητος "Κριός, όχιτηγι\ς άγώνος, κισσώ βοτρνόαπι κόμην ΐστιψι \ι*αιου.
Ι ο ντο σοφή παλάμη κιρόιις \ιιληι·ος νφαitxuv δ(ξιτ(ρι)ν μιν (πανσι, πολυσκάρΟμιο δι πιόίλψ €Κ χθονός ηώρητο και ηέρι πίμπιν όπο*πάς,	2Λ5
ττγι μεν επ’ αλλι^λοισιν άμόζι*γα ταρσό σι/νάτττιυν,
77ῇ δἐ διαζςνξας έτιραλκίι πάλλιτο τέχνη, άλλοτε 7τουλυἐλι*το5 νπίρ δαπίδοιο χορινιυν ορθός έπι πτίρναις (λικώδ(ϊ σιίιτο παλμώτ
• That is, in the mixing-howl. Hom y w ith vntrr *nd milk was familiar as an offering to the untirrworM .Intir-s. and 108
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241	First Aristaios made his mixture α with the travail of the bee, and offered the immortals his mingled honey in the cup, a potion cleverly compounded ; he passed the goblet to each in turn one after another, and made their hearts glad. But after a first taste of the bubbling liquid, surfeit came at once : a third cup was filled and declined, and they would not touch a fourth. They found fault with the honey for this quick surfeit. Then richly-clad Dionysos drew from his mixer, full of sweet drink, lifted two cups and offered one with each hand, the first to Cronides, the second to Hera, then a third goblet to Earthshaker his father’s brother. Then he mixed for the gods one and all with Father Zeus; they were all delighted, except disconsolate Phoibos alone, who was jealous, and the god smiled as he handed him the goblet. They enchanted their minds with cups in great abundance ; drinking made them thirstier than before, they asked again for more, and could not get enough. Then the immortals loudly cheered, and gave Bacchos the chief prize for his delicious potion of Mine. And Eros the ever-out-of-reach, the conductor of the game, drunken himself, crowned the hair of Lyaios with a vine-and-ivy garland.
263	So horned Seilenos wove his web with neat-handed skill, and his right hand ceased to move. Then fixing his gaze on the sky, he leapt into the air with bounding shoe. Now he clapt both feet together, then parted them, and went hopping from foot to foot ; now over the floor he twirled dancing round and round upright upon his heels and spun in a
this was called μζλίκρητον. Nonnos seems vaguely to have known that some kind of drink could be made of honey, but imagined that it was simply μςΧίκρητον, an ancient eau 8ucreet and seems never to have heard of mead.
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δεξιτεριυ δ’ άγναμπτος t πι στηρΐζψ το -npaut	ΠΟ
δάκτυλον άκρην (χιυν trtpnv π οδός, η yoiv *αμψα» συμφερταις παλαμηοιν ἡ ικτηδιηι πτνχη μηρώΐ' Σ,ειληνός βαρι^·οννος,	rολο* tpOan ορμήν*
και πόδα Λάιόν ά«ι/χι «-e τ:λ*νρ*ήη και ιομον κουφίζιον ίλικΊ^όυν, οπισθατυνω λ· .··!?.'. τ,χ,-g	r»
καμπύλην ηιορηαιν ίπ' «ιΰχ/» ι rape/'.»' iA*^<h και βαλίη στροφχιλ*>->'» Γ<ιΛηνό*7Τι>»ο χορειης ύπτιος α^τοἐλ(ΑΤον ικάμπτ* το κνκληδι πιπταμίιημ· ιπίκνρτον 'Pf*1 'paaTtpa ^utw»4 7ῆν ανττμ· ατιφ^ιΐ'ηδηι ατ< ρμηια νιΌοαν αμοιβών* και κ € φάλη πιφόρητο πάρωρος, οιά π<ρ *««> άτττομόιο] δαπίδοιο και ον ι+χινοναα κονχης’ και πόδι λαχντμιπι π/δον φίληνος αμόσσα/ν αστατος” ἐ»’#α *rm «ιΊ?α :τοΛ<Χ»»· βα* ^*ι·*το ταΑμώ. και τότε γοιη·ατα κάμνι, τιΐΌααομίνον δε κηρτρτον £*5 ύπτιος αιηοκνλιστης /πιολίαθrpuv ηρονρτμ και ποταμός μορφοντο’ δ/μας δ/ οι *βλνιν υΛωρ χενμασιν αιτομάτοιαιν άμ<ιβημ/ιον Λ« μετιοττον €ΐς προχοην επικνρτον ικνμηίΐΌΐτο *<point, καί ρόθιον κορνφοντο κυκώμιιχ>γ ι’Όι «τα^ἡνον, SW και βυθός ιχθυόεις φαμάθιο κοιλαα t το γαστήρ’ ϋειληνού δἐ χυθ/ιπος άμιιβομ/ι·η π* λι χαίτη εί9 θρνον αντοτ/λιστον ι/ττῖν ποταμοιο Λς γεΐτων όζυτενης σνριζε δόι·α£ <5<όο»τ^οό? αΓραη* αυτοφυής, γλυκερήν δ* Μάριον αιιότρτατο νίκην, SH άγκάς εχων κρητηρα βίβυαμινον ι)δ/ος oUx>vm Σι€ΐληνοϋ δἐ ^υ^ἐιπος ά/θλιον, οΐά τι λοιβήν, άργυρεον κρητηρα λαβών Ζρριφί ρ</θροις, και προχοάς ίμ/θνσσ€ χοροπλικ/ος ποταμοιο, χώρος ο θεν κρητηρος Επώνυμος, ηδυπότου δε 300
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circling sweep. He stood steady on his right foot holding a toe of the other foot, or bent his knee and caught it in his clasped hands, or held an outstretched thigh with the other leg upright, the heavyknee Seilenos ! He lifted the left foot coiling up to the side, to the shoulder, twining it behind him and holding it up until he brought the sole round his neck. Then with a quick turn of the back-swerving dance, he artfully bent himself over, face up, in a hoop, showing his belly spread out and curved up towards the sky, while he spun round and round on one unchanging spot. His head hung down as he moved, as if it were always touching the ground and yet not grazing the dust. So Seilenos went scratching the ground with hairy foot, restlessly moving round and round in his wild caperings.
285 At last his knees failed him ; with shaking head he slipt to the ground and rolled over on his back. At once he became a river : his body was flowing water with natural ripples all over, his forehead changed to a winding current with the horns for waves, the turbulent swell came to a crest on his head, his belly sank into the sand, a deep place for fishes. As Seilenos lay spread, his hair changed into natural rushes, and over the river his pipes made a shrill tune of themselves as the breezes touched them.
295	But Maron crowned himself with the sweets of victory, and held in his arms the mixer stuffed λνίΐΐι delicious wine ; he took the silver bowl, the prize of Seilenos now a flood, and threw it into the river as a libation, where it intoxicated the currents of the dancing river. And so the place was named from the Mixer, and men still speak of the Euian water
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Σειληνού κ(λάδοντος α*:ovtrat hvtov ι·όα>ρ. καί τινα μύθον έλιξι Μ άρων ποταμηιόι πτγγή Μ Ου σε Μάρωι-, ~€ΐληνέ, βιάζιται <ις σι 6t pu&tu οίνον έρΐυβιόοηπα καί οιικ&οκον σ< ναλισσω δἐ£ο, μέθης άκόρηττ, τιόν μ*Ον, δέχννσο Βάἐχου Μ άργυρτον κρητήρα, και ίσο*αι αργνρο&ινφ, ίίλιπάδη Σ,αληνέ, και «V προχοήσι χορινας, σεῖο ποδών στροφαλιγγα *αΙ <’ί ίγ&οισι φυλάσσας, ίισέτι κιυμάζτις όκρον τι·πον αλλά σν ΙΙὁχχαι? ΐλαθι και Ι^ατυροισι και οινοόοττρην οπωραις, 310 Σειληνούς 0€ φυλασσι, τ«ῆγ βλαιττημα γίνέθλης· άκροπότη δἐ Μαμα» π χαρίζ«ο, μ τιΛ« α# νίκης ζήλον νποκλέπτοντα και έι -σταμοίσι νοήσω, ϋδασι μάλλον άίξί Mapa»ioo? oltx>v άπορης έσσο και έν ποταμοίσιν όμοφρονέων Λιονῦσατ.	315
ιηηπίί, τίς σε δῶα^ο· άρ<ι<ντ*ρο«σιν έριζα*·;
Σειληνός πάλιν άλλος, ΰπέρβιον αόΛόν apttibrt. αυχένα γαυρον άαρ< και ιις ϊμιν ηλι·θι φοίβψ άΛΛά έ γυμνώσας λασίου χροος, * pit Γ λήσας, έμττνοον ασκόν έθη κ ι, και νφόθι τ: αλλά κ ι δένδρου Χ30 ένάόμυχος κόλπιυστ τύπον μιμηλον αητης, οΓα πάλιν μέλποντος άσιγτ'/τοιο ιομήος-και μιν (ποικττίριυν μορφιόσατο λιλφος Απόλλων, και πόταμον ποιηστν ομωι·υμον ιΐαέτι κίίνου Σαληνοΰ λασίοιο φατίζιται αγκύλον Γθοtp, και κτύπον ηνίμοφοιτον έρτνγιται, οΐά πιρ alt ι άντιτνποις δονάκ€σσι μίλιζομένου Φρνγος αυλόν. και σν δίμας μζταμαψας άρτιον ι κί*ος· άνάφας
• Νο such river or place is known : but Crater may well have been the name of «*>me mountain tarn, mmjmrr the Devil’s Punchbowl.
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of murmuring Seilenos full of sweet drink.a Then Maron addressed these words to the running stream : 303 “ Maron does you no harm, Seilenos. I will cast the ruddy wine into you and call you the Cellarer. Accept your drink, tippler never satisfied, accept the silver bowl of Bacchos, and you shall have silvery eddies. Seilenos Twirlthefoot, you dance even in your current, you keep the spinning of your feet even in your waves, you revel still in your watery shape. Then be gracious to Bacchants and Satyrs and winegiving vintage, and guard the Seilenoi of your own race. Be generous to Maron who drinks no heeltaps, and let me never see that you still keep a secret grudge among the rivers. Rather let your waters increase the \vine of Maron’s vintage, and be of one mind with Dionysos even among the rivers.
315	“ Foolish one, who taught you to strive with your betters ? Another Seilenos there \vas,b fingering a proud pipe, who lifted a haughty neck and challenged a match with Phoibos ; but Phoibos tied him to a tree and stript off his hairy skin, and made it a windbag. There it hung high on a tree, and the breeze often entered, swelling it out into a shape like his, as if the shepherd could not keep silence but made his tune again. Then Delphic Apollo changed his form in pity, and made him the river which bears his name.c Men still speak of the winding water of that hairy Seilenos, which lets out a sound wandering on the wind, as if he were still playing on the reeds of his Phrygian pipe in rivalry.
328	“So you also have changed your shape by-challenging one better than you, just like the earlier
b Marsyas the Satyr ; see i. 42. c A river flowing into the Maeander.
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NONNOS
ΣειΛτ-ji'u) TrpoTtptu τταιομοίιος. άΑλά σΰ νύμφη* μηκίτι μασηνααας άαάμβαλο*· ηΟά&α H0κχην$	S3C
ΙΙάκχην Χνσίίθαραι· optiaha λι<7ι* * μων γάρ Ντμάδιυν άττίΛ* Ορος Λ·ΦραΛ* ι ο* *μ »νῦλη. μτ)Κ€7ΐ μαστινσης ὐτιο>Λ«α ά<αμά Λι·αίον, ϊγχϊλνας fuOtrrα»»* σκολι ἡ*· ιΰόίιχ» pttfipwv, και στικτηϊς φολιό<σαιν άρηρότβς ά*π» δρακόντων S3I ιχθύες νμιτ<ροιοιν *φ* ρττιζοι·σι pmdpoit € ί δε σΰ βοτρυόω ϊτος <ιχ>σφίοάης Stovvaov, μάλλον €77ολβιζιο α* αν γηρ και βοτρνν τί πλἐοΓ ηθ^λΐς ᾶλλο rrcui Optrrrfjpti poautv
Ζῆι·α φιριυν /κτἀ ΙΙά*£οι·, άΑ^ς γοττῆρα γςι^Ολης; 341 arri rowr Larr/xm- ποτάμιον στι^ις «ιι*τί ὸς»ΧΗ/ ’ίΐκεαιοΰ κ(λάόοιτος ιτ:ι ρ iu/tcho j^op<i*c«f. εῖςεΑοι' (.ιδος ΐχ< ι ς και tv Chaoiv’ ού νίμίοις hi Γαληνόν κομόιυΐτα βοοκρ·ιιροιαι ptrutnoif ταυρίίην Ktpotoam *χ*ιν τοταμηίόα μορφήν.'’ HI ΚΓπ* Mripoji·· **αι ττάιπ», ιΟάμβςον αγκύλον vOu»p \(ΐληι·οϋ ζαχχτοιο κι·βιιτ-τητηρος ιλόιτίς, ισοφιχς μιμημα τΓοΛν,ντίμ:ττο»» ττοταμοιο. β In his CA|»arity of uiAtlvr iml r*u,
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Seilenos. You must no longer seek a barefoot Bacchant for your bride as before, that Bacchant of the mountains with flowing locks ; you have now for your pleasure the innumerable tribe of Naiads with flowing hair. Seek no longer the snaky wreaths of Lyaios ; eels are what you have to do with, the wriggling travail of the streams, and instead of serpents there are fishes with close fitted speckled scales crawling in your streams. And if you have parted from Dionysos and his grapes, I hold you the happier; for you really make the grapes to grow ! What more could you want, when you have after Bacchos now Zeus α to feed your streams, the Father of all creation ? Instead of your Satyrs you have your regiments of rivers ; instead of the winepress you dance on the back of murmuring Ocean. Even in the waters you are like what you were : it is proper that Seilenos, once proud of his horned forehead, as a river should have the horned shape of a bull.” b
346 So Maron spoke ; and all wondered to see the Minding waters of Seilenos the tumbling flood, the ever-turning river which was his very likeness.
6 Rivers were represented in this shape.
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ΛΐηΝΠΊΛΚυΝ KIKnl'TON
ΥλΚΟΌΤΟΧ’ fi*0t77H φοί’ΐοΙ' βοΙ'ΪΤ\ l*«fOt*pyOW, ει? βνθον ιχθικχχπα Λιω·ιομοχη· Λι^·Ι··^οΙ'.
Λθτο δ* aycui·· Ιατι'μοι «*>« «τι»* ι ιἀι·ρο^ι Aiowow Βότρυο-» άφνεΙθΓθΙ» € ΜΙΙ·ΑιῖνΙΠθ p*X*\0fKH$ τοῖσι δ< bati’Vfti χιης t rrtKutpnaax ο«»^ίΛ<ς *li<xu και κτύπος ἡ γ τνττήιχυι «τι <v>pru»c, r>fv ό* <η-μ«γ^ αμφιΧαφι^ς tXr/an <ν, άρι*>μ* χ*ηι Λ* κι^/λλίΜί οιΥοχόοι μογίίσκοχ- aXn^yjrtp rraj»\ Λ«,*η*υ και πλέον αΐτίζ* ακαχ- οττάοιπν οι ι χ»* ιφι·οοιχν δαιτυμόνε* σα0οιτ»\· α»*α*ίμτηα· ό< κύμβαλα buevovaa, φιλοα^ά^ιΟμοχο Λ« κονρτρ άττΧοκος άκρηό( μχ·ης «\τ«»»το β<’»α7ρνχι>ς ανραΛς.
Και 0c0s' άμπ*Χό< ις, καΧισης Ur α φι'.Wo γνκχΰτα, αύχμοί’ άττοσμήξας *rrt κήσμ< *» οονπι ττιπΧψ' καί \\ίθον c νρνγί'ι < ιον «*Αοι· μι·ττοοηπα κα&τ)ρας αργζίτώ παλίνορσος αχ■· χΧαιχχιπκ ^τώη, ρίφας πένθιμα πέπΧα χντῆ γ« παλαγμένα τέφρ*)' ονκ€Τί δ αύτοχυτοιοι παριμα οόκρικιι Οιικυχ Υϊότρυς άι·(στ(Χ’άχιζ(, λκοχ ικτιρ ό« ττ^ἡοας φχαριαμονς ιυι£ε θνιοόίας' οιγομιχχυχ· όί μαρμαρυγή σ(Χαγιζ( ττοΑιγΑτμ·ωυ από πέπλων Κ€Ϊ0€ν ελών ^ταΦνΧου βασιλτμα φαιόρα τονηος 116
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BOOK XX
The twentieth deals with the pole-axe of bloodthirsty Lycurgos, when Dionysos is chased into the fishy deep.
The Games were over ; the Satyrs with Dionysos of the thyrsus spent the night in the opulent halls of Botrys. The Seasons of the vintage joined in the banqueters’ revels : there was banging of drums at that supper, the panspipes filled the place with their shrill tones ; the servers were busy ladling wine into the cups at the unresting feast, and the banqueters ever kept coaxing the servants to draw more wine. The Bacchant leapt high, waving her cymbals, \vhile the hair of the dancing girl shook in the breezes without ribbon and without veil.
11 The vinegod called the wife of Staphylos, wiped away the dirt and adorned her with a wine-coloured robe. He cleansed broadbeard Pithos from the dirt which covered him, and threw away the mourning clothes soiled with smears of ashes, then dressed him again in a gleaming-white frock. Botrys lamented no longer or wetted his cheeks with helpless welling tears, but at Bacchos’s bidding opened his scented coffers ; as they opened, sparkling gleams came from robes covered with gems. From these he took out and donned the brilliant royal garb of Staphylos his
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άνσατο πορφνριιυ ττιτταλαγμιιη ἀχῖμα κόχλψ, καί θαλίης φανοισι συν■« ιλαττιιαζ* \raiw
Τοῖσι 8ί Tt ρττομιιοισιν αι «Χράμιι Ι'χτπίροτ αστηρ φίγγος αιαστιίλας χοροτιρττ·ος ηρι·ριντιης. Χαιτνμόνιον Χί φάλαγγι < άμοιβαΧις «νΧοθιν ανλής υπι·ου Χώρον ιλοισο βαΟιΗΤτρςτιον ·ίτ» A<*rpu;i και linos' α/χ«	άώρ*»· «Κ μιαν «iVryv,
νικταρίη*; ι νοθμον άιηβλνζιαν ττόμα λη%χ>ν, άλληλονς δ’ ιμιθυσααν icrtjv ττ «μποντις άντμην πάινυχον. ΥΙνττίτάλη Λ*, τιἱ*τ;»ῆτ*4 ρα \ι·υοι·, δαλόν άναφαμιντ] και Ιίοτμι·* λ αι Aun totu δισοῆν άμφοτ* ροις αλιττορφνρον οτίΗν ειΛῆν γιίτονι δ’ Λ θολά μ* υ L'i τι·μ*ο»· Λί^α, *ὑπφ« Vixuotr, άμφίπολοι στορίσαισο λ·χος χρνο«ιον άνήοσβ.
Βάκχου δ’ ηλθιν όιιιρος, *Lp«c ττολιμοιο τι&τρα), άρμασι μιμηλοισιν ιφιΧρι^σαονσα A*o»-rurt»,
* Ρειὐτ iTSoc ίἀνυσα, φιλοκρόταλος θιαίτης και Φόβος ηνιιιχινιν όιαριΐων ζιτγά όιφροαν άισιτίητοις μιλίισσι νόθος μορφονμ«ΐΌς *Αττις, και Ορόον ό£νν ι χίαν άτταλόχροος άραινχ μορφή ηνίοχοί' Κνβόλης αττιμάξατο θηλ«ι φα>»ῇ Βάκχου δ’ ότη αΛ/οιο τταριστηκνΐα * ιρηιχρ φοιτάς *Έρις· ι ιμιστ^σι, και «γριμόθψ φάτο φίονή Ιπνευει?, AlOVl’cJt Οιηγινις ■ <ις ιΐΌττην ό< Αηριάάης καλίιι σι, και ιι-θάόι κώμον tyiιριις μητρυίη δ* όρόωσα τιην φνξηλιν Ή»ί*1>
Ηρτ; κιρτομιιι σι, σι* δε στρατόν ιις χορόν ΐλχας. αώίομαι ΚροπαηΊ φαχημιιι·αι, άζομαι αζομαι αθανατους, οτι μη καμις ά£ια Ροῆς*
• Ser χί. 1?1
»
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father, steeped in purple dye, and joined Lyaios at table to touch the feast.
23 While they were amusing themselves, the star of evening rose and rolled away the light of dancedelighting day. The troops of banqueters one after another took the boon of sleep, on piles of bedding in the hall. Pithos entered one bed with Maron,® with drops still on his lips of the fragrant potion from the nectarean winepress ; and breathing out the same breath they intoxicated each other all night long. Eupetale b the nurse of Lyaios lit a torch, and prepared a double bed strewn with sea-purple, for both Botrys and Dionysos. In a neighbouring room, away from the Satyrs and apart from Bacchos, the servants laid a golden bed for the queen.
35	A dream came to Bacchos—Discord the nurse of War, in the shape of Rheia the loverattle goddess, seated in what seemed to be her lionchariot. Rout drove the team of this dreamchariot, in the counterfeit shape of Attis with limbs like his ; he formed the image of Cybele’s charioteer, a softskinned man in looks with shrill tones like the voice of a woman. Gadabout Discord stood by the head of sleeping Bacchos, and reproached him with brawlinciting voice :
44 “You sleep, godbom Dionysos ! Deriades summons you to battle, and you make merry here ! Stepmother Hera mocks you, when she sees your Enyo on the run, as you drag your army to dances! I am ashamed to show myself before Cronion, I shrink from Hera, I shrink from the immortals, because your doings are not worthy of Rheia. I avoid Ares,
6 Leafy, an invented name. Bacchos must have his nurse as Odysseus had, Hom. Od. i. 428.
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Ύ ιτηνιον δ’ ολ(τηρα, ττροασπιστηρα —οΛΓΤ^ος,	ΒΟ
αυχένα γανροι· ϊχοιτα κατ ovpoior \ρ*α φ^νγχν, ἀσπίδα κονφίζοιτα δι άβροχοι- ηΟάδι Χνθρητ και γΐ’ίο'την oto μαΛΛογ, αμι<7Τογο*Ό4© τοκηος αντοτ(λή γονόχιτος αμητορο. ηαΐόα * αρτρχη·, ΙΙαλλάδα δαμαινιυ KopedmoAov, om «αι αΐττη	W
μίμφϊται dpot in liaV^o»· atpyia U»»Ai*c * Κθητη*
(tκαθα· αίγιδι Ονραος, /ττ*» rror* II >ΑΑα« ayfjtxvp αιγίδα κονφίζοι*σο ττι·Χας Λττ*φ«ν 'Ολἐνπον,
Ύ ιτηνιον σκ(δάσασα θν<\Χη<σααν Κινώ, ττατρώον δ* tytpaipt σοφήν *Λ3Γ»<» καρηνον	60
και σό Λῶς γο»·ό«σσα»· ἐτταισ^ιη^ις πτνχα μηρόν. ηνίδ€, ττιος ytAounu καί Ύ.ρμιιας και \ rr.*AXun t ος μῖν ά(ρτάζιον διόνμον β(λος «iWti Αι4*ρψ νφιλόφων Τ(Κ(ιυν rrrraΧαγμβιον ‘\£>*μ*δ4ιης, ος δι κατηφθιμίίαιο roAi·β\*φόρο*ο ιομτχχ	63
ράβδον €χωι· ολ/τπραί” tyw δ* (μδν αιθιρα φινγο» μώμον άλνσκάζονσα φιηοτττολίμον duovvoov θνρσονς δ’ ἡρεμ/οιτας· όττιπ*ι·οινα \ι*αίον μίμφπαι όρχηστηρι φιλοοκοπλιρ Λιο*α*σ<μ 7ταρθίνος ίοχίαιρα, κνβ* pi-tyrt ιρα δι δίφρον	ΤΟ
ουτιδανών (λόφων, βαλίοιι- οΑ/τορα Anycuati*, μ(μφ(ται οί<ρ(σίφοιτος οραάδος (γγνθι * Ρ<ιἡς 7τορδαλία)ΐ’ (λατηρι καί ηνιοχτμ λίόιτων.
7ταιδος (μου Λιός οίκοι· άναίνομαί" tr γορ *0Χνμιτιμ άζομαι ανχηισσαν άγαΧΧομινην t τι \ητώ,	75
ιον εμοι ταιὉουσαι* <iZ*r χροιά ρήτορα Χ(rcrpwv,
Γηγ€\’€ος Τιτνοΐο ποθοβλητοιο φονηα.
και διδνμαις οδννησιν ιμάοσομαι, οττι δοκινω
αχγνμενην \(μ(λην και άγηι ορος α στ (ρα Μάχης.
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destroyer of the Titans, his father’s champion, who lifts a proud neck in heaven, still holding that shield ever soaked with gore ; and I fear your sister still more, selfbred daughter of a father of fine progeny, unmothered child of her father’s head, flashhelm Pallas, because Athena too blames Bacchos idle, the woman blames the man ! Thyrsus yielded to goatskin,® since once upon a time valiant Pallas holding the goatskin defended the gates of Olympos, and scattered the stormy assault of the Titans, thus honouring the dexterous travail of her fathers head —but you disgrace the fruitful pocket in Zeus’s thigh ! Look how Hermeias and Apollo laugh—one brandishing two arrows yet stained with the gore of Iphi-medeias hightowering sons,5 the other holding the rod which destroyed the dead shepherd of many eyes.c Indeed I must leave my own heaven to avoid reproach for battleshy Dionysos. The Virgin Archeressd denounces Dionysos the dancer, the friend of mountains, when she sees him leaving his thyrsus alone; she drives only a weak team of stags, she kills only running hares, she ranges the mountains beside Rheia of the mountains, and she denounces one who drives leopards and manages lions ! I disclaim the house of my own son Zeus ; for in Olympos I shrink from Leto, still a proud braggart, when she holds up at me the arrow that defended her bed and slew Tityos the lustful giant/ I am tortured also with double pain, when I see sorrowing Semele and
a The aegis, a cape of goatskin worn by Zeus and lent to Athena.
6 Otos and Ephialtes. See line 81 below, and ii. 301.
c Argos. See i. 341.
*	Artemis.
*	See ii. 307.
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iZTOV (X77t l/l ijTtJfMl n'ii iv*»« W'p	ι
?ι5 Γιτυόι' 7mpot ντι τ«ψ κητιτηφιτς motw,
>i) θρασνν *1 Ipicuvn όνσιμ*ρο%, ον ηρόμον **W
οι) σό Λιός τίκι'ίσσιν όμοίιος' οΰ *τ·ι**«* uu τΩτον άττίίλητηρα και ΐ'φαττόόην Κ^κχλτην, ον ου
"Αργόν, άιζικάκοιο βοοοχόττον υιόν άμοιρης,
Ζ τμ-ος οττί 7Τ< ντήρα βοοκραίριον ύμ< ixuujV άΛΛἀ τταρα \~αφνΧιυ και Ηότρι** λ άρον 1"φ·ι·««»ι, άκΧαης α σίδηρος ιττοινιον νμ*ον αιιδο/ν’ αίσχυνιις \arvpun χθονιον γ* ιχη', οττι α α* αιτιπ Βακχιάόος φαι*η*7<ς άιαιμακτοιο χορςιης "Αρ€ος tXπιόα ττάσαν «V» τμ«φαι-το κιττἐΛΛοκ. εστι και tlXnnimj μι τα φνΧοην, ῖοτ* ^tipfitu
’Ιὡφτμ* μ (Τ α όήριν ϊ ο eo ^ταφι·Λοα» μιλάΟριυν’ ττΎ)κτιό(ς αφ άνοιξην ίννηλιην μ«τα ι-άτην* νόσφι ττόνων ον κ ίστιν αι ύμβατον αιθ/ρα muir* οι) ττίλε ρΐ)ΐόή) μακάριοι <*Vk · άρ^της ατραποί ΟΰΑυ/ιττοίΟ Otoaavrtx; ιΐς -..λο» ·Α*«ι
τίτΧαθι και αν τ: ο rots’ ?γοΑγ« ίδιας■ ονρανίην γάρ ΊΙρη σοι κοτἐουσα Λιος finvTtvtrcu ανλητ."
*Ί2ς φαμίιη) ττιττότητο.
βθ
•si
00
Μ
ό’ άι-errrJAaro λ*κτρο$ν,
φρικτον εχων ΐτι Xoirrov άτπιλητηρος ovtipov ... 100 Καί θρασύς άνθορι Μότρνς, ίου ό* tvowt χιτώνα ~ι8ονίης ακτίνας ακοντίζοντα θαλάσσης, και χρνσιαι (rvvttpytv άρηροτα ταρσα ncOtAai* ωμοις δ’ ακαμάτοις όιμιρι) κΧηίόα φνΧάσσwr φαι&ρον άΧιχΧαίνων ταρονήσατο φάρος άνάκτιυν, 106 πατριοην λαγονεσσι βαλών νφπρ·ορα μίτρην,
β One of the Pleiades, mother of Hermes.
6 See on iv. 33S. Here Nonnos follows the Account which makes Artemis herself kill Orion.
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proud Maia ° among the stars. You are not like a son of Zeus. You did not slay with an arrow threatening Otos and hightowering Ephialtes, no winged shaft of yours destroyed Tityos, you did not kill that un-happy lover bold Orion,6 nor Hera’s guardian Argos, the cowkeeper, a son of the earth so fertile in evil, the spy on Zeus in his weddings with homed cattle ! No, you weave your web of merriment with Staphylos and Botrys, inglorious, unarmed, singing songs over the wine ; you degrade the earthy generation of Satyrs, since they also have touched the bloodless Bacchanal dance and drowned all warlike hopes in their cups. There may be banquet after battle, there may be dancing after the Indian War in the palace of Staphylos ; viols may let their voice be heard again after victory in the field. But without hard work it is not possible to dwell in the inaccessible heavens. The road to the Blessed is not easy ; noble deeds give the only path to the firmament of heaven by Gods decree.® You too then, endure hardship of every kind. Hera for all her rancour foretells for you the heavenly court of Zeus.”
99 She spoke, and flew away. The god leapt from his bed, with the terrible sound of that threatening dream still in his ears.
101 Bold Botrys also leapt up, and put on his tunic shooting gleams of the Sidonian sea,d and slipt his feet into wellfitting golden shoes. He threw over his unwearied shoulders the royal robe of bright purple cloth, pinning it with a brooch; his father’s proud girdle was round his loins and the sceptre in
* An allusion to Hesiod’s famous lines, Works and Days 289 ff.
d Dyed in sea-purple, made from the shellfish found in those parts (murex).
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σκήπτρον Ιχων. ~άτνρυι ο< σαφ^ηχ’γ όσην amjvrj* ττορόαλίιυν ιζιυξαν «π» ιγομίνω λιοχίΌω'
Σειληνοί δ* άΛαΛαζο» /μυ*τρωτά Λ« Um^Oi θυρσοφόροι* στρ<ιτιαι ό* «ητῆΑι·0«ς «*ν μόΟον Ιιόἀο 110 στοιχάό(ς όρριόοιτο- και ιβριμιχ· αυνλοτ K*uoC*P κςκριμόνας hi φίλαγγας <κόσμιαχ- ήγιμονήςς. και τις νττίρ νιάτοιο θοριόν t τιβήτορι ταλμιμ είς· δρόμον ιασυμόχημ Λοφίτμ· ι η μάιττιιχ άρκτον λυσσαλιης· ιτ t ρος δι δααντριχα γαστιρα ιιοσω» Π5 άγριον ηνιόχιν£ καλην^π rnvfmjv αλήτην. πλινραΙς όμφοτΐρ*ιις Kt\aXaομ<\α ταραα awatrrutV ος όε δασυστῷιω»· ραχίης <“«7>η*< \*οχτων ανχαΐιυν πΛοκάριον ο»όραγμιχκ>ς αχτχ \αΧι»οϊ
Καί μ t γάρον Γτυτμῷο»· <»μ«*Γ· λ α* α Αι,μι» ίάσας Ι ?0 Βότρυί ί*ρ< νθόμις, τ* τραζι·γον αρμα τι rautvr, σύντρομος ιμ·κ>χιν< φ«Λ*κ/ταφι ,W> Λι/·ιιοιν, δμώας €χιον κατόττιαθι MfVrj Λ* άμα μ»,τῷ* ηηιφη λ€νκοχίτα>ν αι όβαιν* ν ις όιργ\’ρόκ\>κλον άπήκην, και ζνγίιυν tham’Aria κι·β< ρχημι ιρα U^aAiun	ΙϊΛ
it? λόφον ήμιονιυν χρισχηι «Α/Αι^*»· ιμάο^λην’ και I linos' < νρνκάρηι ος, ό-inrtpo x άρμα τιταήχιλ*, εσπετο θητ€ΐ·ιαν και Ηότρη α αι AjohW ου μεν ομ· άγόραστος ίλιόι Λ*' μ*»· <ίς χϋονα .\vhxov Βάκχο? άναξ χστησ* μό^ης ιγκνμοχΛ ληνψ,	130
δ€χννμ€νον χυτόν όγκον όνρραθάμ ιγγος όττιόρης αγγ€σιν οινοόοκοις, οθιι ο ι ίο μα τούτο φνλάοοων πορφυρειυ κικιυνι ττ ιθος rra/xi γ* ι row ληχχρ ισταται Κυια όώρα όχό*γμιχος <ιο<τι Ηοπ^ου, σήμα Πι#υυ τζροτίροιο- και 11 βροτόηχ· λάχ< φωνήν, 135 τοῖον €7Τος ατνροιαιν € ρχνγχτο *ά>μοχ' άκονων·
Ειμι Πί0ο?, προτόροιο φκριυννμος,
ά'/χι hi. ληνόν
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DIONYSIACA, XX. 107-137
his hand. Satyrs yoked the panthers to the red car at the urgent bidding of Dionysos, Seilenoi uttered the warcry, Bacchant women roared, thyrsus in hand. The hosts gathered and marched line after line to the Indian War : Enyo’s pipes resounded, the leaders arranged the battalions in their places. One mounted with an agile leap on the back of a furious bear, whipping the hairy neck as it rushed on its course; another astride on a wild bull gripped his two flanks with hanging feet, and pricked his hairy belly with his crook to guide the wandering course ; a third rode on the back of a shaggy lion, and pulled the hair of his mane instead of a bridle.
120 So Botrys quitted his father’s palace and estate, clad in his purple, and driving his chariot-and-four by the side of grapeloving Dionysos, with slaves following behind. Methe his mother was in a mule-cart with silver wheels, and beside her was a white-robed maiden Phasyleia, who guided the team, flicking a golden whip over the mules’ necks. Pithos the broadhead followed behind in his own car, to serve both Botrys and Dionysos. Nor was he left without reward. Lord Bacchos took him away into Lydia, and there set him over a winepress teeming with the heady liquor, to receive the poured produce of the juicy vintage in vessels fit to hold wine. And so the name Pithos was given to the purple hollow of the vat, which to this day stands close to a winepress to receive the Euian gifts of Bacchos, a memorial of the ancient Pithos. If it had human voice it would bellow such words as these to the Satyrs when it heard the revel :
137	“I am Pithos, named after the old one, and here beside the winepress I receive the sweet juice
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δόχνυμαι ἡμερίόcuv γ\VKtpov ροοι	Vειτυμυν ὅ<
λάτρις Ιγοι Σταφυλου και ΙΙότρικκ, άμφστ4 ρους be νηπιάχονς tOptiJuι ytptov τροφος <ι&4τι Λ ιμόω, οΐα πάλιν ζιυοντας, (μαίς Xnyoitomv α»ιρα»
Και τἀ μο· ώ% ήμ<\λ< fit τα	ὁφἐ τελΛηταί
Βάκχος <ηα£. rrfpooj»· Λ« Ι rpo»* «ται ΙΙι>ΊΙοι οόνυωι ποταμού Ονοι ϊτος \h<ui ιόος ινγαμον ΰ&α*ρ Α'αϊ σνῦπιλοι· .\ιβ<ίιοιο και <iiua hn^poy^ytiffe, Άρραβίης (πόβαιι *, και ι ι^/ιω»· urro Α«»όρο/ί Νυσιάδο? ταιτ·φυλλοι tOapfxt Λ<ιράΛα και πάλιν αιπι·δμητοι , άκυιπ rm^oputv τροφοί avbpwv.
*Έ»·#ά τις, "Λρ<os αίμα, μιαιφόνος ψ*κν α» \ρ, ήθϊσι ριγιόαι·οιυιν ύχιυΐ μιμημα τατηος, όθΐ'ϊίους άΟίμιστος αμ·μΦ·ας <ίς μι*ρον «Λαομ. αίνομαιη)ς Λνκόοργος άποκταμιιχυν Λ< οιόηρψ €στ(φ( υ avdpofitoinn ι οι π·Λ«ΰΛη · ι, » *ο4* εικγλο* Oίιομάιο και όμόχρ-οίχκ, ον ποτε 04ΐλη πατρός ανυμφαποιαι Αομηις (φνλήίτσιτα κοιρί] χι’ΐΡ7], γτ)ρ< ιΑῶμ γαμίιοι ιτ ι »ῇις *Kf*i/Twr#
€ΐοόκ€ Ι αιπαλιθης, Ιππι^λατοι οιΛμα χαράχτοινί, άβροχοι· άρμα φόρο»ν τ* τράζνγον Λ·νοοιγαιον νυμφίδιο ν δρόμον ι ϊχι γ, ότ« τρηχ'κ ιθ4ι κνκΧιρ ΜυρτίΛος· αιολόμτιτις ιπίκλοπον ῆ»α><7< νῦτην μιμηλιυ πλίσας άπατι/λιον άξονα κι)ρψ, οίκτον €χαη· και tpajTa γνι^ιοιχκ *\ππ<*0αμ4ιΤ)ς και δρόμος ην άνόιαγτος· νπ' Ί Ι* Λύκο όίφρψ κτ)ροπαγΐ)ς φλογοαπι τίπτος (\ρμαιι*το πνρσψ, και τροχον ηκοιπιζ* λνθιις μιια·ο·ριος άξα/ν. τοῖος· €7}ν Λνκόοργος ομότροπος· ι χ*1* κόρους be
α They stradillt* arrov. thr hij»», likr Ind tn * »*!·*-»,
* See i. 30, wiit. l?6.	· Srr· /7| ff.
* Pelops. Sor χ. ?6l, xi. 27 I ff.
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of the garden-grapes. I was the servant of Assyrian Staphylos and Botrys ; I was the old nurse who cared for them both as children, and I still carry them both upon my hips, as if they were still alive.” °
142	But this Lord Bacchos was not to do for a long time to come. Now he marched past Tyros and Byblos, and the wedded water of the scented river of Adonis, and the rocks of Libanos where Cypro-geneia loves to linger. He climbed into Arabia, and under the frankincense trees he wondered at the ridge of Nysa with its dense forest, and the city built on the steep, the nurse of spearmen.
149	There lived a bloodthirsty ruffian, the ferocious Lycurgos,6 a son of Ares and like his father in his own horrid customs. He used to drag innocent strangers to death against all right, and cut off with steel human heads, which he hung over his gateway in festoons. He was like Oinomaos c and of the same age. Oinomaos kept his unhappy daughter unmarried in his house, without husband, growing old and yet unacquainted with wedded love, until Tantalides d came scoring the highroad of the deep in Earth-shaker’s fourhorse chariot unwetted. Then came his race for a bride ; then cunningminded Myrtilos e got him a stolen victory, by making for the wheel a sham axle of wax to deceive—for he was himself in love with sorrowful Hippodameia and pitied her. So the race was useless : under the burning chariot of Helios the waxmoulded model grew warm in the heat, the shortlasting axle melted and shot off the wheel.
166 Lycurgos was one of the same kind. Often
e Oinomaos’s charioteer, who was bribed by Pelops either with a material reward or the promise of Hippodameia’s favours.
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πολλάκις «V τριόόοισιν όιλι]μο\χις άΐ'όρας οόιτας δὑσα? €ΐς δόμον (ΐλκ< ν, 'hvvaXUp Si τοκτμ δαιrptvwv Up<vt* όαιζυ(ΐΑχυν 3c μαχαίρη άκρα λαβών ἐττάκαζι κα*ο^«αΌυς ττνλεῶναι.	*"(i
οί>? δ* οτ( δυσμινίων μ*τα όςλσπ»* οφἐ μαΑοντος άνδρό? άκοιποὸνροιο	ῶ·α0ὸνατα ιί·τηε,
άσπίδ€ς ἡ πήληκις, ιπικρ^μόκοίτο μςλάθρψ, ovtuj καί φοιιοιυ παοά προπνλαια \i«oipyou άκρα ποδών καί χ<ϊρ<ς ιπτμιφηιτο ^απή'ΤΟΛ'. και φόνος ι ρ	ιιου ό« Λ ιον ?τα/χ» yt.ru» ι βαιμψ
οθν€ϊοι στίνάχοιτις ιμιστΰλλοντο μαχαιρβ, οΐα βόίς και μήλα, πpippin*»*το Si βαιμοι σφαζομόνιυν, στικτή Si κ υιϊς φκηνίσοιτο λνΒρψ δώματος άμφ'ι θνρ*τρη· βιαζόμιντη Si πολΐται 1*0 άιπι Διό? στΥάΟοιπο OimnoXtnν Ανκοοργψ
Ούδ’ ίλαθις, Αιόιαχκ, 6ολορραφίος φϋόνον*\\ρηγς· αλλἀ πάλιν κοτίονσα τι ή θιόπαιόι γιι^θλτ) άγγίλον *\ριν ΐπιμπ< δνσάγγ-ιλον, όφρά at κλ€φινόα) κιράοααη δόλψ φινδήμονα ηιΘώ'	1*3
δώκί δί υι βονπλήγα Οι η μ ά χον, οφρα κυ μιαστ) Άρραβίης μιδιοχτι, ApvaiTiaSrj Λνκοόργψ.
Ονδί θιά δήθνΙ·Ο" άμιιβομιΐψ Si πρθθινπψ "Aptος άντιτνποιο νόθην ιφιικτατο μορφήν' καί λόφον ίύτη'ιληκα όιαιθνσσονσα καρηνον,	Ι®0
δαιδολίους κροκό(ΐτας ιούς ρίφασα χιτώνας,
KcpSaXtto θώρηκι καλντττιτο, μαία κυ6οιμοΰ, αίμαλίω θώρηκι, και ίγρ<κνόοιμον άπιιλήν άρσ€να κ^ρόαλίη βλοσυροί πιμπονοα προσώττιρ γλώσσαν ’Κνναλίου τ ρο χολ ή μιμήσατο φωνή'
“ Τόκνον, άι ικήτον σπόρος Άριος, ή ρα και αντος
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Thry u< rc head·» in Ιάϋ.
DIONYSIACA, XX. 167-196
when he met wandering wayfarers at the crossroads with loads on their backs, he had them bound and dragged to his house, and then sacrificed them to Enyalios his father ; they were cut to pieces with knives, and he took their extremities a to decorate his inhospitable gates. As a man who returns at last spear in hand from war with his enemies, and hangs up in the hall shields or helmets as trophies of a new victory, so on the blood-stained portals of Lycurgos the feet and hands of dead men were hung. It was massacre : at the neighbouring altar of Zeus, the Strangers’ God,groaning strangers were cut piecemeal like so many oxen and sheep, and the altars were drenched in the blood of the slain, the dust was spotted with red gore about the gates of the dwelling. The people under this tyranny made haste to sacrifice to Lycurgos instead of Zeus.
182 But you, Dionysos, did not escape the jealousy of trickstitching Hera. Still resentful of your divine birth, she sent her messenger Iris on an evil errand, mingling treacherous persuasion with craft, to bewitch you and deceive your mind ; and she gave her an impious poleaxe, that she might hand it to the king of Arabia, Lycurgos Dryas’ son.
188 The goddess made no delay. She assumed a false pretended shape of Ares, and borrowed a face like his. She threw off her embroidered saffron robes, and put on her head a helmet with nodding plume, donned a delusive corselet, as the mother of battle, a corselet stained with blood, and sent forth from her grim countenance, like a man, battlestirring menaces, all delusion. Then with fluent speech she mimicked the voice of Enyalios :
196 “ My son, scion of invincible Ares, can it be
VOL. II	κ	129
NONNOS
llaaaapihtuv τρομόας άπαΑοχροα ttiyXirr avtiXtpr ; ούκ από Θερμῶδοιπογ \μηζοκ ς ttoi και αιτται* ου* άττό Κανκασίοιο μαγτμιυκς tiai ymrujetf” ου 0οἀ τόξα φόρονσι *αι ου 3ονεοι«αυ^ ουττοιλ 50Ι οό Θρασνν Ιππον ῖμι·οι»· ’Αρί/ίον ovh xrttip ·<ιρω» βάρβαρον ημιτόΧίστον ἐΛαφμίῖνι·σι βοχίην* αιόόομαι καλόιον at ποτι κλόιο»-, »*ττι */vra.*«» δῆριν ίΐπ*ιλιίουσα· άόηρίτιμ Ανκοόργψ. ήρ(μΐ€ΐς, Ανκόοργ*, κορνασομΖιαν Atoruoov;	·0(
θια^τός ηι·ηρ π(λ<ν οιπος άιόρνος, ot%r «ΠΟ φι·τλης ούρανίης βΧάατηαι Αιος Λ« μιν *Ι Λλ/» Λ* φήμβ ΐμμιναι ΖπΧαat μΐΌος' tyili ό* ονκ οἶδα πιθ<σΟ<ΙΑ άμφ'ι τόκου Κροι ιο>»τκ, art βροτόν apatti μΐ)ρψ vita θήΧυν ιτικτι πατήρ t μ ος \\>ipt6ut\ Ζινς }{< μύΟοις φ(νόαλόοις ον π«ιΟομαι, «ί βρότος ύη)ρ Υ.ηνός tμον τόκον <οχ«ν, όΟιν &Χαστη<αν ' Αθηνη' Ζευς* (μός οΰ htharptv άιαΛχῶα παιόα λοχιναθΑ' “Apta σόν ytvtrrp’ <χ« μάμτνρον' «Π&<* 'Α(hprrpr παῖδα Αιός ΟήΧιιαν άρ<ιοτ*ρην Λιοννσσυ.	j|j
τεκτοι* €μον, μιθιπας ιΧιον αΟΑ·ος, ovhi χατιζας πατρός ’ΚτυαΛιοιο, και »» ποΧόμοιαιν άνάοχτα €μττης δ , η ν ίΟίΧτ^ς, Οιορτ^ξομαι, oi'hZ σ« λΐιφα» μούνον evi TrroXtjioiai· Ota Λ« σοι, tl χρίος *Ιη, γνωτὴ Ζ.ηνός άκοιτις όμό<ττοΧος <Ις μάθον "Μρη «3 εσπεται vuovoto προασπίζοι*αα \ ι·κονργον . . .
• · · στήσο) ό' vptTtpov Otohtypovc^ (vho$i νηον θνρσονς Βασσαρίδα»»·, ι-όΡα δούρατα' βονκςράινν hi Κένταυρο»!' ατινακτα κιράατα μάκρα άαιξας τ οξοφορων Α ράβουν KtpatXxta τόξα τ tXtoato,	TH
• Λ rivrr in ( «ppadocU.
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that you too fear Bassarids and their tenderskin womanish threats ? This is no new troop of Amazons from Thermodon,® these are no warrior women of the Caucasos. They carry no swift arrows, they speed no shafts, they have no bold warhorse, nor over their shoulders do they hold the oxhide halfbuckler of the barbarians.6 I am ashamed to summon you to battle, when women cry havoc against Lycurgos who fears no havoc ! Are you quiet, Lycurgos, while Dionysos is arming ? He is a mortal abortion, not one sprung from heavenly stock. Son of Zeus—that is a fairytale of the Hellenes ! I can’t believe all that about Cronion’s childbearing, how my father Zeus ruling on high brought forth a womanish son from his manly thigh ! I believe no lying tales, that my Zeus who bore Athena has brought forth a mortal man! My Zeus never learnt how to give birth to a weakling son. Take the word of Ares your father. You have seen that Athena, the female child of Zeus, is stronger than Bacchos.
216 “ My son, you possess your own strength ; you need not your father Enyalios. even if he is lord of war. Yet I will arm, if you wish, and I will not leave you in war alone ; you shall have a goddess, if need be; Hera, sister and wife of Zeus, will go with you into battle to hold a shield before Lycurgos her grandson.® . .
222 “I will set up in your divine temple the rods of the Bassarids, their bastard spears. I will shear off the long horns unshaken from the oxhorned Centaurs, and make stronghorn bows for Arab archers, as it
6 The crescent-shaped shield traditionally carried by Amazons.
c What follows is part of the answer of Lycurgos ; a passage has fallen out of the text.
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ως Of μ ιςφ (κταδίην ό« χαμών δο\ιχι*ακιον οι μήν ^ιΧηνων Χασίην τ «λ* σοι rXrjfirrov ψάσ^λητ. ταντα μιν (ις ο« φ*/κυ μ«χά φνΧν~ιν αχτταλέμον Βάκχου ξαι·Οα πςδιλα •/ι'**»ι*'<ίοι·ς τ« χιτῶνα* χτορφνρίονς και ΟηΧνν « γ: ί^ιι	μιτμηρ
γι·ωττ} αιιυ δάμαρχι φι-Αόςομο αφρογ·»^ij}, apftfvα OijXfa Oujpa' γχ·ιοιμαιιος δι \t»uor άμφιπόΧων στίχα πάσαι <μηΐς hpunotn ειιη^ω ει? ευιἡν «π·ῶΛι·οι· αι^ιγκταΰ*/»· ΐ'/κιοιω»*, υια δορικτιμοισι π t'Xtι Ο·μις οΛτ«3ακ>ν$ δἐ ήμίριδων δρχτηκας, «ιη» ι διδμα \ιό*οι/#
Θ*ρμοτίρα> σπιι·Οηρι δ<ό<£<χα· *Αρραβ<η όλο£. και βριαρή Otpanatiti χι>ροπΧ<*<ος Λιονῦσον Βασσαρίί άΛλοιτμ· t χιτιυ λ α* αι^«ο τίχνην δώματα νακτάονσα μ*χ' οιῖμα, haihaXixjr νεβρίδα KaXXf ίφα α α δ* μας * ρι\ί'* ·< ^ιτώιι, καρπόν aXfxptiO van μ ίλης τροχο«ι5«γ χπ'τρψ και στ ι φαν ον ς ρίφασα, *αι ην * αλί ο νο ι ν οπωμην, £ννά διδασκ/σθω μ<Χ< δέματα διζν·/ι ί*<σμω, δμωΐς άναγκαίη και Ιίαλλαόι *αί ηματίοις ταΧάροιαι και ti-ννχίοις νμ«»vumt, κερκίδα κονφίζονσα και ονκςχι *ι>μάαλα Τ*ειὐτ. ^ιιΧηνοι δ( γίροι-πς *μης παρ*ΐ όαίτα τμαπ/ζός t,uiov αασωσι, και ι^Οαύος αιπι Λναίον κωμον ανακρονσωσι και \ρ<ι και Ανκοομγςμ.*’
Ὀ9 φαμίνου μςίδησς Οι α χρνσόπχςμος φευδαΧίην ιρηκος (ριχμώσασα πορςίην.
Και μιν ιδιυν Ανκόοργος ίην /ιαι*τ<ιίαατο ιτ»την,
1S2
Aphrodite, his paramour, daughter of Ζ·τu% aod Ι)κκκ
DIONYSIACA, XX. 220-253
ought to be. I will cut off the long stretching tail from the Seilenoi, and make a hairy whip to beat horses. All these I will bring for you after the battle. But the yellow shoes of unwarlike Bacchos, and his woman’s dress of purple, and the woman’s girdle that goes round his loins, these I will keep for your sister-consort the seafoamborn,0 proper gifts for a woman. All the troop of attendants about womanmad Lyaios I will mate with my slaves in forced wedlock, without asking a brideprice, as it ought to be with captives of the spear. Those worthless plants of the garden vine, the gentle gifts of Lyaios, fires of Araby shall receive with its hottest sparks !
238 “ Let the sturdy Bassarid, who served Dionysos in the mazes of the dance, learn a new and unfamiliar art: leaving the hills for a house, dropping the dappled fawnskin and covering her body with a shift, grinding corn with a round millstone. Let her throw off her garlands and the fruitage as they call it ; let her learn to combine two common services, as bond-slave both to Pallas b and Cythereia, with work-basket by day and the bed by night, handling the shuttle instead of Rheia’s cymbals. Let the old Seilenoi sing Euoi beside my festal board, and instead of their usual Lyaios let them strike up a revel for Ares and Lycurgos.”
251	So he spoke, and goldemving Iris divine smiled to hear ; then went her way, paddling in the false shape of a falcon.
253 Lycurgos took this vision as an omen of his
according to one story, born from seafoam according to another : Nonnos accepts both.
6 As patron of women’s work.
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γινινσκιον ταχνν όρνιι·, ότι ττ* pit φοιηα -α·Οω»· άδρανίας δεδὐχκε ττιΧαηδας πς φοβον είδε yap, etBfv ovtipov of mil ny t ι&ς ττα ρα λόχμη χαιτιμις κ(κόρνστο Χ* ιον Χνσσιο&ιι λαιμίσ και βαλία»»' (Χάφιυν κ(ραην *duo«< γι»*0λην. τοῖοι' υναρ νοίιον ίκορνσσ* το Οιπαοχ Βασσαριόας κ*μάό*σσιν άτχιρομόΟοισχν ixOKUtr, και ττΧίον ίΧλαβ* Οάρσος άιοι£ασα OoifiuiV vcvpamv 'Wpnioioi τροαγ·ρχλος ήλθ< \ι·αΰν, ταρσά ττοδών 7ττ«ρό<χσι ττ< ρισφίγζααα rxOtXitt, ράβδον ίΧαφρΐζοι·σα, καί ιίκ Λιός άγγελος "Ι ρμη% 13άκχω χαλκοχίτιονι δολοτλόκον ϊαχ< φαιντ^κ*
Υνιοτί, ττιρισσοιόοιο Λκκ Τ€·ο*. «*το#ί χαρμηϊ οργιά σεῖο κόμιζ* φιλοξ* ίχιο \ι·κοόργψ.
Λείπε μόΟον, μη *ττ<ΐι r φιΛο ι s-, μ ἡ φ<Γγ·* γαλτρτηγ, ϊΧαθι μ(ΐΧιχιοισι' τίς ηττιον άι-δρα **ιμ·ιοχ}<χ; μηδ* Τ(θις ικίτησιν άιχιστί^α* ιας Krvui· μη Τ(όν άστχρόιντι St μας Οιόρηκι * χλιφης μη κ* φάλη ν σφίγξ<ιας α# ρσιλόφο* τρι«φαλ*ί»γ μη τρίχα finpioax ιας ίχιδιομντι κορνμβψ·
(χΛλἀ Xittwv αία Οίρσα μιαιφχ’η-1, καί κίρας οίνον εμττλεο»· ηδνττότυιο και ηΟάδα ράβδον άιιρων,
Κυια δυιρα τίταιι·ε φιλοσταφνΧια \< *·~·ργα* άρτι δέμας κόσμησαν άιχιχμάχτο» σίο ττίττλφ,
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άρτι μςΧος ττΧίζιυμιν αθιορηκτοιο χορ^χης.
και στρατός ηριμίνυν μκνίτιο ταρίι όάακχον νλην, μη μόθον €ΐτνν€ΐ€ γαληιχχίιο βασιλτμ· αλλα, βολίον TrXoKafioiai φίλοι στίφος, ίρχιο ^αιρυιι ει? δομον ακλήιστον ίτοιμοτάτον \νκοόργον,
€ρχ€θ κωμάζων άτε ινμφιος- ΊνόοφόΐΌνς 3ἐ θυρσονς σεῖο φύλακον άττ(ΐθίι ληριαόηι.
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victory ; for he recognized that the swift bird beating murderous wings knew how to scare away the feeble doves. For he had seen, he had seen another such dream, how a maned lion in the woods with ravening throat all ready gave chase to the horned generation of swift deer. With this dream in his mind he made ready against the frenzied Bacchants, thinking the Bassarids to be like prickets unacquainted with battle, and felt greater boldness than before. And Iris, by Hera’s command, put the winged shoe on her feet, and holding a rod like Hermes the messenger of Zeus, flew up to warn Lyaios of what was coming. To Bacchos in corselet of bronze she spoke deceitful words :
266 “ Brother, son of Zeus Allwise, put war aside, and celebrate your rites with Lycurgos, a Milling host. Let battle be, slay not your friends, do not refuse peace ! Be gracious to the gentle ; who will vanquish a humble man ? Do not stir up strife against those who ask you for mercy. Do not cover your body with a starspangled corselet ; do not enclose your head in a crestlifting helmet ; do not entwine your hair with a garland of serpents. Leave your bloodstained rods behind ; take your familiar staff and a horn full of your delicious Mine, and offer Euian gifts to Lycurgos who loves the grape ! Now dress your body in your unblooded tunic, now let us make melody for a dance without corselet, and let your army remain quiet near the shady wood that it may not offer battle to a peaceful king. No, put on your head the garland that you love ; go in joy to the open house of Lycurgos ready to welcome, go in revel like a bridegroom, and keep your Indian-slaying rods for disobedient Deriades. You know
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ον ρο- άναξ \νκάοργος άι-άλκιδα Ονμδν ai(u ἐστι γάρ "Αρ(ος αίμα Λιιτηπς, tv 84 κνδαμοός πατρός *hrvaA(oto φ*fnuv (μφνλιον αΑκην ονδ( Τ€θ0 Κρονίιυιας νποππv^tuv Κ»α*αι
"ίΐ? φαμόνη παρόπ» ισ*, μ*ταχρονιψ hi iTthiXip α 10(ρος (ϊδον ΐκαν*. 3οΛοἐγ€κητὴ hi ^(αα'ης όγρκμόθονς Λιόι*ναος «οῖς axtatianro Βνρσονς και κννόην λοφάισσαν tiov οκλίΌΐ κομσα/ν και σάκος άστ< ρόΐΊυτοι ιθηκατο Xtlf* δἐ γνμ»ῆ πορφυρόης όμιρ* β* β νη μόνον <ί>7^ <όρ<Της, οξύ κόρας και βότριη- άπινθόα μηχιόανην hi άπλοκον άμπ(λό*ιπι κόμην tartφατο κισσό». και στρατιιμ· (άοπλον tytpaιμά&ανς τι yi*»Olirac όγγνθι Καμμῆλοιο Αιπό/ν και διφρα A*0»*rcur άβροχίτιυν άσίδι^ρος όκιύμαπ* πιζάς οδίτγς' καί μόλος (ιφροσια·ης όπχδόρπιον ία^ε <Π*ρκπὸ, και φίλιον σνριγμα σνχχοριό* ς ίβριμον αι·Χων \(ροι hi htffvovoa φιλιχ'χα ρόπτρα Λι·α/ου ΙΙασσσρίς· όηκχρτηαι παρά προπύλαια \νκονργου Και θρασύς (ος ηκοναιν άιαξ άλάλαγμα χορ<ιτρ, αυλοί» μιλπαμόνοιο μόλος \\* ρ* κνιπίόος ὐτοῖς κ·αι καναχην σιψιγγος, άρασσομόΐ'ης hi και αόττης μαιι·(το παττταίιιον διδνμόκτνπα κνκλα βαίης' και Θ(όν άμπ(λό(ΐπα παρόι προθνροισι hoxtixuv, σαρδονιον γ(λοο)ν, φιλοκόρτομον ϊαχ* φοηπτρ,
Βασσαρίδιον όλατηρι χόιον ασποι·δον απαλήν’ “Ήμ (τόριυν άράας άιηθηματα ratrra μ(λαί*ραα ; και σν, φίλος, κόσμησον όμό>ν δόμον η σόο θνρσοις η ποσ ιν η παλάμησιν η αίματά* vt ι καρηνο). ει κ(ραοις \ατνροισι, κςρασφόρ* Βάἐχε, κΐλτίπις, νμ€ας ίσα βό(σσιν όμιο βοικτληγι δαμάσσω. τοῦτο σοι (ξ όμόΟιν ξανόμον, όφρά τις <Γπη,
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King Lycurgos has no coward soul. He is the son of Ares with the blood of Zeus in him ; in battle he shows the inborn prowess of Enyalios his father, nor would he shrink from combat with your Cronion himself.”
289 So she cajoled him, and the shoes carried her high into the air. Dionysos deceived by the goddess threw aside his battlestirring rods, and doffed the plumed helmet from his hair, and laid down his star-spangled shield. In one bare hand he carried a vessel full of the purple juice, his pointed horn with the cheerful grape ; he twined his unplaited hair with vine-leaves and ivy. His host under arms and his battlestirring women he left near Mount Carmel with the team of lions, and himself walked on foot to the festival in holiday garb without weapon. The panspipes sounded a cheeryheart melody of banquet, the double pipes whistled a friendly note, the Bassarid waved the Euian tambourines of Lyaios and skipped before the gateway of Lycurgos.
304 The bold king heard the jubilation of the dance, the hoboy’s note and the Berecynthian tune and the noise of the panspipes, he saw the round tambourine beaten on both sides, and he was furious. When he beheld the vinegod near his porch, he laughed in scorn, and hurled an implacable threat against the leader of the Bassarids, in mocking words :
311 “ Do you see these offerings hung up before my mansion ? You too, my friend, give me some decoration for my house, your thyrsus or feet or hands or bloody head. If you have horned Satyrs at your command, horned Bacchos, I Mill strike you all down with my poleaxe like cattle ! There is my hospitable gift for you, that gods and men may tell
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ἡ θ(ός η μ^ρόπων τις, οτι προπύλαια \vKovpyov ημιτόμοις μελἐεσσιν ipiTpi'uihj Λιο»η*συυ. οι) παρά Βοιαττοίσιν άνάσαομα-, ον rah< (4ῆ/3αι, ον ΐΐιμίλης δόμος οντος, όττη ιτ^θα πκνα yv»nI*€C άστ(ρυτπ) τίκτονοι και ιοδίνοικη κιραιηχρ. σείει? οΐνοπα θύρσον, «γιο βονπληγη το<ίοσω, καί σε άιατμηξας βο «ου κατά μίαοα μ*τοι9ον ύμ€Τ(ρηι· όπίκνρτον άναρρη£αιμι κίραιην
"ί2ς (ιπιυν €διωκι λιωνναοιο τιθήιας θανομίνας βονπλήγι■ φιλοσκάρθμων hi γν%'αοτῶν ἡ μ ('ν ἐῆς παλάμης άπισι ίσατο κνμβαλα * Pf ῖςτ, η δί φιλοκρόταλος άπιθήκατο τι·μπαι·α ^ιρώ», άλλη βοτρυόω οααν άνηκόχπιζιν όπώρην, άλλη νικταρίοισι σνιχυλισθηαι κνπ/λλοις· πολλαι δ’ αιττοκυλιστο»· απ< ρρΐ^κιιπο κανί η ήάυμίλή σύριγγα και ϊμπίΌον αιλο* Άθηνης. ιυς ό’ ότ< τις μ<τἀ χ<ΐμα γαληναιη πήρα λόχμη γ ι ΙΊ'( φίλου Φα ΐΟοντος ιόών ?·ρι!ήμΗροτον ώρην1 ποιμην κώμοι· tyttρ< , ονιινρχηοηι-το hi Ν νμφαι άφνω δ’ ἐκ σκοπόλοιο χνθη *νκλοι·μ€ΐΌν vhtup κνμαοι πνργιυθιιπος όρ< ααιχιπον ποτάμοΐοφ ανταρ ο συριζων άπισασατυ πηκτίόα ^npJn δειμαινων θρασν χ ι ν μα χαραδραίον πσταμοΐο, ο'ώαλώυ μη μήλα κατακρνφιι< ίΰρω· ως ο γε Ttpijnvoov σκιδάαας άλάλαγμα χοριιης €ΐς ορος νφικαρηνον άνάμπνκας ηλασ< Ηοχ^·ας και κλονίων άχόριντος άλημονα θηλιά· Τῖνι·ω, θηγαλίον βουπληγα όόρων, καμηλιον "ΙΙρης, χαλκοχιτων Ανκοοργος άτιυχίι μάρνατο Ηοκ^αι
1 Τ€ρφίμβροΤ€ ποιμψ >Ι«ν, thf text from a corrrrlion in F.
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DIONYSIACA, XX. 317-345
how the gates of Lycurgos were festooned with the mutilated limbs of Dionysos. I am no Boiotian king, this is not Thebes, this is not Semele’s house, where women have labour by thunderclap and bring forth their baseborn children by lightning. You brandish a vinebound thyrsus, I wield a poleaxe ; and I will cleave your oxforehead down the middle, and break off your curved horns ! ”
325	With these words, he beat the nurses of Dionysos with his poleaxe ° and chased them away ; and the dancing women—one shook Rheia’s cymbals from her palm, one put down the tambourine from her rattle-loving hands, another shot away her bunches of grapes, another fell with the cups of nectar ; many threw down melodious panspipes and Athena’s breathing hoboy to roll over each other in the dust. As after storm, near the peaceful woods, a shepherd sees the delightful season of cloudless Phaethon,b and wakes a revel while the Nymphs join his dance; then suddenly the water comes rolling from the rocks and the waves are piled up as the river pours down from the mountains, the whistler throws the pipes out of his hands, fearing the bold flood of the river in torrent lest it overwhelm the sheep with swollen stream—so Lycurgos scattered the happy jubilant dancers, and drove the Bacchants unchapleted to the high hills ; he pursued them in no dancing fashion, that disbanded army of women; and in his armour of bronze, carrying the sharp poleaxe, Hera’s treasure, he made war upon Bacchos unarmed. Now
β A half quotation of II. vi. 135.
6 The text is confused here ; as there is no clear indication what is right, a reading is chosen which makes sense.
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και κέλαΒον βροιπαΐην έπέκτνπς Βι·σμαχος *\\ρη, μητρυιη βαρνόονπος ίπιβριθονσα Ni^wv, καί μιν άΐ'ίτττοίησι βαρνζήλου 6« θιαίνης νφι κορνοαομέιαμ έλιλιζ^το y-oi/mra 11α«χν(’ έλπιτο γάρ Κρονίιυια npotiari^tiv \ικοοργαν, αιθέριου πατάγοιο τῶτοι· ῖμιταίον mntvo ταρβαλέοις Bi πόΒ*σαι φι»πὸιι· άχίχητχ>ς όΒιτης γλαυκ·όν ’Κριώραιὐτ rr» Λ ι·οα ro χ χ μα θολά οχτης Τόν 8ί Ηἐπς βνΟίη φιλία» πτ\χιαιν άγοστιΖ, καί μιν ῖσω δάιχΜῬα ττοΛί’φΛοάτβοιο μέλαθρον χ<ροΙ φιλοξιΙι·οισιν Άραφ ησττάζιτο Νῆ/κνὶ* τοι* Bi παριγγορέιον φιλί at μ* χλι£ατο pilfto
Κίπέ, τί αοί, λιανική, χατηφέις <iotr trrurrrtu, ου σε χαμαιγ<νέυ»ν * \ράβα»ν στρατός, ον σ· Λαιίιτω» θΐ'ητός αι·ηρ ι ίκησ<, καί ον βροτέην φνγις αιχμήν άλλα λιός Kportdao κασιγιηγτη όαμαρ *\\ρη ονραιόθςν κϊκόρνστο αιηαιχμά^οναα Λνχονργψ,
IIρΐ] και μςνέχαρμος *Λρΐ/ς χ ιΑ*«*χ αιθήρ, τέτρατος ἡι· Λνκόοργος ό πολικός’ ι·φιμ/Βα.tv hi πολλάκι σός γα-έτης πρόμος αιθέρας <Ικαθ<ν * Μμτ). σοι πλέον έοοςται ινχος, όταν μαχάρινν τις ένίφτ], οττι λιος μεγαλοιο όαμαρ και σνγγοιχχ Ί{ρη χεῖρας έάς θινρηζιν άΟιορηκτιρ Λιoiikfo» ’’
Γοία παρτ)γορέο>ν H ρο μ it,j μνθέμτατο Si)p€ iV-και χαροποΐς ροθίοισι καλνπτομένου λιονναου ασχαλοων \νκόοργος ές νΒατα ρήζ<ν ιιυΐρ “ ΑΓ0ε ττατῆρ με Βίόαξι
μςτά κΑοιόγ έργα θαλάσσης, (ος κεν αςθλςυσαιμι και ιχθνβάλιον ές άγῶ>Μ 140
DIONYSIACA, XX. 346-373
the cruel stepmother bore hard on Lyaios—invincible Hera thundered louda and made him quake; the knees of Bacchos trembled, as the jealous resentful goddess armed herself on high. For he thought Cronion was fighting for Lycurgos, when he heard the thunderclaps rolling in the heavens. He took to his heels in fear and ran too fast for pursuit, until he plunged into the gray water of the Erythraian sea.
354 But Thetis in the deeps embraced him with friendly arm, and Arabian Nereus received him with hospitable hands, when he entered within the loud-resounding hall. Then he comforted him Λνίίΐι friendly words, and said :
358 “ Tell me, Dionysos, why are your looks despondent ? No army of earthborn Arabs has conquered you, no pursuing mortal man, you fled from no human spear ; but Hera, sister and consort of Zeus Cronides, has armed herself in heaven and fought on the side of Lycurgos—Hera and stubborn Ares and the brazen sky : Lycurgos the mighty was only a fourth. Often enough your father himself, the lord of heaven ruling on high, had to give way to Hera ! You will have all the more to boast of, when one of the Blessed shall say—Hera consort and sister of mighty Zeus took arms herself against Dionysos unarmed ! ”
369 So speaking, Nereus tried to console Bacchos. And while Dionysos was hiding in the bright waves, Lycurgos indignant shouted aloud to the water—
372 “I wish my father had taught me not war alone, but how to deal with the sea ! Then I would take a
° Absurd: only Zeus, and occasionally by his permission, Athena ever thunders.
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άγρ€νσας Αιοιναον, υποβρνχιιον O αητό *όλ*τα#ν Λυδόν ἐμον θ(ρ*ίποιπη το δ* vt*μοι- «ιί	«η·ρω J75
άλλ’, err«i ου μάθον ῖμγα ^α.Χ^<7σοτ?0ρα»ν αλιιγαν και βνθίης ο ν κ οΙό<ι δολορρ*ιά*ος ΛοΛθ»* αγρηςφ AtVKoOtlft t \( heap α βαθι·ρροον, *ισοΚ€ πονTOW και at και or καλ* ova ι μ* τοιττησιο \\*λικ€ρτηνφ σνγγονον αίμα ό*ροντα' or χρ^ος «ττι σιΑι^ρον, VO οι) χθονίον βουπλΐρ^ος όφ* ίδιος t αΑλα j^an^ur ίχθνβόΧιον, iva St*in< c	βυθόν άλμης
όνδόμνχον Α ιό wo ον άφαρπάζοχη θαλάσσης' ιχθύ βόλο ι, Χηρήος * ρ* νιητηρι ς όιαιλισν, δίκτυα μ ἡ rcroOcr/rm πΧιόσητ* θαλάσσης t W άλλἀ Χίνοις ΛιοιΙ·σοι’ όρνσαατ*· Α<νκοΰόη €ί? χθόνα νοστηα*ι* σιπιγριιθιιοα \χ*αίψ, και θρασύ*τ	ί/ιό»· οίκοι- όμαρτησ*u Παλαῆια/ν
άβρό κτοις ptXtfaair υποδρόμισίον \\κ·κφηχρ, όφρα Χιττιυν %\\φνρ*ιαν cLA(rp«<^Va/i· δρόμοι iTrrttvv 380 δίφρον όμόν ζίΐ^ικ»· όπιχθονίη παρά φάτνη, αντος όμον και Μάκρος όττ<ίο»*ς· «Γ<· δόμος «<ττω, cfs δόμος αμφοτόροιαι, ΙΙαλαίμοιι και Λιονὐτῳ."
*Ώ$· eirriLir Λτε^όλιοτο, καί ητηιλησ* θαλάσση και ποΧιίυ Νηρηι, και rjOtXt πόιπον ίμάασίιν. 395 Ζευ? δε παττ)ρ ιάχησιν άμαιμακότιρ Ανκοόργψ·
Α φραιι·ας, Ανκόοργ*, μάτην ανόμοια ιν όρίζων χαζ€θ σόΐσι ττοδεσσι»·, ῖακ optnoair όποιπαί.
€κλν€ς, α>ς το παροιθα- όρ*σσιχντιυ παρά πηγῇ γνμιην Ύαρζσίας θηησατο μον\-οι Άθηνηνφ	400
• See χ. 122.
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DIONYSIACA, XX. 374-400
turn at the fishermen’s game, and fish for Dionysos, and drag this Lydian out of the bosom of the deep to land again for my servant ! But since I have not learnt the work of seafaring fishers, and know nothing of the tricks of hunting in the deep with a cunning mesh of nets, you may have Leucothea’s house in the watery deep,0 until I can dislodge both you and Melicertes b as they call him, another of your kin. I want no steel‘for that, or this merciless poleaxe which belongs to the land. I want fishermen, to dive into the depth of the Erythraian brine and drag Dionysos from his refuge in the sea.
384 “ Ho Fishermen ! searchers of the haunts of Nereus ! Spread not your nets for the denizens of the deep, but haul out Dionysos in the meshes ! Let Leucothea be caught along with Lyaios, and let her come back to the land; let bold Palaimonc come with them to my house, let him dry his body and be slave to Lycurgos ! Then he may leave the courses of his seabred horses round Ephyreia,d and yoke my car beside a terrestrial manger, he and Bacchos grooms together. Let there be one house—one house for both, Palaimon and Dionysos.”
394 Thus full of fury he railed at the sea, and hoary Nereus, and wished to flog the deep.e But Father Zeus cried aloud to Lycurgos in his raging—
397 “ You are mad, Lycurgos, you challenge the winds in vain ! f Away on your feet, while your eyes can still see ! You have heard how a while ago by a trickling spring in the mountains Teiresias only
d Corinth. The Isthmian Games on the Isthmus of Corinth were established in honour of Palaimon.
* Like Xerxes.
1 From Callim. Hymn to Delos 112.
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ου δόρυ θούρον άαρ* και ον ττοΧίμι^ς θιθιΛ·η, ςμττης μοννον όττα>ττ< και ιάλ*σ* 4*γγος onunrtK* ΓοΓον €ττος κατ* λ«£* όι’ ψ ρος ιψιμ/δωτ Ζ*1·* &υσσςβίην ιττίροτΐλον όηττινων \ι‘κοόργον.
• Πιγ story U fn»m ι «Him. tlymm* ψ S7 9
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saw Athena naked—he lifted no furious spear and made no attack on the goddess, he only saw, and yet lost the sight of his eyes.” a
403 Such was the rebuke of Zeus who rules on high, spoken through the air when he saw the outrageous impiety of Lycurgos.
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ΛΙΟΝΊ'ΙΙΙΛΚυΝ ΚΙΚοίΤΟΝ IIIliTON
Κῖςοστόν τριύτιστυν Ιχι ι ^όΛοι- mtHnytuot* και μόθον % Αμβροοιης ρηζτμΌρα και λόχον Ι»όω*
Ούδε Λρναιτιάόης ττροπ'ρης ίβελὴσατο χαρμτμ άλλἀ Χαβάη· βοιττλ·ψ/η
τ6 Λ<vttpen «ι«ν»^ι Χηχμτ^ς . . .
(θι·(α Μασσαριόιυν διζημιιχχ;. ’ \μβροαίτ) hi δώκ( μόνος καί Ράραος άριιμηιις ηιράνχος <Λ«ι*ς, η τότε βακχινθιισα κατάσχω τος οιΛμαη Χνασιγς Λ μάρμαρον ηόρ~αζ(, καταιχ^ιάζοικτα \vKOVpyov, και βριαρην τρν&ίλιιαν α ττ» στι^λι^ε κομάωγ ανταρ ο Οαρσιμις <τ.<μάριπτο μιιζοιι V4Tp*p τρηχαλίίο, και στόρι-α βοιάττιδος ήλαθ4 Νίγιἐγ οόδἐ μιν (τρτρ·ιξ(, χάλια ό% άιηικατο φωνήν 10 *Αρ(ς, cim£ ττοΑ/μοιο,
τταπρ κ pm < polo Ανκονργον, α'ώόμειος σκοττίαζι ποι· */0ιό»· ά»*τι Λναίον οότιδαιῆν άσίόηρον οισπι·οιτα yv»*u«ra. πόντο? ίμότ βοικτλήγα βιάζιται* ό· ροθίοις γὰρ • κρνπτ€το μιν Λιοιχ·σος, ἐτῷ δ’ άρρηκτος 0ό»υω» 14 Ιξομαι €ΐς (μοι· άστν, τγοιό»· ό’ άτ/λεστον ὼῆσαι.“ Είτε πεν 'Αμβροσίψ· ό( μ όσην γνιαλκόι 04σμά» χειρι Χάβουν (~uζι καί	όισμά καθάφαι,
ola δορικτήτην μ(τανάστιον (ϊς δόμον ίλχιον,
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BOOK XXI
The twenty-first contains Earthshaker’s wrath, and the man-breaking battle of Ambrosia, and the Indian ambush.
Nor did Dryas’ son forget the first combat. He seized the poleaxe, and a second time went in search of the troops of Bassarids in the forest. But heavenly Zeus gave courage and warlike boldness to Ambrosia, and then possessed of a wave of Mild madness she raised a stone and hurled it at Lycurgos, knocking off the ponderous helmet from his locks. But he boldly attacked with a larger stone all jagged, and drove at the chest of the soft-eyed nymph. He did not overthrow her however, and he cried out in rage—
11 “ Ares, lord of war, father of strong Lycurgos ! Can you see without shame your son attacking a weak unarmed woman, instead of Lyaios ? The sea is too strong for my poleaxe, for Dionysos was hidden in the waves ; I have had my journey in vain, and I will return to my own city, and leave my task unfinished.”
17 He spoke, and seizing Ambrosia round the waist he held her fast in his limb-compressing hands ; he wished to throw her into bonds and to drag her to his
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παιδοκόμον Βρομιοιο φ* ptuv Oiaauf0ta Χόμ+ην, άμφιτόμιυ βονπΧτρ/ι μιταφριι^ι όουλι/ι vvoawtr, ου δἐ μιν ίσταμόνιμ· α» <ο< ipaotv, cn«&* * λν&ρψ άρτιχότιυ φοινιζιι άραααομβι*>ιο καρι)*χ>ν (ΐλλα φνγ( OfHurvv άνδρα και «ι>£ατο μ·ηηρ* Ι 041} *Αμβροσίη κροκοπι πΧι*ς, οπιυς \v*oopyw αΑι·ἐπ Γαῖα δι καρποτοκία πιταασαμόΐ'η άμφίποΧον Ηρομιοιο φιλιρορ* δ<(ατο κόλιτψ *Αμβροσίην ζοχηναν aiarufOtiaa δ· Νύμφί)
€ις φίττον €Ιδος άμα φ* και άμπ <λο*ις oapTfV δ* αιτοιΧικτυι * πιπΧ·ξασα \ν*ονργον άγχονίω σφτ'/κωαα ομοζνγον αόχ«Ίη δ<θμψ, μαρναμάη) μιτά Οι·ρσον α ττ» ιΧητήρ* *ορ*μβ*ο.
Και φιηόν αΐ’διμν ζομιι·ης ποιηαατο *! *<ιη ἡμερίδα»»' βααιΧ·ηι χαρίζομαι) Λυηιι>ω *Αμβροσίη δ’ oAoAt^r καί *μπνοο%· ΐαχ4 φωνή* Οό&ἐ, ὁιττοι' πιρ iovaa, τ«ἡι· ποτε &ῆρι* αλιξιυ, σόν δόλιας οι/τήσιο καί Λ ί ρ»* σιν, αντί ααρτμ χαΧκ€ιης (ίΧντοις at π* ριαφίγξαιμι Γ<Π)λθΐΓ €1? σε καί αμτ7<λό<ί?σα κορίΌοομαι, άφρα τις «ῖνῃ
Βασσαρίδες· κτίήοιόι καί ί» ττ<ταΛο«σι φοντ/ας φνταΧιας π(φνΧαξο μαχπμιονας άιπιβίονς yap ημ^ριδίς βάλΧονσι και αιχμάζοναιν οπώρα* σοι μαχομην ζιυονσα και άΧλνμόνη at όαμάσσω ovtoj αριοπινονσι Suuviooio τι&ηναι.
€κΧν€ζ €ΐναΧίην όχκιημδα, πώς «Υ* πόντοι ιχθνς βαιος άναΧχις όπόχρα< ποΧΧάκι νανταις
β Plainly nuxlcllrtl on th«· story of lui hitr, for «ΗκΙ ef. on ii. 108.
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house like a captive foreigner, to drive off a nymph from the company of Bromios’s nurses, pricking her slave’s back with the doubleheaded poleaxe. But she stood, and he could not drag her away, nor could he smash her skull in a mess of blood. Saffronrobe Ambrosia fled the bold man and prayed to Mother Earth to save her from Lycurgos. And the Earth, mother of all fruits, opened a gulf, and received Ambrosia the nurse of Bromios alive in a loving embrace.® The nymph disappeared and changed her shape to a plant—she became a tine-shoot, which of itself coiled its winding cord round the neck of Lycurgos and throttled him with a tight noose, battling now with threatening clusters as once with the thyrsus.
33	Rheia indignant gave a voice to the plant, that she might show her favour to Dionysos king of gardenvines ; so Ambrosia uttered a breathing voice and shrilled high and loud :
36	“ Never will I cease to fight with you, plant though I am ! Even as one of the world of plants I will wound you ! I have no brazen chain, but I will choke you with inextricable leaves ! I will attack you although a vine, that people may say— * Bassarids kill murderers, even when they are part of the world of leaves ! * You have to fear even vegetable warriors, for vines can shoot their enemies, and grapes can stab them ! I fought you alive, and dead I will vanquish you. See how the nurses of Dionysos play the heroes ! Have you heard of the seafish called holdtheship,bhow in the sea a little weak
b The “sucking fish,” Arist. Hist. An. ii. 14. 4, Latin remora. Oppian, Halieutica i. 212, says it is like an eel, a cubit long, and able to stop any ship, which is false.
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αφ ανασίΐράζινν, ολίγα» b% ι*πο χάαματι Ααιμον μηκ€&αΐ'ηι· ανίκοφιι κατάσχιτο* όλχά&α &4σμψ; δἐ£ο μ€ χίρσαίην βχ<%Ί)ίλη, Λ*£ο ττ^ττὴαιν avTcm^brji' ιιυίόηρον tρατταφι Χοιο κν&οιμοΰ. μιμΐ’£ μοι, αντόΟι μίμκ όι^γμ4\*>ς ι*ία ΗιΛῖνι^ς, €ΐαόκ€ νοοτι]α<ιι θαλησοαιιαν μ πο « ολ π αι ν
ΤοΓα μ«ι* αμτπΧόιαοα κηρνμβοφάρψ φάτο φαίτη 'Αμβροσίη ταιιφνΧΧος, όραοαομ4%ΧΗθ \vxotfpyov και χλοίροΐς όισμοιοι κοτασμτος άγριος αι·ηρ άρραγιων άτό-αΛΤο* αλνκτυττ<07)θι π«τῆλα>ν άμφιπαγης «ίλάλαςο α re «Α* »«*>*’ Λνηιθιν ovb( φυγεΐν σΡιιχχ; «*χ<, μό-την b' ἐ^ι*χκ*σ»κ aniyxj) οιτηδαι·αΓς ίλί*«σσι τ:* ρίττΧι>*οι· 0»^4p4unnr ovbt δέ ασφαράγοιο μ·ση rtopflpetira όω»^ ΡΧιβομινον στίφαιι^ι «· ι * ,lt.xm»Tu λ« Βοα^ο* ανχόνα μιτρο»θ* ιτα μόοον πιΛΤῆρ* »>·ρΐ μἱλ/· καί 7Τίλ(κνι· όασττλτ/τα bopvoatx>^ ηρττηοιν * Αρτης ναιΒας ίου* Βρομίτμ· yrip »Λ<(λ„ At«maAa Βῶτχττ*. μτ^ φονίιυ βοιλττλἡγι b»μας rrXr^m Avtcovpyov ovbe ApvaiTuibrp· χΧυ* p<Zi «τνλῖ·σατο ϊΗαμάΖι, και μήλα ττιρ ττοΟ<ο»ν, στtporrfj 3* ιιτό«ι£« τοπῆος δο 1/7701' άττιιλητηρα Αιο·ς βροιταίον ·ί*υ*ΌΛ και δολίων 7τροΟ(Χνμ ιχ>ι· t ττ ι ττ ρηγνθι ί/τα κηρτρχρ άνδρός άμαιμακιτοιο κόμην Γ·Αηφ* Π ολικού» * γαστερι δ άι~τιβιον μαι ni>b<α y^tipa βαλοι·σα, ατττομ£\Ύΐ θιυρηκος, ανόστταοιι άρτταγι παλμψ, χωομ€ΐ,η δ ΐρρηξ( μαχτ^μονις, «Γττατε, Μτ.Γχται,
SO
14
eo
70
• These names arc mostly invrntrd, but ιοπκ ·γτ known
elsewhere in lcpenrl. Anibro**m, t’h**ylri· and Poijrto arr
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creature has often attacked a crew, pulls back their vessels, and with a small gaping mouth holds up a long freightship firm and fast ? Here I am, your holdtheship on land ! Here are my leaves, with a selfacting fetter not made of steel, for the battle of the valiant vine ! Stand, I say, stand and wait for the son of Thyone, when he shall return from the bosom of the sea ! ”
53 So cried Ambrosia out of the vine with her grapy voice, whipping Lycurgos with her long foliage ; and the wild man caught in the fresh green bonds, immovable, smothered all round in the galling fetters of leaves which he could not tear, roared defiance against Dionysos. He had no strength to escape ; in vain he shook his throat wound about with the tiny tendrils in strong constraint. His voice could find no ferry through the gullet throttled with wreathing growths. The Bacchant women thronged round him, his neck confined in the middle of the stifling clusters.
63	Spearaiaster Ares caught up his son’s frightful axe ; for he feared that the mad Bacchants might strike the body of Lycurgos with that bloody poleaxe ; but he did not release Dryas’ son from the leafy bonds, much as he desired to do it—he gave way on hearing the threatening sound of Zeus’s thunder, and at the flash of his father’s lightning.
69 Polyxo ° threw herself upon the head of the raving man, and tore out long locks of hair by the roots. She laid a furious hand on the belly of her foe, seized the corselet, wrenched it off with predatory force, burst it in her rage—declare, O warrior
names of Hyades, Hyginus, Fab. 192. 2. Gigarto is Grape-seed-woman ; Eriphe, kid.
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οίον Ζην τότε Θαύμα ΧαϊζομέικΗΟ θηλντέροις όΐ'νχ*σσι. αιόηρ*ιον ττ*ρ «οντοτ—* και ταναοις πλέζασα λιγ·οις *λιχΐυό<η a*tpr,%
Κ λειτὴ λνσα'θ(ΐρα και (ifir*Xr*aaa Ι ιγαρτιο ινπίτάλα) μάστιγι ό*ιιας φηιιιξ* \ι·*οάργου αιμαλ(Τ) σμοώιγγι χαραπαομέιχυι· ϊττ\ iwrun Φλειὡ δ’ tvpintpijtn κατέγραφπ ταρσον άχα*&ΐι% απ·ο/ιανὺς· %\\ρίφη Λ< σν\*μπορος ϊ ,<ραφκ4ΜΤη δρα^α/κτῆ μέσσοιο δασί'Τριχος αιΘ* ριααίΌς ai’hpa βαλΰι· μίνιαο«ι «π	μαρικίμένη δἐ
Βακχεὑμ Φασάληα κνβ* ριαρπιρα χάρτης Χυσμ(νέος Kahuna κατέγρι4*ν ο£<ι κικτρψ' και θ(6πη κικόρικττα, τιΘηιπρτιιρα \txnov, ρινοτόριυ νάρΘηκι λ*μας V ηρασα* Λνκοι ργον και Ηρομιη Ηρομίοιο φ*ρ*α\Λψος· αϊς άμα Νὑμὑπ Κισση'ις φιλόβοτρνς έμάστι«ν αι*ρα κισοψ.
Και πολέμα) Χρικκιπι βιαζομένον \νκοοργον πημα φάιη] πάλιν άλλο κηκιάτ* ρον ’ Λρραβιτ] γάρ πόιπιοί' (ια·οσιγαιον ορ*στιης ατπλιο* σχιζομέvojv καιηχηΧόν άκοιπισπήρα θιμέΘλων καί 8απέ8ον βαθι’κολποι άπ*(ττιφχλιξιν οχηα αιχμάζιυν τριόόοιπι θαλαασομέόιυΐ έιχκιίχθotvt (ι·8ομνχοις αι·(μοισιν ιμασαομέιχυν κ*\tutvutv, γ(ΐοπόνοις ανέμοισιν, ιπ*ι ιχαμητορι π>ιλμ*1» χάσματα κοιλαίνοικτι σισ^μότα φαιλάίχς ανραι ' Αρραβίης δ’ άτινακτος έσ* ι*το κόλπος άρονρτης, αγχιι^φη δε μ€λαθρα τινάκτορι AiVro παλμό) καί 8ρύ(ς €i? χθόιη πιπτον, άρασσόμινος δἐ τ/χαί·ῃ Νὐτιο? αμφΐ€λικτος * \ραφ οιρχτρτατο πν^μτρτ 1
741
:si

90
100
1 Koechly has interrhangxni t)>c second tudves o( the»* lwt> lines, as given in the ms ν
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Muses ! what a wonder that a woman’s nails should tear apart this gear, made of steel though it was ! —Cleite with hair flowing free had plaited a twining rope of withies, and Gigarto of the vines, with the whip of twigs, scored the body of Lycurgos with red bleeding weals over the torn shoulders. Phleio scratched the sole of his foot with bunches of thorns, maddened dreadfully. Eriphe the companion of Eiraphiotes clutched at the man’s hairy throat, with a mind to throw him back on the ground, Phasy-leia the leader of the Bacchanal dance, fought and scratched the enemy’s flank with a sharp spike. Theope Lyaios’s nurse armed herself with a skintearing fennel. Bromie, who bore the name of Bromios, also beat the body of Lycurgos ; and with them Cisseis, that grapeloving nymph, flogged the man with ivy.
90 So Lycurgos was tormented by the warring plants ; but now a trouble appeared worse than any. For Rheia of the mountains armed against Arabia the seagod, Earthshaker who splits the foundations of the earth with a crash, and hurls them about. Then Earthshaker the ruler of the sea struck with his trident, and knocked away the great bar which held up the wide floor of the land, while the caverns of the earth were beaten by internal winds, subterranean winds,® for blasts in the hidden parts hollow out grinning chasms with moving shock. The unshakable soil of Arabia quaked, cloudcapt palaces were dissolved by the shattering shock; trees fell to the earth, and the firm ground about Arabian Nysa struck by the trident shook and danced. The elm lay on the
° The usual cause of earthquakes, according to ancient theorists.
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110
116
και ττττλίη χθον'ι κτΐτο, κόμην S ι και ισττατο δαφτη, και ττίτυς αντόρριζος Ικίκλιτο γ«ιτο»ι vfvxij.
"Οόςα μ* ν (ΐΊοαιγαιος, ιττό χθονα λάβρος θήτης, (05 ν±ρτ€ρίιυν κτνΟμώνα μ«τ< ρρίζιοατν ιηιΆω», τόφρα ττ/Λί»’ κακόν άλλο vtιαττρον νλονόμα yap θαι·ομα·αι μάστιγι δρακίατοκόμοιο Μτγαιρης Ννσιάδίς τανρηδον t μι·κησαντο γχιπΐχΐς, σφιυιτόρινν τι κ tun· δηλημοι* ς' *σσ νμάνη Si η μιν άι-ηκόΐτιζπ· Λ* ψ pa καιρόν αλήτην ητρόθιν ττροκάρηι-αν αλιοβιμταιτα κοιιρ, η δι φίλον βρ<φκ>ς «ΓΛκ< , και ανκ ΐμνησατο μαζον* άλλη παιδο^χ·νιυ παλάμην Φοαι^« <η ιηΥα δαιτρεάσασα, *α» ίπλιτο μαινας Ayainj, και σφτ,τίροις τ*κτ\ασιν ιτ:«λραμον, άμτιτόχονς Si vie ας, ονς (λόχι ι·οαν. ι μκττι λλοι-τα μαχαιμη . . .
1 άλλος ν ττ arm'} α α ιον μηνιαία 11 α»·»-ς ιμάσβλην €ΐς c*νοττην άγρανλον Άραι!/ βακχ*tWro νοιμήν.
Τοῖα μιν οιστρήιιτι δόλο» κιηιαινιτο βοντης δαιτρ€νιυν ίά τίκνα, καί t*u«ic <,.\/ι!τι»η^ων παιδοβόροις γτια^σαι- ιτκχτφαΛ/αη* Si βατήρων άτροφον άρσινόπαιδα τόκον τνμβ·νσατο γαστήρ .	.*
Ιλυμὸάα»»’ τταλάμησι πολνγι-χιμτττοις Si ντττ^λοις άμφιτταγης τπττίόητο, και ον γόνυ *άμφ* Αυαίψ, 1SS οι) Λα X<.lpcι τιταικν, αλιζτ}ταραν άιαγκης, ον βροντής φόβον ιΙχιϊ" άτηιλήαας S« προσάπτω χά)€το Βασσαρίδ^σσπ'* ττιασνμί\*ην Si καρήνω ασπροττην €νοησ€, και ονχ ιττό<ι£< \i*iup-βάλλετο δ* ivOa και ΐνΟα, τΓολι·σττ«ρ^α/ν Si βολάων 130
120
1 Marcellus would trans|*»**· to follow »rlL IS*.
* Something has fallt-n out with the ntranlnjc suggested.
α Who killtxl hrr **<>n I’cnthrus : srr ν. 199, x, 6.
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ground, the laurel s leaves were in the dust, the pine self-uprooted lay beside the fir.
105 While Earthshaker with wild subterranean blasts shook the roots of the hollows and caverns below, a new calamity came :	the woodranging
Nysian women, lashed by the whip of dragonhair Megaira, bellowed like bulls and murdered their children. One would rush forward and throw her boy flying into the air, sliding headlong from the air into the dust. Another dragged her own baby along the ground, and forgot the breast. Another stained her hand with childslaying steel, and carved her son like another mad Agaue.® So they rushed on their own children, the newborn sons whom they had brought forth, and cut them piecemeal with the knife.6 Beside them the Arabian shepherd crouching under Pan’s whip ran amok among the animals.
120 So the oxherd, seething by the god’s maddening device, carved up his children, and feasted on his owii sons with child-devouring jaws : the belly of delirious drovers was the tomb of their own boys, whom they should have cared for. All the while Lycurgos was beaten by the Nymphs’ hands. He was fast bound with many knots of leafage smothering him. Yet he bent not a knee before Lyaios, held not out a hand to Zeus for mercy in his extremity, feared not the thunder, but glared with fury at the Bassarids. He saw the lightning flash against his head, and would not yield to Lyaios. Blows fell on him from all sides, but he stood unmoved
b After that a considerable portion is lost, the sense being: “ Dionysos cunningly sent insanity among the herdsmen and they too murdered their children.”
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τοσσατίην εστηκε μενών αντί£οον ορμήν, ^ νΑρεα μοννον εχων χραισμητορα, μοΰνος ε ριζών 7,ψί, Ποσειδάωνι, Ί Vt?, ΧΘονι, Χηρει, Βάπχω. καί μογεων άχάλινον άπερροίβδησεν ιιυην
“ "Αφατε πυρ, φλεζωμεν όλου φίττον,
εν πνρι Κ€ ίσΟω	ΠΛ
Βακχικά ταΰτα πετηλα, και αιθομειης δια πόντον ἡμερίδα? ρίφωμεν νποβρυχίω Αιονυσω, ηνορεης 'Αράβων σημήιον clAAri και αυτή δε^αμετῆ κατά κύμα Θἐτι? πνρίκαυτον όπώρην τεφρην άμπελόεσσαν άποσβεσσειε θαλάσση.	140
Λύσατε φάσματα ταΰτα και αίόλα μάγγανα δεσμών* μάγγανα Χηρειδων ΙΙοσιδἡια ταΰτα δοκενω' λύσατε, και ροθίοις με πελάσσατε· μαιτιπόλω γαρ ΙΙρωτει φαρμακόεντι κορύσσομαι* άφατε ττ«ι")κην, οφρα μολών παρά πόντον εμω ποινητορι Oυμώ	1ΙΛ
ζεινοδόκον Βρομίοιο καταφάγω Μελικερτην."
Εἷαεν άπειλείων Ααί Χηρε\ και Αιοι·νσω . . . Άρραβίης σχεδόν ηλθεν Έιναλιου δε καμόντα νιεα δενδρηεντος άνεζώγρησε κνδοιμοΰ "Αρεος άορ εχονσα σιδηρεον, άμφι δε ΙΙάκχαις 150 δαιμόνιος γύμνωσε σελασφόρα νώτα μαχαίρης, είς φόβον αιθνσσουσα Κυβηλίδα θήλυν Ενικό* Άμβροσίης δε πετηλα διατμηξασα σιδήρω δεσμούς βοτρυόεντας άπεσφηκωσε Λυκούργον. και χθονός επρήννε τινάκτορα κυανοχαίτην	155
γνωτόν εάν και Ζῆυα πόσιν και μητέρα 'Ρείην, ρνσαμενη Ανκόοργον, όπως εναρίθμιος εΐη άθανάτοις' 'Άραβες δε πολύ κνισών επί βωμών, ώς θεόν, via Δρύαντος εμειλίξαντο ΘυηλαΧς,
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by all this impetuous onslaught of innumerable blows, facing alone Zeus, Poseidaon, Rheia, Earth, Nereus, Bacchos, with only Ares to help him ; and in his pain he shrieked out unbridled defiance :
135 “ Make fire, let us burn all this stuff, let all these Bacchic leaves lie in the flames ! Let us throw the blazing gardenvines into the sea for Dionysos in the deeps, to show the courage of Arabs ! Let Thetis herself catch the scorched fruit in the waves, and quench the burning viny ashes in the sea ! Loose these phantasms, this cunning witchery of bonds ! I see here witchery of the Nereids and Poseidon. Loose me and bring me to the sea ! I will take arms against this prophet-wizard Proteus. Light a torch, that I may go down to the sea in my avenging wrath, and set fire to Melicertes® the entertainer of Bromios ! ”
147	So he spoke, threatening Nereus and Dionysos.
148	Now Herab came to Arabia, and saved the afflicted son of Enyalios from the leafy battle. She held the iron sword of Ares, and bared the flashing blade of the divine glaive over the Bacchants, scattering in flight the army of Cybelid women. She cut through Ambrosia’s leaves with that iron, and untied the bonds of the vine from Lycurgos. She soothed her brother, Seabluehair Earthshaker, and Zeus her husband and Rheia her mother, to save Lycurgos that he might be numbered with the immortals.® For the Arabs on heavy-steaming altars propitiated Dryas’ son as a god with offerings, pouring to Lycurgos, who
0 See ix. 85.
b A line or more has fallen out, introducing Hera.
c Behind this seems to lie the fact that there was a Thracian (not Arabian) god whom the Greeks identified with Lycurgos.
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άντι Διωνίσοιο μελιρραθάμιγγος όπώρης	ΙβΟ
λύθρον επισπένδοντες άβακχεύτω Λυκούργο».
Και τά μῖν ως ήμελλε γέρων χρόι-ος όφέ τελέσσατ Ζευς δε πατήρ, ινα μή τις άγηνορέων βρότος άνήρ άλλος εχων μίμημα δοριθρασέος Λυκούργον μώμον άναστήσειεν άμωμήτιυ Λιοιατσω,	1β5
αινομαι^η Λυκόοργον έθηκατο τνφλον αλήτην, άστεος άγνώστοιο παλινδίνητον όδιτιρ', πομπόν άναγκαίης διζήμενον άτραπιτοιο, πολλάκις αντοκέλευθα περιπταίοιπα πεδιλοις.
Καί τά μεν ἐν σκοπέλοισιν.
'Κρυθραίω δ* ενι πόντψ	170
θυγατέρες Νηρήος Ισω βαθυκνμονος αυλής ειναλίη Διόνυσον έμειλίξαντο τρ*ιπέζη' και Σεμέλης ρίφασα Διιπετέος φθόνον ευνής, οινοφυτω θρασύν ύμνον άνακρούονσα Λναίω, μαία Διωνύσοιο μελίζετο, πόντιας * Ι νά)·	'	175
και Βρομίω γλυκύ νέκταρ από κρητήρος άφύσσων σύντροφος ισοέτηρος έωνοχόει Μέλικέρτης.
ΛΩ? 6 μέν αυτόθι μίμνεν έσω βαθυκύμοι-ος αυλής πόντον έχων πλατύν οίκον, υποβρύχιος μετανάστης' και Θέτιδος βρυόεντι χυθείς έπεκέκλιτο κόλπω' 180 Καδμείην δ* άκόρητος έήν εύπαιδα τιθήΐ'ην αύτοκασιγνήτην προσπτύζατο μητέρος %\νώ, και φιλία» πήχυνε IIαλαίμονα πολλάκι δεσμέμ σύντροφον ίσοέτηρον. άδουπήτω όέ πεδίλω ουκέτι πουλυέλικτον άνακρούουσα χορείην,	185
Βάκχου μή παρεόντος, άνεπτοίητο λ\ιμαλλων ιχνια μαστεύουσα θαλασσοπόροιο Λυαίον και Σάτυρος φιλόμοχθος εχων αγέλαστου όπωπήν ζείνω πένθεϊ κάμνεν, όριπλάγκτοισι δέ χηλαις έτρεχον οίστρήεντες άνά δρυμό Πάνε? αλήται,
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cared nought for Bacchos, libations of blood, instead of the honey dripping vintage of Dionysos.
162 All this Old Time was to accomplish in later days ; but now, in order that no other mortal man should be proud like spearbold Lycurgos, and ridicule Dionysos whom none may ridicule, Father Zeus made mad Lycurgos a blind wanderer; to tramp round and round in the city which he no longer knew, to seek some guide for the path where he must tread, or often on lonely travels with stumbling feet.
170	That is what was done on the mountains. But in the Erythraian sea, the daughters of Nereus cherished Dionysos at their table, in their halls deep down under the waves. Mermaid Ino threw off her jealousy of Semele’s bed divine, and struck up a brave hymn for winepouring Lyaios. Ino the nurse of Dionysos made music ; and Melicertes his foster-brother ladled out nectar from the bowl, and poured the sweet cups for his agemate.
178 So he remained in the hall deep down in the waves, with the broad main for his dwelling, a visitor under the waters, and he lay sprawled among the seaweed in Thetis’s bosom ; he embraced never satisfied Cadmos’s daughter, Ino his nurse, mother of a noble son, sister of his own mother, and often he held in the loving prison of his arms Palaimon his yearsmate, his foster-brother. The Mimallon with quiet shoe no longer trod the noisy turns of the dance, for Bacchos was not there; she was hunting for tracks of Lyaios now under the sea. The Satyr so full of energy showed a face unsmiling, and languished in sorrow strange to him. The Pans wandered wild through the woods with hillranging hoof, Pans in search of Dionysos,
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Πάνε?, έρευνητηρες ακήρυκτου λιοννσον Σειληνός δ* άχόρευτος, άκηδέα κύμβαλα ριφας,
Κ€Ϊτο κατηφιόων’ )\ρονιη δ ελελιζετο Χνμφη Μάκρι? ἐπενίἡνοιο Auvinjooio τιθηυη,
Βακχείης όμόδιφρος ένκιήμιδος άτημης.	19S
ῶς οι μὶν δεδόνηιπο κατηφέες' άχι-νμένοις Bi Σκέλμις άκνμάντοιο λιπών κενθμώικι θαλάσσης πατρωην αμίαντον έήν ήλαυνεν απηχηην, νόστον επερχομένοιο προαγγέλλω ν Αιοιύσον.
"Οφρα μιν άμφεπε Βάκχο?
αλίτροφα δεΙπχ·α τραπέζπς,	200
τόφρα δἐ Καυκασίοιο δι* ούρεος εις πάλιν Ινδῶν οίνοφντου Βρομίοιο ποδήνεμος Γκετο κηρνξ ταυροφυης, νόθον είδος· ἐχιυν κεραελκέι μορφή, άντίτνπον μίμημα Σ,εληναίησι κ€ραίαις, αΙγός όρεσσινόμοιο περί χροι δέρμα σνιάψας, 205 αύχενίη κληϊδι καθειμένον έζ ενός ώμου, δεξιτεροΰ πλευροιο κατι)ορον εις τττνχα μηρού, άμφοτέρης εκάτερθε παρηιδος ονατα σείων, ως ονος ονατόεις, λάσιος δέμας έκ μεσάτης δέ ὶἐνο? αντοέλικτος έσύρετο σνγγοιος ούρή.	210
Άμφι δέ μιν γ€λόωντ€ς έπέρρεον αίθοπες Ινδοί, εισόκεν έγγύς ικανήν, όπη διδνμόζυγι όιφρω έζετο Αηριάδης περιμήκετος, ορχαμος άνόρων, ήλιβάτων στατδν Ιχνος άναστέλλων ελεφάντων, και Σατυρω γελόων φιλοκέρτομον ιαχε φωνήν 215 “ Οιους Αηριάδτ) διδυμόχροας άνδρας ίάλλει ταυροφυης Αιόνυσος, αθύρματα δηιοτητος, άλλοφυ€Ϊς, ον φέοτας δλην βροτοειδέα μορεφην,
Θηρών είδος έχοντας, έπει διδυμάονι μορφή
β Otherwise Celmis, one of the Dactyloi, but Nonnos (xir. 160
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and heard no word of him. Seilenos danced no more, threw away his cymbals unheeded, lay with downcast looks. Cronian Maoris the nurse of nevermourning Dionysos trilled her lament, she who used to share the basket of the well-spoked car of Bacchos. So they were all restless and sad. But Scelmis a left the caves of the waveless deep, and drove his father’s unwetted car, to tell them the tidings in their sorrow that Dionysos was coming back.
200 While Bacchos enjoyed the hospitality of the sea, the windfoot courier of vineplanting Bromios traversed the Caucasos 6 mountains to the Indian city. He had the shape of a bull, a borrowed form bearing horns, the very image of the horns of Selene c; the skin of a mountain goat was thrown over his body, and hung over one shoulder from the collar-bone draping his right side down to the fork of the thigh ; he shook a pair of long ears like the ears of an ass beside his two cheeks, and he was covered with hair, with a self-wagging tail that grew out from between his loins.
211	The swarthy Indians crowded about him laughing, until he approached the place \vhere huge Deriades, that king of men, sat in his chariot-and-pair. He checked the steps of his towering elephants, and laughing spoke to the Satyr in words of raillery :
216 “ What doubleshaped men bullform Dionysos sends to Deriades ! what playthings for a soldier ! Monsters, not creatures having a wholly human shape ! They have the form of beasts ! for with a
39) makes him one of the Telchines. His father therefore is Poseidon, ibid. 40.
b This is the Hindu Kush; when Alexander the Great discovered it, he thought it was the real Caucasus.
e See note above, p. 49.
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eioi νόθοι ταύροι τε καί άνερες' άμφότερον γαρ 220 καί βοός {Ιδος εχουσι και άνδρομεοιο ττροσωπου. * 221 Έννεπε, και πολεμοιο προάγγελα σήματα φαινων 2*7 ἀσπίδα ποι/αλουωτον άφειδει τύψε μαχαίρη μεσσοφανη περίκυκλον ες όμφαλόν εκ δε βοείης χαλκος άρασσομεΐ'ης επεβόμβεε λοίγιον ηχώ.	230
Και βλοσυρά) βασιλήι τεθηπότα χείλεα λνσας άγγελίην Βρομίοιο ταχυδρόμος ειτεπε κηρνξ’
“ Αηριάδη, σκηπτούχε, Θεός Διόνυσος άνώγει Ινδού? δεχνυμενους λαθικηδεος οΙιτ>ν όπώρης σπενδειν αθανάτοισι, δίχα πτολεμων, δίχα μόχθων 235 ει δε κε μη δεξαιιτο, κ όρυσσε ται, είσόκε θνρσοις Βασσαρίδων γόνυ δούλον ύποκλίνειεν * 1 δάσπης. άγγελίης ηκουσας άληθεος- είπε καί αντος ειρομενω τινα μύθον, ΐν’ αγγείλω Αιοννσψ.,>
*Ως φαμενου σκηπτούχος
όιΐ'ηρνγε λνσσάδα φωνήν	ίΜΟ
“ ΤΩ πόποι, οΐον έπος
Θρασύς ειτεπεν άνδρόμεος θηρ. αίδεομαι κηρυκα μαχημονι χειρ'ι δαμάσσαι, ου δόρυ θούρον εχοχπα καί ου φανοντα βοείης. εκλυον, όσσα μόγησε τεός πρόμος· εκλυε Τάγγης άδρανίην Βρομίοιο καί ηνορεην Λυκοόργου·	246
οΐδα τεόν βασιλήα, νόθον θεόν, όππότε φενγων εις βυθόν ώλίσθησεν άλεξικάκοιο θαλάσσης.	247
και πνρόεις σεο Βάκχο? ακούεται, όττι τεκονσης 222 εκ λαγάνων άνετελλε Αιοβλήτοιο Ονωνης· και 7τυρός ἐστιν ύδωρ πολύ φερτερον ην εθεληση, χεύματι παφλάζοντι πατήρ εμός, ’Ιὡῖς 'Τδασπηε, 225 Ζηνό? αποσβεσσειε πνριτη·οον άσθμα κεραυνού.	226
ην δ* εθελης, πόδα κάμφον
όμούριον εις χθόνα λΐηδων'	24S
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double shape they are bastards, bulls and men at once—they have the bull’s body and the man’s face,”
227 So he spoke, and made the summoning signal for war, by striking a hearty blow with his sword upon the round boss which was seen in the middle of his richly-ornamented shield : the metal struck boomed out a sound of havoc from the oxhide.
231	Then the swiftcoursing herald of Bromios opened his amazed lips, and gave his message to the grim king :
233 “ Deriades, sceptred king, the god Dionysos commands the Indians to accept the wine of his care-forgetting vintage, and to pour libations to the immortals, without war, without battle. If they refuse, he takes up arms, until Hydaspes bend a servile knee to the wands of the Bassarids. You have heard a truthful message : now give some answer to my address, which I may deliver to Dionysos.”
240	When he had done, the monarch roared in a furious voice :
“ Ha, what a word the bold man-beast has spoken ! It would be shameful to strike down a herald with violent hand, one who comes without valiant spear and holds no oxhide shield. I have heard the exploits of your chief: Ganges has heard the weakness of Bromios and the manly courage of Lycurgos. I know your king, the bastard god, when he fled and slipt into the deep for refuge from destruction. Yes, your Bacchos is called the fiery, because he rose from flanks of his mother Thyone struck by Zeus ; and water is stronger far than fire. My father Indian Hydaspes, if it be his pleasure, could quench the fiery breath of the thunderbolt of Zeus with his bubbling flood.
248 “ Turn your foot, if you please, to the marches
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κειθι μόλων αγόρευε χοροστασίας Διονύσου. δύεο Βάκτριον ούδας, όττη θεός επλετο Μιθρης, 240 Άσσύριος Φαεθων ενι ΙΙερσιδι* * Δηριάδης γαρ ου μάθεν ουρανίων μακάρων χορον, ονδε γεραίρει ’Ηἐλιον και Ζ.ήνα και ενφαίων χορον άστρων, ου Κρόνον, ου Κρονίδην εδάην ολετήρα τοκηος, ου Κρόνον άγκυλόμητιν, ίων Θοιιη/τορα παίδων, Αίθερος άμήσαιπα φυτοσπόρον ίσμόν 'Κρωτων. άγνώσσω σίο δώρα και ην όνόμηιης όπώρην οι) δίχομαι ποτόν άλλο μετά χρύσειον *1 όάσττην οίνος εμάς πελεν ίγχος, ό ό’ αύ ττότος ἐστι βοείη. ου Σεμελη με λόχευσε πυριβλήτοις ύμ€ναίοις δεξαμενή Θαλάμοις φόνιον φλόγα, χαλκοχιτων δ* ήμεας ήεξησε μόθων άκόρητος ’Κι·υιό. ου μακάρων άλίγω τ€κίων Αιός- άμφότεροι γαρ μοΰνοι εμοϊ γεγάασι θεοί και Ι'αία και "1*δωμ. ταΰτα μόλων αγόρευε φυγοπτολεμο> Αιονυσατ ερρε φυγών άκίχτ^τος, ίως ίτι τόξον ίρύκω, ερρε φυγών ίμόν ίγχος· ίς νσμίνην δί κορύσσας ημιτελείς σίο Θήρας άθωρήκτους τε γυναίκας Δηριάδη πολεμιζε, και Ίνδωην μετά νίκην σύνδρομον αΰ ίρύσω σε δορικτητω Λιονυσω.	270
ου μεν εγώ τελεσω σε διάκτορον· ου δύνασαι γαρ λάτριον εργον εχειν οίκοσσόον αλλά σε μακροϊς οΰασι ριπίζοντα παρ* ειλαπίιηησιν εάσω.”
*Ώς είπών άπεπεμφεν άπειλείοντι προσώπω' και πίνακος πτυκτοΐο μέσον κενεώνα χαράξας «^δ τοῖον 677ο s' ταχύ μύθος επεγραφε δίζυγι δίλτατ
β Perhaps simply “sungod,” see Hose in R*r. hist. r*t. cv. (1932), 98 ; but Cumont thinks otherwise.
*	Uranos.	f Water is not an Indian god.
*	To a Greek a fan is rather an Oriental invention, <*/.
161
DIONYSIACA, XXL 249-276
of the Median land ; go there and proclaim the dances of Dionysos. Pass into Bactrian soil, where Mithras is a god, the Assyrian Phaethon ° of Persia ; for Deriades has learnt no dances of the eternal Blessed, he honours not Helios and Zeus or the company of shining stars. I know nothing of Cronos, or of Cronides who destroyed his father, nor Cronos the master-deceiver, who swallowed his own children, and shore away from Aither b the hive of begetting love. Ί do not acknowledge your gifts, what you call your vintage ; I accept no other drink than golden Hydaspes. My wine is the spear, my potion too the shield! No Semele brought me forth in firestruck bridal, or received the flames of death in her chamber; but my breeding came of Enyo in brazen armour, who never has surfeit of battles. I care nothing for the blessed offspring of Zeus ; for me there are only-two gods, Earth and Water.0
265 “ Go and give this answer to battleshy Dionysos. Go untouched, and evil go with you; go before I draw my bow, go with a curse if you would escape my spear ! Arm for battle your half-and-half beasts and your uncorseleted women, and fight with Deriades ! Then after our Indian victory I will drag you away along with Dionysos, the captive of my spear. But I will not make you my envoy. You cannot do such service in the house for me, but I will allow you to fan me at my table with your long ears.” d
274 This said, he dismissed him with threatening looks, after quickly scribbling this message within a tablet with two folding sides :
Eur. Or. 1426, but both the fan and the sunshade are prerogatives of Indian royalty.
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“ Ει δύνασαι, Διόνυσε, κορνσστο Αηριαδψ."
Τοῖα μέν είσαίωυ πάλιν έδραμ€ν ηχέτα κηρυξ· Σειὸςνοῖς δ* έκίχησζ γ^γηθότας- έξανιών Si €κ ροθίων Διόνυσος ’Ορειάσι μιγιντο \νμφαις· 280 και Σάτυροι σκίρτησαν, έπωρχήσαιτο Si Ι^ιχχαι, γηραλίοις Si πόδεσσι λ\άρων τ/τῆσατο μολπής πήχνν επικλινών διδυμάονυς αύχένι Ηάκχης μς,σσοφανης, ευοδμου άναβλύζων χνσιν οίνου’ και μέλος άκρήδεμνος έπ^σμαράγησ< Μιμαλλῶν, 2&5 ιχνιον άείδουσα παΛατόστου Αιοννσου.
Και Θςός άμπϊλόζις προτέρας ϊρριφί μέριμνα;, τερπωλής δ* ἐπἐβαινεν, ἐπει μάθζν ΙνδοΘι πόντου πάντα Ύορωναίοιο παρά Μρωτηος ακονων, άξϊίνων * Αράβων ένοσιχθονα παλμόν άρονρης, 290 /cal σφαλερόν Αυκόοργον Ιώ ποδΙ τυφλόν αλήτην €κλυ€ και νομίης θανατηφόροι1 οίστρον άι*άγκης, πώς χορός αγρονόμων ἐλελίζετο, πώς ένι βήσσαις σφωιτέρας ωδίνας ἐδαιτρεάσαιτο γνναικίς'
€κλν€ δ* αιθέριων Ύάδωι» χορόν, ῖνλυεν αυτήν 293 *Αμβροσίην μετά γαΐαυ έπαντέλλουσαν Όλυμπω,
*Αμβροσίην άκάμαντι κορυσσομένην Ανκοόργω, και μόθον ενόρττηκα και άμπ^λόίσσαν Ένυιύ.
Τοῖσι δἐ τζρπομένοισι παλινδρομος ψ€ κηρυξ, άσκηθής πολύ^υκτος άγαλλομένω Αιοννσω,	300
αφροσννην ένέπων νψαύχςνα Αηριαδήος, δίζνγα δέλτον εχων έγκύμονα δηιοτητος.
Οι) μέν άναξ αμέλησαν ές υσμιισγν δἐ μαχητος θαρση€ΐς έβόησ€, προάγγζλα Δηριαδήος σύμβολα γινώσκων κζχαραγμένα μάρτυρι δέλτω. 306
• Torone was Proteus’s wife, see Lycophron 115-116.
6 This part is lost, but one of the tales about the Hyade* 166
DIONYSIACA, XXI. 277-305
277	“ χ&ι^β arms against Deriades if you can, Dionysos.”
278	Such words as these the loudvoiced herald heard, and departed. He found the Seilenoi in high glee: Dionysos had come up out of the waters and joined the Oread Nymphs. The Satyrs skipt, the Bacchants danced about, Maron with his old legs led the music between two Bacchants, with his arms laid round their necks, and bubbles of fragrant wine at his lips. The Mimallon unveiled trilled a song, how the footstep of Dionysos had come that way again.
287 Then the vinegod threw off his earlier cares, and entered iipon rejoicing ; for he had heard in the sea the whole story from Torone’s lord Proteus,® the earthshaking shock in Arabia the inhospitable, and how Lycurgos wandered blind with stumbling feet. He heard also the deathbringing madness of the herdsmen's duress, how the company of countrymen went raging about, how the women in the dells gorged the fruit of their own travail; heard also of the company of Hyades in heaven,6 heard that Ambrosia had left earth and risen as a star in Olympos, Ambrosia who had attacked undaunted Lycurgos, the battle of the twigs and the war with vines.
299	They were enjoying themselves as the herald came back, safe and sound, and greatly desired by Bacchos rejoicing. He reported the highnecked folly of Deriades, and carried the double tablets pregnant with war.
303	The Lord lost no time. He read the lines engraved on the witnessing tablet, and resolute, he summoned his warriors to the fray. He called the
was that they were Dionysos’s nurses, see scholia on Hom. II. v. 486, Hyginus, Fab. 192. 3.
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καί καλεσας 'Ραδαμάνας άλήμονας, ούς ποτε γαιης Κρηταίης άεκοντας από χθονός ήλασε Μ αχοί ’Αρραβίης επί πίζαν, επεφραδε νεύματι 'Ρείης πήζαι νηια δουρα θαλάσσιον εις μοθον ItOosi*. καί ταχύς ήλασε δίφρον Έώιοι* ει? κλίμα γαίης τεύχεσιν άστράπτων άτε Φωσφόρος·
άπὸι δἐ πίτρην
Καυκασίην λοφόεντα διαστείχων κενεώιη *Ηωης παράμειβε φεραυγεα πίζαν άρονρης, 'Ηελίον βαλβίδα μεσημβρίζουσαν όξινων.
*Όφρα μιν εύθύρσοιο μάχης ήκούετο φωνή καί στρατός άγχικελευθος όρεσσινόμου Διονύσου, τόφρα δε Δηριάδης πυκινόν λόχον ίδρυεν ’Ινδών, γαῖαν ἐ? άντιπεραιαν ίόν στρατόν άζυγα πίμπων, πάσαν ίπιτρόψας δολομήχανον ελπίδα χάρμης "Αρεϊ χαλκοχιτωνι* και επλεεν ύφόθι νηων λαόν ἐρετμώσας πεπερημενον Ίνδον * Γδάσττην.
/cat στρατιαΐς διδύμησι μερίζετο φύλοπις *Ινδῶν άμφοτίρην παρά, πίζαν άκοιτοφόρου ποταμοιο* θουρεύς μεν Δεφύροιο παρά σφυρά, Δηριάδης δε άντιπόρου σχεδόν ήλθε παρά, πτερόν αίθοπος Κύρου.
τΗυ 8ί τις αυτόθι χώρος εύσκιος, όππόθι πυκχ-οις ερνεσι παντοίοισιν ίμιτρώθη ράχις ύλης εύρυτενης, και κοίλον ίην σπίος· ίτττάμενος δε ου ποτε δενδρεα κεῖυα κατεγραφεν Ιός αλήτης, ει τις όιστεύσειε, και ου ποτε μεσσόθι θάμνων ήίλιος πεφόρητο κατάσσυτος όζει παλμω ενδομύχοις άκτισιν όμόπλοκα φύλλα χαράζας, ου χύσις ήερόφοιτος εδύσατο δάσκιον ύλην εκ Διός νετίοιο, μόγις δε οι ύδατος όλκω ύφιφανης Διός δμβρος επεβρεχεν άκρα πετηλων. κείθι τανυπρεμνοισιν εν άλσεσι (φώριος "Αρης 168
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Rhadamans, whom Minos once sent on their wanderings unwilling from the land of Crete to the Arabian soil; and bade them by Rheia’s advice to build wooden ships for an attack upon India by sea. Quickly he drove his car to the eastern clime of the earth, gleaming in his armour like the Morning Star, crossed over the rocky crest of Caucasos a and through the valleys, and over the lightbringing region of the dawnland he went on towards the midday goal of the sun.b
315 When Deriades heard the rumour of battle with the thyrsus, that the army of mountainranging Dionysos was near at hand, he stationed in ambush his Indians in serried ranks, and sent a detached force across the river, resting all hope for the conflict in the craft and skill of bronze-armoured war. He rowed all these men on shipboard across Indian Hydaspes. So the Indian host was divided into two armies, one on each bank of the river bristling with lances. Thureus was on the edge of the West Wind, Deriades opposite by the wing of the burning East Wind.
326	There was on the spot a shady place, where the rocks were surrounded by a wide mass of all kinds of trees and left an empty hollow. No wandering arrow in flight could pierce those trees, if one were shot, and the sun never came down through the midst of those thick branches with sharp thrust, cutting the closewoven leaves with penetrating rays ; no deluge of rain from heaven falling through the air passed into those woodland shades, but the showers of Zeus on high scarce wetted the surface of the leaves with their rushing water. There in the spinneys an ambush was hidden among the tall
a The Hindu Kush.	b i.e. southwards, vers le midi.
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ηλιβάτων χλθ€ροΐσι φυτών κ€κάλυτττο κυρνμβοις, άπροϊδής, άτίνακτος, tvi δρνόατι δι κόλπψ tl\€V άδονττητων ττίφνλαγμόνον ιθμα πέδιλων, ονδε διαξαίνων κρύφια) ττοδΐ φνλλάδα λόχμην, 340 ον ποδός οκλάζοιτος (χων φόβο»', οι) λάλον ηχω χείλεῖ βαμβαίνοντι, και ον χλόον άμφι προσάπτω* άλλα νόον θρασνν (Ιχ€ και ίμττίδον, tv δἐ χαμ*νναις μετρητόν βλ^φάροισιν (νόπλιον νττνον ιανων . . . δ Ιγμ tv ος ερχομίνης στρατιής tv ρυθμόν Ειχκό. ^
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trunks covered with green clusters of highgrowing leafage, unexpected, unshaken, and in the bosom of the forest kept noiseless its moving shoes. No hidden foot tore the leafy bushes, none feared a crouching foot, or sounds of words upon a chattering lip, or pallor on the face ; but each had a mind bold and firm, and enjoyed his measured sleep on the ground in his armour with eyelids . . .,a waiting for the march in step of the enemy at hand.
° Here at least one line is lost.
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ΔΙΟΝΥΣΙΑΚΩΝ ΕΙΚΟΣΤΟΝ ΔΕΥΤΕΡΟΝ
Δεύτερον ζΐκοστον Βρομίου μόθον όργά τε μ# An#ι, Αιακός όσσα τελεσσε καί ἐν πεδία» και * ΙθΛσττη.
*Αλλ* οτε δἡ πόρον ιξόν ενκροκάλου ποταμοίο Βάκχου πεζός όμιλος, όπη βαθυδίνεϊ κόλπω πλωτόν ύδωρ, άτε Χείλος,
ερεύγεται ’Ιι·δοτ Ύδάσπης, δη τάτε Βασσαρίδων εμελίζετο θήλυς άοώή	4
Νυκτελίω Φράγα κώμον άνακρούουσα Λικχάμ,	β
και λασίων Σατιίρων χορός εβρεμε μύστιδι φωνή' δ γαῖα δἐ πάσα γελασσεν, εμυκήσαχπο δε πέτραι, 7 Ντμάδε? δ* ολόλυζαν, ύττερ ποταμοίο δε Χνμφαι σιγαλεοις ελικηδόν εμιτρώσαχπο ρεεθροις καί Σικελής ελίγαινον ομόζυγα ρυθμόν άοιδής, 10 οΓου άνεκμοάοντο μελιγλώσσων από λαιμών ύμνοπόλοι Σειρήνες' όΛΐ] δ’ ελελιζετο λόχ)ΐη,
/cal μόλος εφθεγξαντο σοφά ι δρύες εικελον αύλώ,
' Αδρυάδες δ’ αλάλαζον, ἐπ’ εύπετάλοιο δἐ Χύμφη ήμιφανης ηειδεν ύπερκύφασα κορνμβου.	15
Χιονεω δἐ γαλακτι χυτή λευκαίνετο πηγῆ, ύδρηλή περ εοΰσα, χαραδραίω δ' ἐυι κόλπω
e Either they sang like Sicilian shepherds, renowned for
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The twenty-second celebrates the battle and feats of Bromios, all the deeds of Aiacos both on the plain and in the Hydaspes.
When the footforces of Bacchos came to the crossing of the pebbly river, where, like the Nile, Indian Hydaspes pours his navigable water into a deep-eddying hollow, then sounded the womanish song of the Bassarids, making Phrygian festival for Lyaios of the Night, and the hairy company of Satyrs rang out with mystic voice. All the earth laughed, the rocks bellowed, the Naiads sang alleluia, the Nymphs circled in mazes over the silent streams of the river, and sang a melody of Sicilian tune, like the hymns which the minstrel Sirensa pour from their honeytongued throats. All the woodlands rang thereat: the trees found skill to make music like the hoboy, the Hadryades cried aloud, the Nymph sang, peeping up halfseen over her leafy cluster.
16 The fountain, though but water, turned white and poured a stream of snowy milk b ; in the hollow
their singing since Theocritos, and as sweetly as the Sirens, or else they sang like the Sirens, whose island in post-Homeric geography is somewhere near Sicily.
b Streams of milk are a stock Dionysiac miracle, c/. Eur. Bacch. 708.
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Ντμάδες· λοίσαντο γαλαξαίοισι ρίέθροις, καί γάλα λζυκδν έπινον έρίυθιέκυχτι δί μαζω οίνον έρ^υγομένη κραναη πορφνρ<το πίτρη,	ΪΟ
γλ€υκος άμοσχίύτοιο διαβλύζουσα κολιυι·ης ηδυπότοις λιβέδεσσι* και αιτοχύτων άπδ κόλπων λαρά μ€λιρραθάμιγγος έλίίβιτο δώρα μιλίσσης, σίμβλων ον χατέοιτα· καί άρτιτόκωι· άττό θάμνων άγχνοον όξυέθίΐρος α» έδραμ€ μήλον άκάν&ης'	24
αυτομάτου δἐ χνθέιτος ἐπ* άκρίμόνισσιι· ἐΛαιον ικμάσιν άθλιβέίσσιν ἐλοάετο δέι-δρον 'Αθτρ·ης.
Και κύνας ορχηστηρας έπηχύνοχτο λαγιαοί* μηκζδανοί δράκοιτε? Ιβακχιύοχτο χοριιη ΐχνια λιχμώοντ€ς έχιδνο κόμου Αιοιτ·σου,	30
αυχένα δοχμωσαχτζς, αχ·ηρνγ* δ* άλλος· «V* αλλίμ μειλίχιον σύριγμα γ€γηθότος άι-Ot ρ^ώνος' τίρπομένον δἐ δράκοιτος Ζην τότε ρυθμός έχέφρων, καί δολιχης έλέλικτο πίρίπλοκος ολκός άκάιΌης ποσσίν άδαμάντοισι π€ρισκαίρων Διονύσου·	34
’Ινδώηυ δ’ έλικηδόν έπισκαιροχτίς έρίπνην τίγριδζς έφιόωντο’ πολύς δέ τις ϊνδοθι λόχμτ^ς έσμός άνζσκίρτηστν όρ€σσινόμων ἐλεφάιπουν.
Και τότε παιπαΛόειπα κατ* άγκια Πάνε; αλήται δύσβατα λεττταλέησι διέτρ^χον ovpta χηλαϊς	40
φρικτά, τα μη θρασύς ορνις
έπέπτατο κονφος όδίτης . . . νφιπόρων τττ^ρυγων διεμἐτρεε δίζυγι παλμώ. καί δονέων πλοκαμΐδα παρηορον άι-θ^ριώνος σύννομος άντ€χόρ€ν€ λέων βητάρμονι κάπρω· άνδρομέης 8’ όρνιθάς άνέκλαγον (ίκόνα μολιτης 45 μιμηλην άτέλίστον νποκλέ7ττοντ€ς ιωήν, νίκην *1νδοφόνοιο προ0€σπίζοντ€ς αγωι·ος, καί χλοεροΐς μελἐεσσι παρηορον ορθιον ονρην 174
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of the torrent the Naiads bathed in milky streams and drank the white milk. The rough rock spilled out wine from red nipples, and stained itself deep, as the must welled over the unplanted hill in showers sweet to drink; the pleasant gifts of the honeydropping bee dribbled from holes of themselves without need of hives ; from newsprouting bushes of spikyhair thorn sprang up softbloom apples; oil poured of itself on the twigs of Athena’s tree, and bathed it in unpressed drops.
28 Hares embraced the dancing dogs ; long serpents joined in the merry dance, curving down their heads and licking the footprints of snake-hair Dionysos, and one after another blew out gentle hisses from glad throats ; there was method in the movements of the happy reptiles, as the interlacing coils of their long spines skipt about Dionysos on fearless feet. Tigers jumped round and round in play on the Indian precipices ; a great swarm of hillranging elephants went skipping in the forest glades.
39 The Pans then, roaming about the craggy ravines sped on nimble hooves through the trackless hills; in terrible places, where even that light traveller the bird would not dare to fly, or traverse with his pair of beating wings in his lofty course.0 The lion shook the mane hanging about his jaws, and danced in partnership with the tripping boar. Birds squawked an image of human speech, and borrowing the war-cry half mimicked, they prophesied victory in the Indian struggle, and shook the tail straight out along
° Something is omitted here; below the mention of some bird is needed after 41.
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ίκταδόν αίθύσσοιπ^ς· όμοζήλω δί χορ<ιη πάρδαλις ύφιπότητος £πίτρ<χ€ σύχνρομος άρκτψ. βο καί βαλίων σκυλάκων avfoeipaatv 9 Αρη μις ορμήν μ€ΐλιχίης όρόωσα χο ρο ίππον άλμα λεαιτῆς·· αίδομετῆ δ* εύκυκλον ίήν άι·ελάσατο ν<υρην, τ€ρπομίνους μη Θήρας οιστ€νσ<ΐ£ βιλ/μι·οις.
Καί τις ίσαθρήσας ίτ€ρότροπα θαύματα Βὁκχον, τ& ομμα βαλών πυκινοΐο δι’ άκροτάτοιο κορύμβου, φύλλα 7Τ€ριστ€ίλας θητρορι κύκλον όπωπής, τόσσον ίδεΐν μ€θίηκ€ν, όσον πιριδύρκιται ανηρ ομμασι ποιητοίσι διοπτειίων τρυφαλ€ΐης, ή οπότε τραγικοιο χορού δίδαημύιος άτὴρ,	60
φρικτόν €χων μύκημα ταννφθόγγων από λαιμών, Ενδόμυχον τυκτοίο δι’ άμματος ομμα τιταίνα, φζυδαλίον βροτίοιο φχρων ίνδαλμα προσώπου* ώ? ο γε θαύματα πάιπα λαθών ίπο δάσκιον ύλην άπροϊδής ίδόκ€υ€ν ύποκλίπτοιπι προσώπατ	Μ
άντιβίοις δ* ὐτγειλε· φόβω δ* ίλιλίζιτο Βουρεὺς μςμφόμζνος Μορρῆι και αφρονι Αηρια&ήι.
€τρ€μ€ δ’ *Ινδό? όμιλός, άφ€ΐόι]σας δί κνδοιμον χάλκ€α ταρβαλίων άπεσείσατο τευχεα χειρῶν, δίνδρεα παπταίνων δεδοντμτᾶ·α θυιάδι ριπή.	?0
Καί νύ κ€ν 'Ινδός όμιλός
ίλών από γ<ίτοι·ος όχθηί μαρτυρον ικεσίης γλαυκόχροα θαλλόν ίλαίης ανχίνα δοΰλον ῖναμόςυ άδηρίτω Διονάσω* αλλα μ€ταλλα£ασα δύμας πολυμήχανος 9\\ρη δνσμενίας θάρσυν€ και ήπαφ^ν όρχαμον ’Ινδῶν, 7δ Θεσσαλίδων μάγον ύμνον ίφαφαμύχηη Αιοχτκτω,
β Nonnos means parrakeets: he* had evidently ιχτη them and noted their long straight tails.
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their green bodies.® The panther dancing with equal spirit, leapt high with a bear for partner. Artemis checked the rush of her swift hounds, when she saw the romping leaps of a lioness now tame, and slackened for very shame the string of her bended bow, that she might not shoot the happy beasts with her arrows.
55	One there was watching the strange miracles of Bacchos, as he peered out through the top of a thick cluster. He made a round spyhole through the leaves; he let himself see just so much as a man sees when he looks out of the eyeholes made in his helmet; or when a man trained in the tragic chorus b utters a terrific roar from his far-resounding throat, and strains his eyesight within through the eyepiece made in the mask which he carries as a deceitful likeness of a man’s face. So this man hiding under the dark bushes watched all the miracles unseen with furtive gaze. He told all to the enemy. Thureus shook with fear, and blamed Morrheus and Deriades for their thoughtlessness : the Indian host trembled, and thinking no more of combat, threw the bronze weapons from frightened hands when they saw the trees moving under the maddening influence.
71 And now the Indian host would have plucked from the neighbouring banks green shoots of olive in token of supplication, and bent a servile neck before Dionysos unconquerable. But Hera ever ready took another shape, and gave courage to the enemy. She deceived the Indian leader ; she fastened on Dionysos a song of magical Thessalian spells, and
6 He means an actor speaking through his mask ; tragic choruses had long ceased to exist.
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και Κίρκη? κυκεώνα θεοκλήτοις επαοιδαΐς, οΓά τε φαρμακτηρος άφαρμάκτου ποταμοΐο. και πίθεν άιπιβιονς ταχνπειθεας- είπε ό* εκάεηψ, μ-η ποτε τις σφάλλοιτο κατασχετος αιθοπι διψβ κλεφινόου ποταμοΐο π tan’ δεδολωμε ι·ον vSwp.
Καί νύ κεν άφράστοιο διαθρωσκοίτες εναύλου δαιννμεναις στρατirjotv επε'χραον αΐΟοπες *Ιὡοι* αλλά τις ηνεμόεντος ύπερκύφασα κορνμβου εκ λασίον κενεώνος ' Αμαδρνάς άιΌορε Νυμὸν/' S5 χειρϊ δε θύρσον εχονσα φτὴν ίι-δάλλετο Βa*Xfl» μιμηλην δρυόεντι πυκαζομε'νη τρίχα κιασώ’ δνσμενεων δ’ ει·επονσα δόλον ετημάιτορι σιγῇ ουασι βοτρυόειπος επεφιθύριζε Αναίον
Άμπελόεις Διόνυσε, φιττηκόμε κοίρανε καρπών, &0 σδν φντδν 'Αδρνάδεσσι χάριν και κάλλος όπάσσει Βασσαρίς ου γενόμψ·, ον σύΐ'δρομός είμι Αυαίου, μοϋνον εμΐ) παλάμτ) φενδημοι·α θύρσον άείρευ’ ου πελον εκ Φρυγίης, σ εο πατρίδος, ον χθό m Ανδων υαιετάω παρά χεΰμα ρνηφενεος ποταμοΐο·	9Λ
είμι δε καλλιπετηλος *Αμαδρυάς, ηχι μαχηται δυσμενεες λοχόωσιν, άφε ιδησασα δε πάτρης ρύσομαι εκ θανάτοιο τεον στρατόν ύμετεροις γάρ πιστά φέρω Αατύροισι, και ’ Ιι·διτὴ περ εονσα, άντϊ δε Αηριαδήος όμοφρονεω Αιοννσατ	100
σοι γάρ οφειλομειτ^ν οπάσω χάριν, οττι ρεεθρεον νγροτόκους ωδίνας, ότι δρύας αιεν άεζει όμβρηρρ ραθάμιγγι παπί/ρ μεγας ύετιος Ζεὺς. δός μοι σεΐο πετηλα, καί ει·θάδε ταΰτα φυτενσο), δός μοι σεΐο κόρυμβα, τά περ λάουσι μεριμνας.	10ft
β Hom. Od. χ. iMO, when she turned men into pig*.
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Circe’s posset a with invocations of the gods, as if he had poisoned that unpoisoned river. She convinced the enemy, quite ready to be convinced, and told each one not to let himself be driven by fiery thirst to drink of the adulterated water of the mind-stealing river, and so come to grief.
82 And now the swarthy Indians would have leapt from their hidden ambush and attacked the army of Bacchos at their meal; but a Hamadryad Nymph peering over a high branch sprang up, leafy to the hips.6 Holding thyrsus in hand, she looked like a Bacchant, with bushy ivy thick in her hair like one of them ; first she indicated the enemies’ plot by eloquent signs, then whispered in the ear of Lyaios of the grapes :
90 “ Vinegod Dionysos, lord gardener of the fruits ! Your plant gives grace and beauty to the Hadryads ! I am no Bassarid, I am no comrade of Lyaios, I carry only a false thyrsus in my hand. I am not from Phrygia, your country, I do not dwell in the Lydian land by that river rolling in riches.® I am a Hamadryad of the beautiful leaves, in the place \vhere the enemy warriors lie in ambush. I will forget my country and save your host from death : for I offer loyal faith to your Satyrs, Indian though I am. I take sides with Dionysos instead of Deriades ; I owe my gratitude to you, and I will pay it, because your Father, mighty Zeus of the raincloud, always brings the watery travail of the rivers, always feeds the trees with his showers of rain. Give me your leaves, and here I will plant them; give me your clusters of grapes which drive our cares away !
b i.e. she appeared first as a woman growing out of her tree.	c Pactolos.
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αλλά, φίλος, μη σπεύδε ρόον ποταμοΐο πιρησαι, μη σοι όπιβρίσωσιν iv νδασι γαroves Ινδοί*
€ίς δρνας ομμα τίταινι και timtτάλα; παρά λόχμη άπροϊδη σ κοπιάζω καλνπτομύνων λόχον άνδρων. άλλα τί σοι ρύξουσιν άνάλκιδ(ς (ι·δοθι λόχμης; δυσμενεε? ζώονσιν, ϊως ιτι θύρσον tpt κ*ις. σιγή ἐφ* ημιίων, μη δηιος ιγγος ακονση, μη κρνφίοις *Ινδοῖσιν ύπαγγιίλιαν * Χ δάσπης.
"Ω? φαμύνη παλίνορσος Άμαδρνάς ωχ(το Νὑμφη, ως πrepov ηι νόημα, μιταλλάξασα δι μορφήν 115 ίσοφνης ορνίθι διἐτρεχε φ>ωλάδος νλης, ηλικος άίσσονσα κατά δρνός. αντάρ ο σιγή μίσγιτο Βασσαρίδ(σσιν, ' Αμαδρνάδος Bi θ(αίνης €Ϊπ€ν ύοΐς προμάχοισιν (ς ονατα μύθον (κάστον ν(ύμασι δινδίλλων, νοιρη δ’ ικίλιυι σιωπή	120
τεὺςεσι θωρηχθύντας am δρνας * ίλαπινάζαν, και κρύφιων αγόρευε δολορραφύων δόλον *Ιν3ῶν, μη σφιν iπιβρίσωσιν άθωρηκτοισι μαχηταί,
€ίσύτι δαιννμύνοισιν άνά στρατόν οι δι Λ ναίω κ€κλομύνω π(ΐθοιπο, και (ίς μόθον ὑσαν (τοΐμοι 12Δ σιγαλύον παρά δ(ΐπνον άκοντοφ>όροιο τραπύζης.
Και ταχινόν μετά δόρπον Ιπίρριον άσπιδιωται γείτονος όκ ποταμοΐο πιεῖν όπιδόρπιον νδωρ, νευμασι Θ(σπ(σίοισι π(ρισσονόον Διονύσου, μη στρατόν ευτὴσειε μύθη και κώμα και ορφνη. 130 και στρατός €νθα καί ύνθα φιλοπτολίμω πίσιν ειΛῇ βαιόν όνυαλίης νπόρ άσπίδος ύπνον ίανων.
Zeus δἐ πατήρ δολό(ντα μιτατρύφας νόον * Ινδών όσπερίην άνύκοφε μάχην μνκητορι βόμβω, όμβρον 7τανννχίοιο χύων άπερείσιον ηχώ.
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106 “ But my friend, do not hasten to cross the river, or the Indians, who are near, may overwhelm you in the water. Direct your eye to the forest, and see in the leafy thickets a secret ambuscade of men unseen hidden there. But what will those weaklings in their thickets do to you ? Your enemies live so long as you still hold back your thyrsus. Silence between us now, that the enemy near may not hear, that Hydaspes may not tell it to the hidden Indians.”
114 When she had said this, the Hamadryad Nymph went away again quick as a wing, quick as a thoughta; and changing her shape to look like a bird she sped through the secret wood, down upon the oak her yearsmate. But Bacchos silently mingled with the Bassarids, and told the divine Hamadryad’s tale into each captain’s ear with nods and glances. By silent signs he ordered them to take their meal under arms among the trees, and explained the secret plot of the plot-stitching Indians. They must not let the fighting men overwhelm them unarmed and still at meat in their ranks. They did as Lyaios bade them, and sat down to their food in silence ready for battle, with spears on the table.
127 After a hasty meal they hurried under shields to the river near by, to drink water after the food, by divine command of prudent Dionysos, who did not wish winebibbing and slumber or darkness to put his army to bed. So the army tumbled here or there in the bed of war, to enjoy a short sleep upon the soldier’s shield. And Father Zeus thwarted the tricksy plan of the Indians, and prevented their night-assault, by a loud peal of thunder and torrents of rain which made a great noise all night long.
e From Hom. Od. vii. 36.
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Άλλ* ore χιονόπ€ζα χαραξαμένη ζόφον *ΙΙῶς ορθρον άμ€ργομένη hpootpfj πορφνρ€Τθ πέτρη, άκρον ύπ€ρκνψαιτ(ς έγ€ρσιμόθου σκέπας όλης δυσμενεε? προυτυφαν άολλί€ς· ήρχ* δι Θοι>ρ€νς, Ίνδώου πολέμοιο πέλωρ πρόμος, curcAος άρμην ΜΟ ηλιβάτω Τυφώνι καταίασοντι κιραυι·ου. καί στρατία ι πινυτοιο δολόφρονι νίόματι Βάχχου φζυδαλέον φόβοι· (Ιχον άταρβέις, έκ δἐ κνδοιμου αυτόματοι χάζοντο θ(λημοι·€ς, €ΐσόκη· *Ι»*δοι €ΐς πεδίον προχέοντο λιλοιπότ£ς ένδια λόχμης. 145
Τειίχεσι 8* άφναοΐσι κορυσσιτο Λὑδιος αι ἦρ, χρυσοφαη Αυκίοιο τόπον Γλαυκοιο κόμιζα)ν, κηρυσσων Ιον ονδας, όπη 11 α κτωλίδος όχθης φαιδρός έρ€υθομέι·ης αμαρνσσ€ται όλβος έέρσης, και ροδέαις ηστραφ( βολαΐς άιπώπιον *Ηοῖς, 150 σ€ΐων ξανθά μέτωπα ρνηφίνέος τριφκιλίίης Λυδό? άνηρ άρίδηλος, από στέριχνν δἐ Φορηος μαρμαρυγή σελαγίζει* έρί,υθομένοιο χιτώνος* και κυνέην στίλβουσαν έπι κροτάφοιυ τιι·άσσων έξ Άλυβης πρόμος άλλος άριστα υων Λιοννοω	1V5
πάτριον όλβον ἐφαινεν, ἀπ’ ίυφαέος δί καφηι·ου άργνρέης πήληκος έλάμπίτο μάρμαρος αίγλη χιονέη σέλας Ισον άκοντίζουσα Σ(λψ’η.
Και θεός αστήρικτος όλους έφόβησε μαχητάς δυσμ€νέων, ου γυμνόν έχων ξίφος, ου δόρυ πάλλων, 160 άλλα μέσος προμάχων πεφορημένος εικελος ανροχς δ€ξιόν έκ λαιοΐο κέρας κυκλώσατο χάρμης,
Θύρσον άκοντίζων δολιχόσκιον, άνθεϊ γαίης, έγχεϊ κισσηεντι διασχίζων νέφος ’Ινδών. ουδέ μιν ύφικάρηνος ό τηλίκος ἡλασε Θουρευς,
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136 But when Dawn rent the darkness with feet of snow, and plucking the morning grew purple upon the streaming rocks, the enemy darting all together beyond the sheltering borders of the forest, burst out to waken the battle. Their leader was Thureus, that prodigious chieftain of India’s war, with a rush like towering Typhon when he attacked the thunderbolt. The army of Bacchos, by the astute orders of their skilful leader, feigned flight though unafraid, and retreated from the battlefield of their own will, until the Indians had left their hidingplace and poured over the plain.
146 The Lydian warrior was armed in rich harness, like Lycian Glaucos shining in gold,® sounding the fame of his country, where wealth sparkles bright and red through the water that flows between Pactolos’s banks ; he flashed with rosy gleams in the face of day, shaking the yellow front of his precious helmet, that Lydian warrior conspicuous, and from his breast the corselet he wore flashed gleams of ruddy light. Another chieftain from Alybe, a valiant champion for Dionysos, showed forth his country’s wealth, as he poised the shining helmet upon his temples, and the shimmering sheen of a silver morion was reflected from his head for all to see, shooting a lustre like the snow-white moon.
159	The restless god himself scattered all the enemy troops, holding no naked sword, poising no spear, but passing like the wind through the front ranks, circling from left Ming to right in the fray, striking with his thyrsus instead of a long lance, cleaving the cloud of Indians with flowers of the field, with ivy-rod for spear. Highheaded Thureus, great as
a See xv. 165, Hom. Π. vi. 236.
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ου στρατός, ου πρόμος άλλος·
όπ' άλλήλοις Si χυθίχτις £ΐκαθον όνθα καί Ζνθα 8ΐ£σσυμ(vw Αιυιι·σω,
Κυανόην δ’ Οΐαγρος άι·εστι·φ/λι^εν Έννω άμώων άκόρητος Ιπασσντόρωι στίχας άνόρών, όγχ€Ϊ Βιστονίω κορυθαιόλα λιμα τίμιων, ώς δ’ οτ£ τις προχόων ποταμός διχτττΥμ^πλον αλκην άστατος όκ σκοπόλοιο χαρα8ριμ\πι ραθρω Ιρχ£ται, ει? πεδίον πζφορημόίΌς, ovSt μι»' αιτται €ρκ€σιν άρραγόί,σσιν άναστόλλουσιν άλωαι λαϊνόης μόσα νώτα 8ιαξυοιπα γίφνρης' πολλή μεν κ£κύλιστο πίτυς, πολλή Si πίσονσα νφιφανης προθόλυμνος ἐσάρετο χίύματι π(ύκη· ως ο γε 8υσμ€νόων στρατόν άμφκπιν,
άλλον ἐπ* άλλψ
πίζόν όπιστροφάόην όλόκων Ειθωνί8ι λόγχη, καί μιν όκυκλώσαιπο, και ην καλόουσι μαχηταί μιμηλην σακόίσσιν όπυργώσαντο χίλώνην ΐχν€σι μῖν στατόν ίχνος iptiSfTo, κ(κλιμόνη St άσπις Ζην προθόλυμνος άμοιβαόις όσπίόι γάτων στ£ΐνομόντ), και ἐνευε λούω λόφος, άγχιφκινης Si άνόρός άνηρ ει/ταυεν £γ£ΐρομόνης Si κονίης ίππ£ΐοις όνυχ€σσιν όλ£υκαίνο\πο μαχηταί.
"Ενθα τινα πρώτον, τινα δ’ ύστατον "AtSi πίμπων Βιστονὡς Οΐαγρος απ0θρισ£ν αστός άρούρης, κτ£ΐνων άλλο0£ν άλλον, όής άλόχοιο τ£λίσσας €ργα φατιζομόνης ἐπιδευἐα Καλλιοπεὐχ; τον μόν νπ£ρ μαζοΐο θοω 8ορί, τον Si Sat ζ ων άορι κωττη£ντι κατ' αύχόνος, αινομαχ·η Si 8ηιον όίλλον £ννξ£ παρ' όμφαλόν, £κ φονίης Si
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β See xiii. 428. He was king of Thrace, husband of Calliope, and father of Orpheus.
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he was, could not drive him back, nor another champion, nor the army ; but sprawling over each other they gave way in every part before the rush of Dionysos.
168 Oiagros a also beat back the swarthy fighting, insatiable, reaping the ranks of men in swathes, as he cut the harvest of flashing helms with Bistonian b blade. As a torrent pours its stormy strength unceasing from the mountains in floods through the ravines, and comes rushing over the plain, where not even the enclosures can hold it with their impregnable walls, and it bursts midway through the masses of stone bridges : many a pine goes rolling, many a tall fir falls torn by the roots and hurried down by the flood—so he dealt with the enemy host, killing the footmen one after another in heaps with Sithonian c pike. Now they came around him, and built what soldiers call a mimic tortoise with their shields : foot stood firm beside foot/* shield leant on shield side by side, layer before layer pressing close, plume nodded to plume, man touched man in serried array, the dust rose under the horses’ hooves and the warriors were whitened.
187 Here whom first, whom last did Oiagros send to Hades,6 as the man of Bistonia sliced them down, killing one after another, doing deeds that needed Calliopeia his consort, to tell them ! f One he struck above the nipple with darting spear, one with hilted sword in the neck ; another furious foe he pierced in
b Thracian.
e Sithonia is the central headland of the Chalcidic peninsula.
d Imitated from Hom. II. xiii. 131 if. =xvi. 215 ff.
e Almost quoted from Hom. R. xvi. 692,
f Calliope the Muse.
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ώτίίλης eov άγχος άν€ΐρνσ€ν, άλκομάνω δ* σπλάγχνα δαφοιιῆειπι συι ἐσπασε Θ*ρμά σιδηρψ" άλλον μαρναμάνοιο κατάδραμ( φασγανον ίλ/fcov, άορι δ’ €υθήκτ(ρ παλάμην τάμα·, η δ( πςσουσα αιμοβαφης ησπαιρ€ν ἐττι χθονός άλλομάνη χ€ίρ* καί παλάμη τάτμητο και ον μίθάηκ< βο<ίην άκρα π€ρισφίγγονσα κονιομάνον τελαμώιος φνχτ) δ* ην€μόφοιτος άναΐξασα Θαχ·οντος σνμπλ^κάος ποθά€σκ(ν άθημονα σώματος ηβην. άλλον άπηλοίησ^ν άφ<ιδάι δονρί πατάτας, θηγαλάη γλωχΐνι βραχιοχ·ος άκρα τοράμτας, άορι δ’ ασπίδα τνφ(ν, άρασσομάνης δι σιδηρψ άρραγάος βόμβησ€ μ^σόμφαλα νώτα βοκίης.
Α vtάρ ό λνσση^χπι μόθον δίδοΐ'ημάιος οιστρψ €γχ€ΐην άλάλιζί μίτηλνδα κνκλάδι τάχχηη η πλϊνρης άκάτ€ρθ(ν η ανχάιος η σχίδόν ώμον σ€ΐων δ’ €νθα και άνθα παλινδίι*ητον άκωκην στ€ΐνομάνης μάσα νώτα διάτμαγί δηιοπητος, κραιπνός, άζρσιλόφοιο καθήμςνος vtp00€v ίππου. ως δ* οτε ριγαλάον σκκρην μιτα χ(ίματος ώρην φαίνεται άσκ€πάων ν(φάων γνμνονμ€νος αήρ, φάγγ€ος (ΐαρινοΐο δΐδζγμάνος αίθριον αίγλην· ω? ο γε βακχΐύων πνκινάς στίχας άτρομος άι*ηρ ’Ινδών σχιζομάνων μισάτην γνμνώσατο χάρμην.
Καί τάτε τις προμάχοιο περί στόμα χαλκόν * ρ* ίσας δε£ιτ€ρην δασπλητι γενειάδα τύφε μαχαίρη· και τις €π άντιβίοισιν ἐν ηάρι βόμβον ίάλλων €ΐς σκοπόν ύφικάλ€νθοι> άπάμπ^το λάας άλητης, και λίθος η€ρόφοιτος άπ€σμαράγησ€ καρηνω, και λόφον €νπήληκος άπεστνφάλιξςν άθ(.ίρης> ανχ€νίον δςσμοΐο παρ* άνθζρςώνα λυθάντος*
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the navel, drew back his spear from the bleeding wound, and as he pulled, dragged out the bowels hot after his gory steel. When another showed fight he drew sword and ran upon him, cut the wrist with the sharp blade, and the hand fell bleeding and wriggling and jumping on the ground : or a hand was cut off, but did not loose the shield, but still clutched the end of the strap down in the dust, while the dead man’s soul flew off on the wind longing for the youthful strength of the familiar body which had been bound up with it.a Another he destroyed with a blow of his unsparing spear, piercing the shoulder-top with the sharp point, then struck the shield with his sword—the steel struck the oxhide in the middle with a clash, but it did not break.
207 So he went on wild with the madness of battle, wielded his spear in all directions with masterly skill, right and left flank, over the neck, across the shoulder, darted the ever-returning point this way and that way, until he cut through the front of the dense combat, full of energy as he sat on his horse with flying mane. As after the dark season of freezing winter the air shows free of the covering clouds, and takes the clear light of shining spring, so this inspired fearless man routed the dense ranks of broken Indians, and made a bare space in the middle of the fray.
218 Then in the front ranks, one drove his blade at another’s mouth and struck the right cheek with the terrible sword. Here a stone cast against the enemy soared high to its mark, whizzing through the air ; the stone fell from the air and crashed upon a head, knocking off the crest of a plumed helmet and snapping the neckstrap under the chin—the helmet
0 Paraphrase of Hom. 11. xvi. 856-857 =xxii. 362-363.
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της δε κυλινδομενης κεφαλή γυμνούτο φορήος. TH ου μοϋνοι τότε φω τε? επεβρεμον, άλλα καί αυτοί ΐπποι χαλκοχίτωνες επεσμαράγησαν 'Κνικυ,
‘Άρεα σαλπίζοντες ενυαλίω χρεμετισμψ. κούρη δ' υστερόφωνος όρισα αυλών από λαιμών πετραίοις στομάτεσσιν άμειβομειτ) κτύπον αυτών 230 μιμηλη χρεμετιζε μέλος πολεμήιον ΜΙχώ.
Και πολύς άρτιδάικτος ελίσσετο νεκρός άρούραις θερμόν άπο7ττύων ρόον αίματος* ολλυμει·ων Λ» οι μεν επί πλευρησιν επηωρηντο θαι·οντες, ος δε τυπεις ελελικτο χαρασσομει·ου κεινωι·ος, 235 άλλος υπέρ δαπἐδοιο χυτή κε κυλιστό κονίη, άλλος επεστηρικτο παρ' όμφαλόν, ος 8* επί γαιη άνερος άσπαίροντος επεσκίρτησε καρψ·ψ, ος 8ε πεσων ιάχησε τετνμμενος ανΰερεώνα, καί πόδας άμφελε'λιξεν εχων όρχηθμόν ολέθρου*	240
πρηνης δ* άλλος εκεί το, και ως κοτεων όλετηρι ενρυχανης εσφιγξε μεμηνότι γαΐαν όδόιτι. άλλου βάλλομενοιο τανυγλιυχινι σιδηρω λευκός άκοντιστηρι χιτών ερυθαίνετο λνθρω· άλλου μαρναμενοιο τιταινομενων από τόξων	245
αίμοβαφης πτερόεντι χαράσσετο μηρός όιστω.
Καί τις εην σάλπιγγα μάτην περί χείλος ερείσας εχθρός άνηρ κελάδησεν εγερσιμόθου με'λος ὐχοῖς, όκναλεον φύξηλιν εόν στρατόν εις μόθον έλκων. οι δε βοής άίοντες επι κλόνον ερρεον Ἐ·δοί.	250
θαρσαλεοι δ* ηφαντο παλινί’όστοιο κυδοιμού αιδόμενοι βασιληι φανημεναι εκτοθι νίκης.
Και πολεες στεφανηδόν άπόσσυτον είν ενι χώρψ Αιακόν εύθώρηκες εκνκλώσαντο μάχηται.
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went rolling away and the man’s head was bare. Then not only men roared battle, but even the armoured horses joined in the noise, trumpeting Ares with bellicose whinny : and maiden Echo after-sounding answered the din of their hillranging throats with her stony lips, and whinnied too—mimicking their warlike notes.
232	Many a corpse newly slain rolled over the fields, spitting out a hot stream of blood. Of the dying, some lay on their sides and died, one with belly torn open turned over on the wound, another rolled in the dust which was scattered on the ground, another died leaning upon his middle, this one trod upon the head of a man gasping on the ground, that one wounded in the throat fell with a groan and moved his feet about in a dance of death. Another lay on his face, and as if venting his rage on the slayer, opened his mouth and bit the earth with mad teeth. Another had been struck with a long steel blade, and his white tunic was red from a jet of gore. Another, as he fought, was shot in the thigh by a winged arrow from the bows drawn at him, and covered with blood.
247 There was one of the enemy who pressed his trumpet to his lips in vain,® and sounded the call to attack, hoping to bring back into the battle his cowardly shrinking host. The Indians hearing the call poured back to the fray, and boldly began a new conflict, ashamed to appear without victory before their king.
253 A large company of warriors in panoply drove Aiacos apart, and surrounded him there. He stood
e This word, μάτην, makes nonsense, for the call was not sounded “ in vain,” but a good emendation is yet to seek.
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αντάρ 6 μέσσος εην βεβιημε\τ>ς, ον τρυφχιλειη, 256 ον 7τίσυνος σακέεσσι και ον θωρηκι κυδοιμοΰ' άλλα έ πατρωοις πεπνκασμέχον άϊπι σιδήρου άρρήκτοις νεφέεσσιν όλον πνργωσεν *Αθήι·η, οΐς 77ορος άβρε'κτοιυ κατεσβεσεν ανχμόν αρονρης διφαλέην επι γαῖαν άγιον βιοτήσιον ι·Λαψ	260
Ζ,ηνός επομβρήσαιπος, άμαλλοτόκοιο δε γαίης αύλακες ενώδινες έννμφεύθησαν άρότρψ· και μέσος άντιβίων κυκλονμενος ει·θεος άνήρ τούς μεν άπηλοίησε θοιυ δορί, τους δι μαχαίριμ τους δε λίθοις κραναοΐσι* πε'δον δ* ερυθαίνετο λύθρω 265 ’Ιυδῶν κτεινομένων, και άκαμττε'ος άνε'ρος αιχμβ κειτο πολυσπερέων νεκνων χύσις, ιον ο μεν αὐτῶν ημιθανής ήσπαιρεν, ο δε χθόνα τ:οσσιν άράσσων ύπτιος αύτοκύλιστος όμίλεε γείτονι πότμω' και δαπέδω στείνοιπο, νε'κνς δ’ έπερείδετο ι εκρό» 270 κεκλιμένω μετρηδόν, απ' άρτιτόμοιο δε λαιμού φνχρόν ερενθιόωντι δε'μας θερμαίνετο λύθρερ' και φόνος άσπετος ήεν, έπασσντε'ριον δε πεσόιπων Γαῖα κελαινιόιοσα κατάρρντος αίματος όλχω, υίεας οίκτείρουσα, χαραδραίη φάτο φωιτ}-	276
Ι ιέ Αιός ζείδωρε μιαιφόνε- και γαρ άνάποεις όμβρον καρποτόκοιο και αιμαλέον νιιφετοιο,— ομβρω μεν γονόεσσαν όλην έδίηνας άλοίήν Έλλαδο?, Ίνδωην δἐ κατέκλνοας αύλακα λύθρω,
6 πριν άμαΑλοφόρος, θανατηφόρος· άγρονόμοις μεν 280 σος νιφετός στάχνν ενρε,
συ δε στρατόν έθρισας Ίι όων ανερας αμωων άτε λήϊον άμφότερον δε ἐκ Αιός όμβρον άγεις, εξ "Αρεος αίματι νίφεις.”
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in the midst at their mercy ; no helmet nor shield nor corselet could have saved him from that assault, but Athena built all round him a defence in place of steel, his father’s impregnable clouds,® the same clouds which once had quenched the drought of the soil, and brought lifegiving water upon the thirsty earth, when Zeus sent the rain, so that the fertile furrows of sheafbearing earth were wedded to the plow. Thus the inspired man, surrounded by enemies, destroyed some with quickdarting spear, some with sword, some with jagged stones ; the ground was red with the blood of slain Indians, and the corpses lay scattered in heaps by the blade of the unshaken man. One panted half-dead, one hammered the earth with his feet and rolled over helpless on his back, holding converse with fate his neighbour. They crowded the place, corpse lying as if fitted on corpse in rows, and cold bodies were warmed by the red gore from throats newly cut, endless carnage. As they fell and fell, Earth darkened with pouring streams of blood lamented her sons, and cried with a torrent of words—
276	“ Son of Zeus, beneficent butcher—for you are lord of the fruitbearing rain and the deluge of blood ! With rain you did irrigate all the productive orchards of Hellas, with gore you have deluged Indian furrows ! Once stookbearing, now deathbearing ! Your deluge found corn-ears for the farmers, now you have reaped the Indian host, men like a ripe harvest! You do both—bring rain from Zeus, and shower blood from Ares ! ”
0 He was the son of Zeus and Aegina. Zeus had sent rain after a drought in Aegina, when Aeacus had made sacrifice to him.
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295
Τοῖα μεν έννεπε Γαῖα φερέσβιος. αΑλα Κρονίων ούρανόθεν κελάδησε, και Αιακόν εις φοι·ον Ίιοωκ 285 βρονταίοις πατάγοισι Δι ος προκαλίζε το σάλπιγξ, καί τις ἐν άχτιβίοισιν ές Αιακόν όμμα τανύσσας πέμπε βέλος, και βαιόν, όσον χροος ακρον άμνξαι, μηρόν έπιγράφαχτα παρέτραπεν ιον *Λθηχ'η. μάρνατο δ* είσέτι μάλλον ανώδυνος εις μέσον 11 δών 290 Αιακός αστήρικτος, έπεί βέλος ηπτετο μηρού, λεπτός όνυξ άτε φωτός, ότε χροος άκρα χαραγή.
Καί τις άνηρ άκίχητος έχάζετο πεζός όδιτης ΐχνεσιν ώκυτέροισι, και ήθελε γείτονα λόχμην δύμεναι, ήχι πάροιθεν έκεύθετο· τον δέ διο, κ ιον εις δρόμον ηνιόχενε ποδηνεμον ίππον Ίίρεχθεύς ἀλλ* ότε τόσσον εμαρφεν, όσον προμά^οιο βαλόντος εγχεος ίπταμένοιο τιταίνεται όρθιος ορμή, δη τότε οι μετά νώηα βαλών άχτώπιος έστη πεζός άνηρ, ίπττηα δεδεγμέχος· αντάρ ό κάμφας 300 όκλαδόν έστηριξεν αριστερόν ιχχ·ος άρούρη λοξός επί πλευρησιν, όπισθοτόνοιο δέ ταρσόν ιχνιον ηέρταζε μετάρσιον, ορθά τιταίιχυν δεξιτεροΰ ποδός άκρα πεττηγότα δάκτυλα γαίη, *Ινδικόν έπταβόειον έχιον σάκος, είκόχκι πύργου, 306 γυμνόν έχων ξίφος οξύ· προϊσχόμενος δε προσώπου ασπίδα χαλκεόνωτον έπέδραμεν >Ιι··δοτ άγηνωρ, η θανέειν η φώτα βαλεῖν η πώλον έλάσσαι άορι τολμηεντι’ καί όμφαλόεντι σιδηρψ δόχμιος άντικέλευθον άνακρούσας γένυν ι7τπου 310 πεζός έών έτίναξεν υπέρτερο ν ηνιοχηα’ και νυ κεν εις χθόνα ριφεν άμήτορος αστόν * Αθηνης, αλλά μιν έγχεϊ νύξε παρ* όμφαλόν ακρον * Κρεχθενς καί φονίω μέσον άνδρα πεπαρμέιον όξέι χαλκώ εις πέδον ηκόντιζεν ό δε στροφάδεσσιν έρωαΧς 315 192
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284 So cried Earth, the mother of life. But Cronion sounded from heaven, the trumpet of Zeus called Aiacos to the slaughter of Indians with thunderclaps. There one of the enemy fixed his eye on Aiacos and let fly a shot : the arrow just grazed his thigh so as to scratch the skin, but Athena turned it aside. Aiacos felt no pain, and fought still more without ceasing among the Indians, after the arrow touched his thigh, like the light touch of a man’s nail which just scratches the skin.
293 One man got away on foot uncaught, running at full speed, and wished to get into the coppice not far off where he had been hidden before ; but Erechtheus pursued him riding a windfoot horse. When he had caught him up so close that a front-fighter could aim his flying lance for a straight throw, the man turned about and faced him, awaiting the horseman on foot. He bent his knee, and planted his left foot on the ground turning sideways, lifted his right foot and stretched it behind, stiffened the toes of his right foot and pressed them firmly into the ground. He carried a sevenhide Indian shield like a tower, he carried a sharp naked sword ; holding the bronzeplated shield before his face the brave Indian faced his foe, ready to die or strike the man or pierce the horse with daring sword. As he came on the footman from one side struck up at the horse’s cheek with a knob of steel and unsettled the man above on his back, and he would have thrown the citizen of unmothered Athena ; but Erechtheus struck him with a spear by his midnipple-tip, and with sharp-slaughtering bronze pierced the man through the middle and sent him flying till he fell
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ήερόθζΐ1 προκάρηνος επωλίσθησε κονίη κράτα κυβισπητήρα φέρων βηταρμην ι παλμψ. τον δε λιπών σπαίροντα, μετατρεφας δρόμοι* Ιππον, άλλοις δυσμενεεσσιν επεχραεν αστός 'Αῦῄνης.
. . . κυκλώσας εο. τόξα, και απλῶσα? νευρήν 320 όρθιον άκροτάτου τεταιχκτμει·ον άχρι σιδήρου εις σκοπόν εΐλκε βελεμχον άριστοτόκω ό* επί χιμφί) νίκης ἐλπίδα πάσαν επετρεπε Καλλιοπειῄ. εννέα μεν προέηκε ταιττγλιὐχινα? οιστοικ» ἐννεα δ* άνδρας επεφνεχ” Ζην δε τις Ισος αριθμός 325 πεμπομένοις βελε'εσσι και όλλυμένοισι μαχτγταις· ών 6 μεν άκγ>α μέτωπα διέσχισεν ιός αλιρτης, ο? δἐ δασυστέρνοιο κατέγραφεν άιπυγα μαζοΰ, άλλος υπέρ λαγάνων, ετερος δ’ c’ni ιτῆι·ι ττίπτων μεσσατίη πεφόρητο χαρασσομέirtv κει-εωι·ος,	230
ος δε δια πλευροιο διε'δραμεν, ος δι φυγόντος ορθός αελληειπι ποδών ενεπηγχαηο ταραιυ και χθονίω σφήκωσεν όμοζευκτω πόδα δεσμω. ήνεμόεν δἐ βέλεμνον αχειρνσεν έκ δι φαρέτρας άλλου πεμπομένοιο κατέδρειμεν άλλος ἐπ άλλω 233 ηερίτ) στροφάλιγγι κατάσσυτος όμβρος όιστών. ως δ* ὀτε χαλκείω τις ίττ’ άκμονι χαλκόν έλαυιινν άκαμάτω ραιστήρι πυρίβρομον ήχον ίάλλει, τύπτων γείτονα μύδρον, άποθρωσκουσι δε πολλοί άλλόμενοι σπινθήρες άρασσομέιοιο σιδήρου,	J40
ήερα θερμαίνοντες, άμοιβαιησι δε ριπαις ος μεν εην προκέλευθος, 6 δε σχεδόν, άλλος όρούσας άλλον ετι θρωσκοντα κιχάνεται αιθοπι παλμό* ως ό γε τοξευων στρατιήν άχπώπιον * 1 νθώχ· μαρναμενων εκεδασσεν αλωφήτων από τόξων,	345
κτείνων άλλοθεν άλλον επασσντεροισι βελεμνοις. μεσσατίης δε φόλαγγος άλευαμέχ'ης ΐ’έφος ίων
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through the air to the ground, slipping headforemost, and rolled over and over in the dust, and with a somersault took a header like a tumbling clown. There the Athenian left him in convulsions, and turned back his horse to attack other enemies.0
320 (Oiagros was still fighting.) He bent his bow, fitted a shaft to the string, and drew it right back to the tip of the iron and let fly at the mark, trusting all hopes of victory to his bride Calliopeia, mother of a noble son. Nine longbarbed arrows he shot, nine men he slew—one number for the arrows let fly and the warriors killed. One flying shaft pierced a forehead, one cut the round of a hairy breast, another fell on a flank, another upon a belly and dug deep into the hollow middle. Again one went through a side, another caught a running man on the sole of his storming foot and nailed the foot close fastened to the earth. Again he drew back a windswift shaft: and from that quiver another flew, and a shower of arrows went one after another hurtling through the air. As when a man hammers metal on a smith’s anvil, and rings the fiery clinks with unwearied sledge beating the mass below, the sparks leap out in showers, spurting when the iron is struck, and heat the air ; under blow after blow first one goes up then another, one leaps after another and catches it leaping in its fiery course : so he shooting at the Indian host before him scattered the warriors with arrows without respite, slaying on all sides with the incessant shafts. The centre of the line gave way before this
a Some mention of Oiagros has fallen out, here restored from the suggestion of Graefe.
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NONNOS
χώρος ίγυμνώθη, κιραής ΐχ·8<ιλμα ~ιληχ*ης, άμφιφαής ore βαιόν άποστίλβουσα κιραιης άκρα άιαπλήσασα 8voj χ·ιοφιγγιος αίγλης	300
κ€κλιμίναις άκτϊσι μισόν κνκλοιο χαρασσα, άίζυγι κικριμίνω μαλακω πνρί' μισσατίης hi γυμνά χαρασσομίχ'ης (τι φκιίνιτο κυκλα ϊ^ληνης.
Οόδἐ μάχης άπίληγι σνι·αιχμαζων Διοννσιρ Αιακός άπτοίητος, ίβακχιύ&η hi κυόοιμω	3&S
κτιινων (νθα και ινθα* και ίκ ττεδίοιο όιώκων ιις προχοάς ποταμοΐο μιτήγαγι λαόν αλήτην, σνμφιρτοι δ’ ίνα μοννον ίκυκλώσαχτο μαχηται τυτττόμινον ζιφίισσι και ονκ ολίγο ιτ α μαχαιρης, ου βίλιος πτιρόιχτος· ίπασσντίρησι hi ριπαΐς 36C κυανίης ήμησι σιόήρια λίρα χάρμης κραιπνός άνηρ και πόσιν ίμάρνατο,
τούς μιν ίπ* όχθαις, τούς hi κάτω ποταμοΐο μαχήμονι χιιρι όαΐζων και νικύων ιπλησιν όλον ρόον όλλυμίνων hi αΐματι μορμύρων ίρυθαίνιτο λιυκος 'Ύόάσττης. 3βὅ καί τις άνηρ προμάχοιο φυγών άνιμωδια ριπήν κύμβαχος αύτ ο κυλιστό ς ίπωλίσθησ( ριίθρω, και πολύς άρτιάάικτος άκοχτιστηρι σιόήρω σύριτο κυματόιντι νίκυς πιφορημίχΌς όλκω οίόαλίοις μιλίισσιν* ύποβρυχίοιο hi λνθρου	370
Ντμάδε? λούσαντο δαφοιχτ^ιντι ριίθρο), και φονίαις Λιβάδεσσιυ ίφοινίχθη μίλαν νόωρ. πολλοί δ* ίν προχοήσιν άπορρίψαχτις άκωκήν ίκισίην άνίφαινον άτιυχί^ς, ος μιν ίπ* όχθαις, ος δἐ παρά φαμάθοις τιτανυσμίνος, ος δ* ίπΐ γαιη 375 όρθιος όκλάζων, κυρτούμινον αυχιχ·α κάμπτουν αλλά λιτάς άπίιιπιν άνω νιύοιτι προσώπω Αιακός άχτιβίοισιν άκαμπία μῆνιν άίζων·
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cloud of arrows and a space was left clear, like the crescent moon when it shines dim at either horn and fills the two ends with new-lighted sheen, marking off the middle of the orb with receding beams, and the two horns apart gleaming softly, but the middle orb of the moon marked off is yet seen to be bare.
354 Nor did Aiacos slacken fight, that fearless ally of Dionysos, but he moved furious in the fray killing here and killing there ; he chased the people away from the plain and drove them into the river flood. The warriors gathered around him, alone in their midst, struck by their swords and not caring for sabre-stroke nor winged shot. With incessant swoops he reaped the iron harvest of black battle, that stirring hero, and fought them all, slaying some on the banks, some down in the river with battling hand. He filled the whole stream with corpses ; white Hydaspes turned red, boiling with the blood of the slain. One man to escape the champion, rushing like the wind, dived of himself, tumbling into the stream ; many a corpse newly slain by that darting steel was carried floating upon the billowy flood with swollen limbs. The blood ran deep, and the Naiads washed in gory water, the black water reddened with clots of blood. Many threw away their spears in the river and offered supplication unarmed, this on the bank, that stretched on the sand, one again on land kneeling upright and bending an arched neck. But Aiacos threw up his head ° refusing their prayers, and let his unbending wrath grow against his adversaries. Not one Lycaon
α The Greek gesture of refusal was, and is, to throw back the head, being the opposite of nodding downwards in acceptance.
197
NONNOS
αίχμητην 8* aoihrjpov Ιτ ι φα νοντα Xiratov
ονχ €να μοννον €πίφν€ Ανκάονα, 8νομ€ΐ*€ας δε 3S0
χερσ'ιν άθωρήκτοισι κνΧιν8ομ£ΐ"ονς (ττι yairj
νηρίθμονς κιράιζζ, ρόον ποταμόιο μιαινων
και ποΧνν y Αστ€ροπαΐον ἐδἐ£ατο νικρον ' Γόίΰητ^ς’.
Οι)δ’ α 0€€ΐ ττολἐμιζε και Αιακός' άΐΎίβιονς Yap» ως γενετὴ? ΙΙτὴῆο?, €σω ποταμοίο όαίζωι	3Η5
ικμαΧόον μόθον cὐχε και ν8ατόίσααν Ή\ίη1», οΐα προθίσπιζων ποταμού πιρι χινμα Κημάι·8ρον φνΧοπιν ἡμιτἐλεστο»* όπισσομίΐ'ην Άχιλήι· και μόθον υιωνοϊο μάθος μαιτινσατο παππού.
Καί τι? evi προχοήσιν ασάμβαλος ιαχ* Χνμφτη 300 ι\ηιάς άκρή8(μνος νπ(ρκνφασα ροάων
Ντ^ιάδουυ όμόφνλ*, Λαττετῖς αιμα κομίζων, αγνόν ν8ωρ eXeatpe Αιιπιτόος ποταμοΐο. άρκιον Ίνδον οΧισσ* τιόν 8όρν παν*ο Ννμφκιις 8άκρυα Χτμάδεσσιν άόακρντοισιν όγίίρων'	395
Ντμός ύόατόίσσα και νμ€Τ('ρη πόΧι μτγτηρ' κονρην γαρ ποταμοιο τιην Αίγιναν οκούω. μνω£θ, τις σε λόχευσε, και ονκότι χ€νμα μιαιινις. ΐξομαι €ΐς ρόον άλλον άκι^ρατον, ιις άλα βαίιχυ, καί με θαΧασσαίη 8ίχ€ται (·)ίτις άλλα μίΧίσθω 400 αιματο€ΐς ρόος οντος ΊΊριννι και Αιοννσω.”
° As Achilles	I.ycaon, Hom. II. xxi. IS4.
k Hom. II. xxi. 116.
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alone did he slay, a warrior unarmed and still praying for mercy ° ; but innumerable enemies he destroyed, rolling over and over on the earth with unweaponed hands, and defiled the running river : many a dead Asteropaios Hydaspes received.6
384 Not without God’s help Aiacos also fought. As befitted the father of Peleus, he slew his enemies in the river, a watery battle, a conflict among the waves, as if to foretell the unfinished battle for Achilles c in time to come at the river Camandros d: the grandfather s battle prophesied the grandson’s conflict.
390 And a Naiad Nymph in the river unshod, unveiled, peeped out of the stream and cried—
392 “ Kinsman of the Naiads ! with the blood of Zeus in your veins ! Pity the holy water of the river that fell from Zeus ! Indians enough your spear has destroyed. Cease to call for the tears from the tearless Naiad Nymphs ! A Naiad of the water was your own mother ; yes, I hear that your Aigina was a river’s daughter. Think who brought you forth, and you will no longer defile a river. I Mill go away to another stream, one without stain, I will go down to the sea, and seaborn Thetis is ready to receive me. Let this river of blood be the care of Erinys and Dionysos.”
c The son of Peleus. See II. xxi. passim. d Properly Scamandros.
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ΔΙΟΝΥΣΙΑΚΩΝ ΚΙ ΚΟΠΟΝ ΤΡΙΤΟΝ
Εικοστώ τριτάτω πεπερημεχ-ον *Ινδόν * 1&ὅσ7Π7»' καί κλόνον ύδατάειπα και αιθαλοεχπα λιγαιιχυ.
*Ως φαμενη πατρώο ν εδυσατο φοίνιον νδευρ Νηιάς ύδατόεσσα διάβροχος αΐματι Χνμφη. αύτάρ 6 βάρβαρα φΰλα παρ' rjovας άορι τνπτιυν εις προχοάς ετρεφε" διωκάμενοι δε σι&ήρψ δυσμενεες κτείνοιπο φόβοι στείιοιτες 'λδάσττην. δ και πολύς εν ροθίοισι πόδας και χεΐρας ελίσσων νηχομενους μιμείτο, και ήθελε ποτ μοι <1λὑ£αι χερσίν άπειρήτοις ποταμηια χενματα τεμιχυν αλλά ρόιρ κεκάλυπτο' και ύδασιν άλλος ἐν* άλλαt έγκυος οίδαίυων διεραι τυμβευετο πότμω.	10
Ούδ* επί δην παρά θϊνα φερισσακεος ποταμοίο πληθνι τοσσατίτ) φονίαιν κυκλουμενος ’Ινδών Αιακός είσετι μίμνεν, επει μογεοιπι παρεστη Ίνδοφόνος Αιόΐ'νσος άκαχμενα Ονροα τινάσσων. ένθα πολύν στρατόν άλλον άφειδει δονρατι ινσσων Ιδ Αιακός επρηνιξεν εμαινετο δ' οΐά περ *Αρης, σννδρομος εύθώρηκι κασιγντγτω Λιοηίσω.
Καί διερ-rj Λιάιαισος όμίλεε συζνγι χάρμrj υγρόν επ αντιβίοισι φέρων μάρον, ει δε τις άνηρ νηχετο δαιδαλεης υπέρ άσπιδος οΐδματα τεμνινν, 20 νηχομενων κεράιζε μετάφρενον· ει δε τις *Ιν5ῶν 200
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In the twenty - third I sing Indian Hydaspes crossed, and the affray of water and fire.
So spoke the Nymph, the Naiad of the waters, and soaked in blood plunged into the bloodstained water of her father. But Aiacos drove the barbarian hordes along the banks into the flood, striking with his sword ; the enemy pursued by the steel died in their rout and choked the river Hydaspes. Many a one in the flood stretched legs and arms in the manner of swimmers, and tried to escape his fate by cutting the stream with inexperienced hands, yet he was swallowed in the water ; one upon another swollen big with water there found a floating grave.
11 But Aiacos had not long to wait on the bank of the shieldstrewn river, surrounded by all that multitude of deadly foes, for Dionysos Indianslayer was beside him at his need, shaking the sharpened wand. Then Aiacos laid low a great host besides, piercing them with unsparing spear ; furious as Ares he was by the side of his corseleted brother Dionysos.
18	Then Dionysos joined with him in the watery battle, and brought a drowning death to his foes. If some man swam by cutting through the waves on his wellmade shield, he thrust him through the back as he swam. If an Indian showed fight half under
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NONNOS
ήμιφανής πολεμιζεν επ' ιλύι ταρσόν ερεισας, θύρσο) στήθος ετυφεν ή ανχθια, κύματα τεμνων, δυόμενων βνθίων γαρ £7τίστατο κολπον ει·ανλων, 0£ ότε μιν φεύγοντα μόθον δασπλήτα Ανκονργον δώματι κνμαίνοντι γέρων ΰπεδεξατο Νηρεῖς. πολλοί δ* * ίνθα και ένθα περικλείοιπο ρεεθρω, νΐα Λι ος τρομθοιπες όρίδρομον, ών 6 μιν αυτών όρθιος ίλνόεντι πόδα? σφηκυχιατο ιτηλώ, αντοπαγής δ’ άτίνακτος άπ* ιξνος άχρι καρήΐΌν ήμιφαί'ης άνετελλε καλυπτόμουν πτύχα μηρόν* καί \\ρομίιρ πολεμιζ(ν Ον νδασι μάλλον άρονρης αμφοτεραις παλάμαις διδνμαοι·α δούρατα πολλών και τό μῖν αίχμάζεσκεν Ος ήόνας νφόσε πεμπων, Αιακόν αχηακελενθον Οχων σκοπόν, άλλο Si σείσας Ογχος άνοντήτοιο κατηκόχ-τιζε Λοα ιον. καί τις ενεστήρικτο μθσον κενεωχ·α καλυπτων, ος δἐ φυγεΐν ονχ εύρε, τετυμμενος όζει θνρσω, ΐχνια πηλώεντι φθρων πεπεδημει*α δεσμω, ταρσόν Οχων φαμάθοισι κατασχετόν ίστατο δ' άλλος κνήμης βαλλομθνης· 6 δε γοννατος άκρα διαίνων υγρήν αιμαλεοιο δι* ΰδατος· είχε ν ΎΙνυώ' άλλος ενερρίζωτο δεδνκότος άχρι γενείου, και πόδας ήώρησε λελουμεχχ)ν ώμον άείρων, φεύγων φρικτα ρεεθρα καταΐσσοχπα προσώπου' άλλος ενι προχοήσιν όλον δθμας O κ ποδός άκρου άχρι μέσου στθρνοιο κατάρρντος, ός δε διαίνων ώμους διχθαδίους, 6 δε βόστρυχον άκρον ερενσας δεχνυτο κνματόεσσαν επαισσονσαν απειλήν.
•	See χχ. 356.
*	Like Asteropaios, Hom. //. xxi. 163. Nonnos has the 202
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water and standing on the mud, he struck breast or neck with his wand, wading in among the drowning men ; for he knew the deep bosom of the waters, ever since he fled from the murderous attack of Lycurgos, and ancient Nereus had entertained him in his billowy dwelling.® Many on this side and that plunged into the stream in fear of the hillranging son of Zeus. One stood upright with feet held firmly in the slimy mud, selfstuck, immovable, half-visible from loins to head ; then lifting the hidden fork of the thigh he fought better against Bromios in water than on land, for he cast two lances from his two hands6; one he let fly towards the bank, sending it up high, with Aiacos as his target, who was approaching; the other he poised and threw at Lyaios the invulnerable. Another stood firmly, covered to midbelly; and he could not escape, but the sharp wand struck him as he dragged his elogged feet through the fettering mud, and his soles were stayed in the sands. There was another, stopt by a wound in the calf; the river just reached his knee, and fought a wet warfare through the bloody water. Another rooted to the bottom was submerged over the chin, and tried to lift his feet so as to get a shoulder clear of the water, trying to escape the terrible flood which dashed in his face. Others with the whole body covered from the toes to the middle of the chest, or with both shoulders in the wet, or with red on the hair of his head,® awaited the threatening attack
battle of Achilles by the river in his mind throughout this description.
c Presumably from the blood-stained water but the reading is doubtful.
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NONNOS
€ΐς βυθόν άλλος τ8υντ δι άβροχα χτίλτα στ ίων	δθ
άν8ροφόνον παρά χεῖμα στσηρότος άνθτρτώνος.
Καί τι? τους ττάρους 8τ8οκημτνος Μνδός αγήνωρ τους μεν κττινομτνονς 8ολιχώ 8ορί,
τους 8τ μαχαίρη,
άλλον όισττυθτιπα χαραΒρήτιπι βτλτμνω, τόν δἐ πολυπλτκτω 8τ8αιγμτνον όςἐι θύρσον,	Μ
Θουρτι ντκρόν όμιλον τδτίκνυτν, άχννμτνος δἐ τίλλε κόμην, φλογτρώ 8τ χόλοι; βακχτύττο πυρσω, σφιγγών καρχαρό8οντι μτμυκότα χτιλτα 8τσμω’ και ταχύς αύτοφόνον μιμούμτνος *Ινδόν 'Ορόντην, βάρβαρον αϊμα φόρων και βάρβαρον ήθος άίξων, 60 άορ τον γύμνωσαν, άπορρίφας 8τ χιτώνα,
"Αρτος άρραγτς όρκος, άλτξητηρα βτλτμνων, και ξίφος άτττοίητος τω κτντώνι πτλάσσας ύστατίην ταχύποτμος άγήνορα ρήξατο φωνήν Γαστήρ, δτχχυσο τούτο φίλον ξίφος·
αιότομαι γάρ,	65
μή τις τμτ κττίντιτν άνάρσιος άτττόλτμος χτίρ. αντος τμω κτντώνι θτλήμονα χαλκόν ἐλάσσα», μή μτ πατήρ μτμφαιτο 8τ8ουπότα θήλτΐ θνρσω, μή Σάτνρον, μή Βάκχον τμόν καλτστιτ φοι~ηα.” "Έ,νντπτ κναντης κατά γασττρος άορ τρτίσας 70 τ ολμηραΐς παλάμησιν, άττ ξ τ νο ν άν8ρα όαίζων, και θάντν αύτο8άικτος τ ν άντιβίοισι Μο·οικεὐε, αί8όμτνος μττά δῆριν ί8τΐν ττι Αηρια8ήα· όμμασι δ* άκλαύτοισι θτλήμονι κάτθαντ πότμω, και μανίης άπάντυθτν τφαίνττο χάλκτος Αίας.	75
Καί φόνος άσπττος ήτν άναινομτνω 8τ ρττθρω
• Menoiceus son of Creon killed himself because the prophet had foretold that his death would bring victory to his country.
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of the waves. Another with wet lips palpitating and grinning teeth sank into the deathdealing stream.
52 Some proud Indian seeing his companions killed by long spear or sword, struck by a missile rock, pierced by the sharp leafwrapt thyrsus-wand, pointed out to Thureus the heaps of corpses—then in anguish tore his hair, bit his lips deep and was dumb, wild with blazing indignation. Born of barbarian blood and bred in barbarian manners, he quickly followed the example of Indian Orontes and killed himself. Baring his sword, he stript off the corselet, that impregnable defence in battle which kept off the missiles, and undismayed set the blade to his flank, as he uttered a last proud speech before the quick stroke of death:
65 “ Belly, receive this friendly sword ! I should be ashamed if I were killed by some unnatural unwarlike hand. I myself drive a willing blade into my own side, that my father may not reproach me brought low by a womanish wand, nor call Satyr or Bacchant my slayer ! ”
70 As he spoke, he thrust the sword down into his darkskinned belly with resolute hands, as if he were piercing a stranger, and died self-slain, another Menoiceus a among his foes, ashamed to look again upon Deriades after this battle ; died a willing death with tearless eyes, and showed himself a brazen Aias 6 but that he was not mad.
76 The carnage was infinite ; Hydaspes covered
b Aias, son of Telamon, went mad with disappointment when the arms of Achilles were given to Odysseus instead of him. Recovering his senses, he found he had killed sheep, taking them for his enemies, and killed himself for shame. See Soph. Aias.
NONNOS
κταινομάνονς ακάλυφα και απλατο τύμβος Ι όαυιι, καί τις ασω ποταμοίο παννστατιην χαα φωνήν Και σν, πάτα ρ,
προχοησι πόθο* ηάο τῖννα καλΰττηις; πολλάκι Μάκτρον *Αρηα ματιμον, αλΛα ρααθροις 80 ου ποτε Μῆδον όμιλόν άπακτανα Μῆδος· Άραζηςφ Περσικό? Κνφρητης ονκ ακρι*φα γείτονα IIάρσην' πολλάκι μοι παρά Ί αΰρον Ζην μάθος, αλλ e»'» χαρμη ον Κίλικάς ποτε Κάδυον αώ τνμβανσατο κόλπω ον Τάναῖ? χιονώδες άγο>ν πατρονμανον ι>όωρ	W
γαίτονι Μαυρομάτη θιορησσαται, αλλά κορνσσων Κόλχοις άντιβίοισι χαραδρηαασαν ’Κιτᾶ* πολλάκι παχνηαιπι καταπρηνίζω βαλάμνω.
Ήριδανος πἐλε σεῖο μακάρταρος, οττι ρααθροις αλλοδαπόν Φαάθοιπα και ονκ ακρυφα πολίτην, 90 ον Υαλάτην ακάλυφα και ου τάφος «ττλετο Κελτῷ, αλλά φίλοις ναα'τησι ρνηφανάων α πο δάνδρων 'Ηλιάδων ηλακτρα φαρανγάα δώρα κνλίιδατ 'Ρῆνο? "Ιβη ρ βραφάασσ ι κορνσσατα ι, άλλα δι κάζων, καί κρυφίην ώδινα διασχίζων τοκατοΐο	93
κταίνω ι ζαιν α γάναθλ α· σύ δα φθιμα'νων ι·α ατήρων κρνπταις γνήσια τάκνα καί ον νόθον αιμα καλιτπταις. πώς δυνασαι ποταμοΐσι μιγημαναι ηα καί αύτώ *Ω.καανώ γανάτη καί Ύηθυι, σαΐο τακονση, αιμαλάαις λιβάδασσι φόνου πλημμυρίδα σνρων; *00
β River Don.
b Phaethon when struck by the thunderl>olt fell into the Eridanos, which “ Is nowhere at all but said to be somewhere near the Ρο,” says Strabo ν. 1.9. Nonnos seems ol»M*ss«l by this story, to which he recurs several times, finally telling it at length in book xxxviii. The mention of amtxrr in con-206
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the dead with his reluctant flood, and became their tomb. Then one within the river cried out his last reproach :
79 “You too, father ! why do you drown your sons ? I have often made war against Bactrians, but Median Araxes never destroyed a Median army. Persian Euphrates never drowned his neighbours, the Persians. Often I have had war under the Tauros, but Cydnos never made his bosom the tomb of Cilicians in war. Tanais a never arms icy petrified waters against the Sauromatans on his banks, but often attacked their enemies the Colchians with torrential war, and laid them low with his frozen armament. Eridanos was happier than you, in that he swallowed a foreigner, Phaethon b in his flood, not one of his own people; he drowned no Gaul, he entombed no Celt, but brings wealth from his trees to the friends who live near him as he rolls along the brilliant amber gifts of the Heliades. Iberian Rhine c does indeed attack his own sons, but as a judge, when he marks off the illicit offspring of his race and kills the stranger-brat; but you swallow up the lawful sons of your own perishing people—you drown no bastard blood. How dare you mingle with other rivers, with your Father Ocean himself and Tethys your mother, rolling down a flood of gore in bloody streams ? Have some
nexion with Eridanos suggests that it has been confused with some North European river.
c Apparently Nonnos imagined either that the Rhine was in Spain or that the Iberians’ territory extended through Gaul to its banks. It was said in late antiquity (see Julian, Orat. p. 81d Sp. ; pseudo-Julian, Ep. cxci. 16 ; Claudian v. 112 ; more references and good parallels in Frazer, Folklore of O.T. ii. 454-455) that the “ Celts ” used to throw their infant children into the Rhine, for a true-born child would float quite safely, but a bastard would drown.
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αζεο, μη νεκυεσσι ΙΙοσειδάωνα μιήνης.
σεῖο ρόος Βρομίοιο κακώτερος, οττι μ* θύρσοις
ου κλονεει Διόνυσό?, όσον κλονεεις μ€ ρεεθροις.
"Ώ? ειπων βαρύποτμος εΒεχί’ντο λοισθιον υΒωρ. καί πλόος ἡν ευοπλος’ εκονφίζοιπο ό< λαοί	ΙθΛ
οιδαλέοι? μελεεσσιν' άποφθιμενου Bi φορηος ημιφανης πλωτηρι λόφο) πορθμεύετο πηληζ Βυομενη κατά βαιόν εφαλλόμεναι Bi ρεεθροις εκταΒόν εν ροθίοισιν άτε πρυμνήσια ι·ηων νηχομενους τελαμώνας εναυτίλλοντο βοείαι,	110
στοιχάΒες ένθα και ει·θα' βαρυνόμενον Bi σιΒήρω εις βυθόν ύγροχίτωνα κατεσπασεν άνερα θωρηζ.
ΟύΒε μόθου Διόνυσος εούς άνεκοφε μχιχητάς, ει μη πάντας επεφνεν εώ ταμεσίχροι θνρσω, καλλείφας ενα μοΰνον όλων κηρυκα Θανάντων 115 θουρεα μούνον ελειπε ΘεουΒε'α μάρτυρα νίκης.
*Ηρ?7 δ* ως ενόησε Βαϊκταμενων φόνον ’Ιιόῶν, ούρανόθεν πεπότητο, δι* υφιπόρου Bi κελεύθου άστατος ηνεμόεντι κατεγραφεν ηερα ταρσω.
*Αντολίη δ’ επεβαινε, και ηλασεν ’Ινδόν * Γδἀσπην 120 φύλοπιν αίματόεσσαν άναστησαι Διονύσιο.
*Αλλ* ότε βαρβαρόφωνος Έώιο? ώκλασεν "Αρης,
Βη τότε ναυτιλίης ετερότροπα μάγγανα τευχών χεύμασιν άκλύστοισι χορος πορθμεύετο Βάκχων. και θεός ηγεμόνευε, δι* οΐΒματος ηνιοχεύων	125
αρμασι χερσαίοισι νόθον πλόον, ύγροπόρων δἐ πορΒαλίων άδίαντος όνυζ εχάραζεν ΎΒάσπην και στρατιαι πλόον ειχον ακύμαντου ποταμοίο, ῶν ὀ μεν *1 νΒωην σχεΒίην πολύΒεσμον ερεσσων, ος Βε, κυβερνησας Β ιερήν άκατο ιο πορείην,
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reverence, do not pollute Poseidon with dead bodies. Your river is worse than Bromios, his wands do not beat me so hard as your waves beat me ! ”
104	As he spoke, he received the last water, which brought him unhappy fate*
105	The river was full of armour. The swollen bodies were floating in crowds : the helmet under way half visible, sinking little by little and crest trailing on the water, its owner lost. Leathern shields sailed along flat, tossing upon the waves in rows here and there, their long slings afloat like ships’ hawsers. Here a man is dragged down to the depths in his soaking garments by the weight of his corselet and his arms.
113 Dionysos would never have recalled his men from the battle, if he had not killed that whole army with his fleshpiercing wand, leaving only one to tell the news that all were dead. Thureus alone he left to be a godfearing witness of the victory.
117 But when Hera perceived the carnage and devastation of the Indians, she flew from heaven, and quickly along the path on high scored the air with windswift sole. In Anatolia she alighted, and drove Indian Hydaspes to stir up bloody strife against Dionysos.
>U2 When Eastern Ares of barbarian speech had bent the knee, then the company of Bacchoi was fashioning all sorts of machines of navigation and crossed the tranquil waves. The god led them in his landchariot, driving this makeshift vessel over the flood, while the panthers trod the water of Hydaspes without wetting a hoof. The armies made their voyage over a waveless river, one rowing a strong-bound Indian raft, one steering a skiff along the
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ένδάπιον σκάφος είχε Χινορραφεων αλιηων άρπάζας' έτερος δε νοθω ναυτιΧΧετο θεσμω, άμματι τεχνηεντι περίπΧοκα δούρατα δησας,
/cat ζύΧον αντόπρεμνον υ μοι ιον όΧκαδι τευχών, έκτοθι ΊτηδαΧίου, διχα Χαίφεος, έκτος έρετμων, ου Μορέην καΧέων ΐ'ηοσσόον—ί#ι/7θός πὸρ €i*S“ βυθίους κενεώνας υποβρύχιον δόρυ πομπών "Αρεος νγροπόροιο δορυσσόος έπΧεε ναι/της—-, και πλιοτῆ? άδιαιτος έπ* άσττίδο? οΐδματα τέμνων, πείσμα φέρων τεΧαμωνα, σακ·ἐιττταλον είχε πορειην, 140 ξείνην ναντιλίην φευδημονι νηι χαράσσων.
Και στρατός ιππέ^ων ρόον έστιχε, και πλόος ιιτπων ποσσιν Ζην ραχίησιν άειρομένων έΧαττ)ρων' και τότε νηχομένου διερον δρόμον ευποδος ίππου
ιζνι κονφίζοιτος νπέρτερον ηνιοχηα νφιφανης άνέτεΧΧε δί υδατο? άβροχος αυχην.
Καί στρατός έγρεμόθων πρνΧέων
άκάτοιο χατίζων,
άσκοΐς οιδαΧέοισι χέων ποιητόν άητην, δέρματι φυσαΧέω διεμέτpeer Ίι-δόν * Γ&άστΓ^ν, ενδομύχων δ’ ανόμων έγκύμονες ῖπλεον ασκοί.
Αιγείοις δι. πόδεσσι διέτρεχε ΙΙαρράσιο? Παν άκρα γαΧηναίοιο διαστείχων ποταμοίο -και Λύκος ήνιόχενε θαΧασσαίων δρόμον ιιτπων πατρωην άδίαντον άγων τέθριππον άττηντμτ καί γνωτω περόωιτι σννέστιχε Λαμι·αμοῆι ΣκέΧμις άκνμάιτοιο καθιππεύων ποταμοίο. άΧΧος υπέρ νωτοιο θορων όμόφοιτον άέΧλαις €ίς 7τΧόον ηνιόχευε καΧανροπι ταύρον οδίτην, και βοέοις όνύχεσσι κατ έγραφε ν άφοφον νδωρ' 210
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watery path, some native boat of networking fishermen which he had seized. Another played the mariner under strange pretences. He lashed together a number of logs with workmanlike knots, and made the timber roots and all serve as a freighter without rudder, without sail, without oars, asking no help from speed-the-ship Boreas—for he held his spear upright and plunged it under water into the deep pools : so navigated the spearpunting shipman of a watercrossing host. There was another new kind of navigation, and another sham boat, when one cut the waters, dry on a floating shield, with the sling for painter, and so pursued his shieldshaking course.
142 The cavalry also marched into the river ; the horses swam with their feet while the riders sat on their backs.0 As the horse swam a wet journey with his agile feet, only his neck rose high and dry out of the water as he carried the rider aloft upon his flanks.
147	Next came the doughty footmen who had no boat. They filled swelling skins with artificial wind, and on these leathery bags crossed Indian Hydaspes, while the skins teeming with wind bore them along.
151 Now Parrhasian Pan crossed the surface of the calm river on his goat’s feet; Lycos guided the horses of the sea in his father’s fourhorse chariot unwetted ; and Scelmis drove across the waveless river along with Damnameneus his brother. Some one else leapt on the back of a bull and made him march into the river quick as the wind, guiding him on his way with his crook, as the beast scored the quiet water with his hooves. The old Seilenoi went
a Nonnos was no horsemaster; a cavalry-man would swim or wade beside his mount.
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Σει ληνοί δἐ γέροντας όναυτΐλλοντο θαλάσση	ΙβΟ
καί ποσι και παλάμησιν
όρατμώσαντες· *ν3ά<Γττην . . .
Και προχόων κρουιηδόν άλαξητωιραν ιωην γνωτω κυματόαιτι γέρων ιάχησων Υδάσπης, μΰθον άπαιλητήρα χέων πολνπίδακι λαιματ
" Γνιοτἐ πέπον, τέο μέχρι τωός ρόος άψοφος έρπωι; Ι ΛΛ οιδματα σεῖο κόρυσσον (πιβρίθων Λιοιὐσαι, οφρα κατακρυφωμαν έν υόασι πεζόν οδίτην. σοι και έμοι πάλαν αϊσχος, ότα Ηρομίοιο μάχητοι άβρέκτοις αμόν οίδμα διασχίζουσι παδίλοις’
Αίολε, κ·αι σό τἐλεσσου ῖμοι χάριν, άιηιβιοις δἐ 170
σοι)? προμάχους θώρηξον ααλληαιπας άήτας
μαρναμένους Σατιίροισιν, ότι στρατός υγρός όόίτης
άρμασι χαρσαίοισι βατόν ποίησήν Ύδάσπην,
και δρόμον υγρόν εχουσιν ἐν νόασιν ήνιοχῆεν*
σοῖς ανόμους Θώρηξον έμω πορθμηι Αυαιιυ'	175
χαυμασι δ’ αλκέσθω Σατυρων στόλος, ηνιόχων δἐ
συρομένων προχοησιν αμός ρόος άρμα Βαχέσθω,
οιδματι λυσσηαντι καλυτττομένων αλατηρων.
ου μεν εγώ νηποινον άηθαα πορθμόν ἐάσατ
σοι /cat αμοι πέλαν αίσχος, όταν Βρομίοιο μαχηταί 180
ατραπόν ηνιόχοισι και άβρέκτοισιν όόίταις . . .
νγροπόρους δα λέοντας άιστώσω Λιονὑσου.
εῖνἐ, πόθαν βατός ασκαν αμός ρόος, υγροβαφης Bi
Ντμός ἐν προχοησι πόθαν χρωματισμόν άκοναι
και ράχιν ιχθυόασσαν ονυξ ιππαιος ιιράσσαι;	|ΗΛ
αίδέομαι ποταμοισι μιγημαναι, οττι γυναίκας
ημέας άκλυστοισι διασταίβουσι παδίλοις.
ου ποτά τολμηαντας ωμόν ρόον αξαον ’Ινδοί
αρμασιν ηλιβάτοισι, και ου πατρωιον νόωρ
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voyaging on the deep paddling Hydaspes with foot and hand.
162 Now old Hydaspes poured out a gushing cry, and shouted for help to a watery brother, as he uttered these menacing words from his manyfoun-tained throat a :
165 “ Lazy brother, how long is your stream to crawl in silence ? Rear your waves, and overwhelm Dionysos, that we may swallow his host of footmen under the waters ! It is a disgrace for you and me when the warriors of Bromios pass through my flood with unwetted shoes. You also, Aiolos b—grant me this boon, arm your stormy winds to be champions against my foes, to fight with the Satyrs, because their host has marched through the waters and made a highroad of Hydaspes for landchariots, because they drive a watery course through my stream ! Arm your winds against my ferryman Lyaios ! Let the Satyrs’ host be caught in the flood, let my river receive the chariot, let the charioteers be rolled in my flood, let the riders be swallowed in the mad waves ! I will not suffer this unnatural passage to be unavenged : for both you and me it is a disgrace, when the warriors of Bromios have made a path for footmen and drivers high and dry ! . . . I will destroy the water-traversing lions of Dionysos !
183 “ Tell me, why was my river made a highway ? Why does the Naiad in the watery depths of my flood hear whinnying, why does the horses hoof crush the fish’s back ? I am ashamed to mingle with other rivers, when women cross me with unwetted shoes. Never have Indians been so bold as to scrape my
a So Scamandros calls for help to his brother Simoeis; Hom. II. xxi. 308.	b The wind-god.
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Δηριάδης εχάραξεν (ώ περιμηκεΖ όίφρψ, ύφιλόφων λοφίησιν εφεδρησαινν ἐλεὸὑπΓων/'
ΛΩ? είπων εκόρυσσεν εόν ρόον ᾶλτο 5ἐ Βάκνῳ αίχμάζιυν ροθίοισιν άελλήεσσα δἐ πολλή μαρναμενων νδάτων διερη μυκησατο σαλπιγξ* καί ποταμός κελάρυζε ν ᾶγιυν νφούμενον ΐ'ό<υρ, μαρνάμενος Δ,ατύροισΐ’ πολυφλοίσβερ δε κυδοιμψ Υόασσαρις άβροχίτων απεσείσατο κύμβαλα χειρεΰν καί πόδας αμφελελιζεν, ερεσσομεχ·οιο δἐ ταρσοί ξανθά πολυρραφεων άπεσείσατο δεσμα πεόιλιυν, κ·αι ὑοο? ηνεμόεις πεφορημενος άχρι κάμψου Υόάκχης νηχομενης ελικυώεας εκλυσε χαίτας· άλτὴ βριθομενη διερούς άπεθήκατο πέπλους, νεβρίδα? οίδαλεοισιν επιτρεφασα ρεεθροις, καί οι επι στερνοισι κορυσσομενου ποταμοιο όγκος ερευθιόωντι μελας επεσύρετο μαζατ και Σ,άτυρος παλάμησιν ερετμώσας χντόν vSwp ικμαλεην ελελιζε δι* νδατος όρθιον ονρην γηραλεοις δε πόδεσσι μεθυσφαλες ιχι·ος iptoawv άστατος ύδατόειπι Μάριυν πεφορημεινς όλκώ κύμασιν ασκόν ελειπε βεβυσμεινν ηδεος οίνου' ττυκνά δε σειομενη διδυfι6ζvγι σύντρομος αυλῷ Πανιά? άκροτάτοιο δι’ υδατο? επλεε σύριγξ, κύμασιν αντοελικτος’ άμιλλητηρι δε παλμό»
Σει ληνού λασίοιο κατ* αυχἐνο? όρρεε χαίτη,
Καί ποταμός κελάδησεν
άφυσγετόν οΐδματι σύρων, ξανθόν υπέρ πεδίοιο χεων μετανάστιον ύδωρ, κικλήσκων Διόνυσον ες νδατόεσσαν Ένυώ* και ράο? εγρεκύδοιμος εχων αιπίπνοον αύρην αγχινεφης ύφοϋτο, διάβροχον ηερα φαίνων, οΐδματι παφλάζοντι καταθρυρσκων Διονύσου.
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streams with towering chariots, never has Deriades scored his father’s water with his huge equipage, seated on the nape of highcrested elephants ! ”
192 As he spoke, he curved his own stream, and leapt upon Bacchos with a volley of foaming surf. A storm of watery trumpets bellowed from the battling waves; the river moaned as it raised the water high, battling against the Satyrs. Amid the roaring tumult, the Bassarid in her rich garb shook the cymbals out of her hands, swung her feet round, shook off the yellow trusses of the stitched shoes from her paddling foot, while the windswept waves rose to the head of the swimming Bacchant and drenched her curling hair. Another overwhelmed threw off her soaking robes, and gave her fawnskins to the swelling water, as the mass of the curving stream rolled over her chest, black against the rosy nipple. A Satyr paddling the flood with his hands waggled his wet tail straight out through the water. Maron carried swiftly along by the rushing water, paddled the drunken feet of his old legs, and left in the waves his leather bottle full of delicious wine. The syrinx of Pan was floating on the surface and rolling of itself on the waves, tossed about beside the double pipes ; the hair of shaggy Seilenos flowed over his neck and jumped about in rivalry.
215	The river moaned, dragging the mud in its rush and pouring its alien water yellow over the land, a challenge to watery war for Dionysos. The tumultuous flood, met by a counterblast of wind, piled up high as the clouds and soaked the air, as it leapt down upon Dionysos with foaming surf. Not so
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ι
ονχ οντω Σιμόevτoς ’Αρει/ιανῖς εβρε/κῬ νδωρ, ονχ οντω ρόος eoKev eyepoipoOoio Καμανδρου χίύματι κνματ0€ΐπι κατακλνζων Άχιλήα, ως τότε Ηακχ€ΐην στρατιην (δίωξ*ν ' ϊ λάσπης. καί ποταμω Διόνυσο? αιηρνγ€ θνιαδα φωνήν 22$ “ Τί κλον€(ΐς Λῶ? via, Αιιπ<τίς; ην Ιθίλησω, Tepaaivet σΐο χ*νμα πατήρ €μός, venος Ά(ύς.
€Κ ν€φόων βλάστησας €μον Κρονιόαο τοκηος,
καί ΐ'(φ€ληγ€ρ(ταο Λῶς βλάστημα διώκιις;
πατρός €μον πζφνλαζο βόλος λοχίοιο Kepawov, 230
μη στ€ροπην Βρομίοιο γ€νόθλιον (ις σε κορνσσιγ
άζ€θ, μη βαρνγοννος, όπως ’Ασωπός, άκονσης·
σην προχοην πρηννον, ίως ότι μῆνιν £ρνκω.
νδατόας πνρο€ντι Kopvooeai· οι) διη·ασαι be
τλήμεναι αί0αλάο*το? όα σπιιΌηρα Ktpawov.	23Α
el be μέγα φροντίς χάριν Άστ(ριης σόο νύμφης,
η λάχ€ν αιθ€ρίης *Χπ€ριοι·ος αίμα γίνόθλης,
Ήιλιον θρασυν via, πνρω&£ος ηνιοχηος,
ονρανόν ιππ€νοντα πατήρ όμός όφλ(γι πυρσω,
και νόκνν εστενε παΐδα πνρος ταμιης <Ύπ€ρίων, 240
ovbe χάριν Φαόθοιπος όμω πολόμιζe τοκηι,
ον πνρι πνρ av0eipe, και el πνρος rpyepoveveι.
el χάριν vpeTepov μeγaλίζeat Ώ*εανοΓο,
‘Ηριδαυόυ σκοπίαζ€ Λῶς πλη^'όιπα β€λόμνω, νμότ€ρον 7τνρίκαντον άδελόςόν αΐνοπαθης δἐ	24$
σὸν δΐ€ρός προπάτωρ, μιτρονμ€νος άντνγι κόσμον, χ€νμασι τοσσατίοισι χόων γαιηοχον νδωρ, νιόν ιδε φλ€χθόντα, και ον ττολἐμιζευ *0λνμπω, ον προχοαΐς epibaive πνριγλώχινι Kepavvtp.
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furiously roared the war-mad water of Simoeis, not so defiantly rushed Camandros to overwhelm Achilles with rolling flood,® as then Hydaspes pursued the army of Bacchos.
225	Then Dionysos shouted to the river in rage :
226	“ why do you drive against the son of Zeus, you whose waters are fed by Zeus ? If it be my pleasure, Rainy Zeus my father will dry up your flood. You, sprung from the clouds of Cronides my father, persecute the offspring of Cloudgatherer Zeus ! Beware the stroke of my father’s thunderbolt of delivery, beware lest he raise against you the lightning which gave Bromios birth ! Take care that you be not dubbed Heavyknee, like Asopos ! h Quiet your flood while I yet control my wrath. Your waters rise against fires, and you cannot endure one spark of the blazing thunderbolt.
236 “ And if it is Asterie c your wife that makes you so proud, because she has the blood of Hyperion’s heavenly kin, my father burnt with fire the bold son of Helios d the fiery charioteer, when he drove the team through heaven ; Hyperion dispenser of fire had to mourn his own son dead : he did not make war on my father for Phaethon’s sake, he did not lift fire against fire even if he is lord of fire. If your Oceanos makes you so haughty, consider Eridanos struck by the bolt of Zeus, your brother burnt with fire : a cruel sorrow it was for your watery ancestor, who is girdled by the world’s rim, who pours all those mighty streams of water to possess the earth, when he saw his own son burnt up and made no war on Olympos, nor contended with his flood against the
6 See xiii. 217.	c Astris, see xvii. 282.
d See xxxviii. 410 ff.
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άλλα τεών όδάταη' ετι φειόεο, μή σε νοήσιο	250
*Ηριδανώ φλεχθεντι κεκαυμεχ·ον ίσον *1 Βάσττην.
"Ω? φαμε'νω βαρνόονπος
εχώσατο μάλλον ΎΒάσιτης κύμασι λαβροτεροισι χειυν ύφιόρομον Wkop. καί νυ κεν εκρυφε πάσαν
άβακχευτων στίχα ϋάκχων, ει μη Βάκχο? άμυΐ’εν, απ' άγχιπόροιο Bi λόχμης 255 πυρσοτόκον νάρθηκα λαβών άχτώπιον *Ηονς *Ηελία> θερμηνεν εριφλεγεος Bi κορν^ιβον αύτογόνω σπινθήρι λοχευετο Βουράτεον πυρ’ καί προχοαις φλόγα ρίφεν άπειλητήρι hi Βαλώ καιομενου ποταμοίο ροαις επεπάφλασαν οχθαι' 2β0 και πολύς ήερόφοιτος ελίσσετ ο κ α ητος· αλήτης λωτοΰ καιομενοιο /ιαραινομόνου τε κυπ€ΐρου’ και θρυα πυρ άμάθυνε· πολνστροφάλιγγι hi ριπη καπνού λιγιῬάεντος· ελιξ εμεθυσσεν άντμή ήερίας άφΐΒας, όλη 8* εμελαίνετο λόχμη	265
€ύόΒμοις άνεμοισιν ίμασσομόνων Βοχ·ακη<νν.
Και σόλας εις βυθόν εΐρπεν ενεκρυπτοντο hi ττηλφ ιχθύες αίθαλόεντες· ύποβρυχίοιο hi πυρσόν νηχομενιρ σπινθήρι Βιάβροχος εζεεν ιλύς υγρόν αναπτομει*η* βυθίων δ’ από καπνός εναύλων 270 έμπυρος ύΒατόεντι Βιεσσντο συνΒρομος άτμψ. *ΎΒριάΒων Bi φάλαγγες άνάμπυκες αικει ταρσφ γυμναι κυματόεντος άπεπλάζοχτο μελάθρου’ καί τις άναινομεχηη φλογερόν πατρωιον vhwp Νηιὺς άκρήΒεμνος άήθεα Βύσατο Γάγγην	275
άλλη 8* Ίνδον εναιεν εριβρεμετην *Ακεσίνην άζαλεοις μελεεσσιν άλωομετῆν Bi \οάσττης
β Appropriate, since in fennel Prometheus fetched fire to earth.
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firebarbed thunderbolt. Pray spare your waters awhile, or I may see you, Hydaspes, burnt up in fiery flames like Eridanos.”
252	These words made deeproaring Hydaspes more angry than ever, and he poured out his highswollen water in yet stronger waves. And now he would have engulfed the whole company of sobered Bacchants, had not Bacchos defended them. From a neighbouring coppice he pulled a firebearing stalk of fennel,® and holding it towards the Dawn he warmed it at the sun ; the combustible stalk conceived a spark in itself and brought forth a woodborn fire. Then he threw it into the stream. The river caught fire of this menacing torch, and the water boiled up against the banks ; clouds of smoke went up scattering into the air from burning lotus and shrivelling galingale. Fire consumed the rushes; the reek of the sooty smoke curling in whirling circles intoxicated the heavenly vaults, and all the wood was blackened by the fragrant breezes of the smitten reeds.6
267 The blaze spread to the deeps. Burning fishes hid themselves in the mud ; the soaking slime kindled the wet and boiled, as the swimming spark of fire ran under water, and from the deep channels poured abroad a fiery smoke mixt with watery steam. Companies of Hydriads c were driven naked from their homes under the waves, swift-footed, bare, unveiled. One Naiad, renouncing her native water now on fire, dived unveiled into the unfamiliar Ganges ; another with dry limbs sought a home in noisy Indian Acesines d; another Naiad nymph
6 He means smitten as by lightning, cf. xxiv. 272 ; this is from ΓΙ. ii. 780.
c Water-nymphs.	d River Chenab.
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άλλην ονρίσίφοιτον άνάμπυκα Νῆὼα Νύμφην παρθ€νικην άπόδιλον όδίξατο, II * ρσίόι γείταιν.
’Ωκεανό? δ’ ίάχησ€ν άπ€ιλιιων Αιοννσω,	280
όδατοεν μύκημα	πολιτ7Γὧα*ι λαιμω,
και ράον άενάων στομάτων κροιη^ηδόν τίλλων ηιόνας κόσμοιο κατόκλυσί χινματι μύθων*
“ "Ηλικο? Ωκεανοῖο παρειηἑτι, σύγχρον€ κόσμου παντρόφ€ σνμμιγόων νδάτων, αιrroarropt Ι ηθυς, 285 άρχαΐη φιλότ€κν€, τί ρόξομίν; αιθαλόας γαρ €ΐς ἐμἐ και σόο τόκνα κορνσσ^ται νότιος Ζεικ· άρπαγα πὸρ νόθον ορνιν ὲνει Κρονιαη·α φονηα 'Ασωπός γ€1·€ττ}ρα, καί υίόα Βάκχον ’Τδὁσττη?. άΛΛἀ Δῶς στίροπησιν άγιυν άντίζοον νθωρ	290
■ηόλιον πνρόεντα ρόω σβίστήρι καλνφω, κρύφω δ' αίθόρος άστρα* καί άθρήοιι με Κρονίων χζύματι μορμύροςτι κατα*λάζοντα ~€ληνην Άρκτωην δ' νπό πόζαν όμαΐς προχοησι λοόσσω άξονος άκρα κάρηνα και άβροχον ολκόν *Αμά(ης· 29& και βνθίης άρχαίον όμής πλαtrrjpa θαλάσσης
β Kiver klurkah.
b Oceanos means that he w ill ufwt all the orient!*! arrangements and reverse* thr cata>tcrisms<»r mrtamorphovrs of persons and things to oonstrllaticms which arr an Important part of late mythology. Hr will wet the Omit Itrar (291-290) which never touche* his waters, ».#. never *cU (Hom. Od. v. 275, and a hundred latrr pa.v>agr$; it had ceased to be exactly true aI»out 1000 b.c.) : hr *111 uutkr the constellation of the Dolphin into a real dolphin swimming in the sea (297), which it oner was until it was made a constellation for helping Poseidon to find Amphitritr, pscudo-Eratosthenes, Catatt. \x\i.; he will bring Kriuanos baric ajrain to the region of the Ρο (cf. on 89),- it Is odd that an Egyptian misses the chance to call it by its other name of Nile, *ee p*.-220
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wandering over the mountains, a maiden nnveiled and unshod, was received by Choaspes ° near Persia.
280 Oceanos also cried out against Dionysos in menacing words, pouring a watery roar from his manystream throat, and deluging the shores of the world with the flood of words which issued from his everlasting mouth like a fountain :
284 “ o Tethys ! agemate and bedmate of Oceanos, ancient as the world, nurse of commingled waters, selfbora, loving mother of children, what shall we do ? Now Rainy Zeus blazes in arms against me and your children. Even as Asopos found the Father Zeus Cronion his destroyer, in the bastard shape of a bird, so Hydaspes has found Bacchos the son. Nay, I will bring my water against the lightnings of Zeus, and drown the fiery sun in my quenching flood, I will put out the stars of heaven ! Cronion shall see me overwhelm Selene with my roaring streams. Under the region of the Bear, I will wash with my waters the ends of the axle and the dry track of the Wain.b The heavenly Dolphin, which long ago swam in my
Erat. xxxvii., but Nonnos follows Aratos as to the name of this constellation, which is near the feet of Orion and often simply called the River. He will get the Fishes, Pisces (302), back again where they were before they were rewarded for helping the goddess Derceto out of the water, ps.-Erat. xxxviii. He will treat the Bull (305) in like manner, cf. i. 46 if. for his story, and Euripides cited by ps.-Erat. xiv. for his transformation into the constellation Taurus. Cepheus and Bootes (311) are of course the well-known constellations so called, but 312 is obscure, unless it is a reference, against all chronology, mythical and historical, to the great tidal wave which destroyed Helice and Bura in 373 b.c., Arist. Meteor, ii. 368 b 6, Strabo viii. 7. 2. In 314 he refersto the transformation of the she-goat Amaltheia which suckled Zeus into the constellation Capra or Capella, ps.-Erat. xiii. The Waterman in 315 is the zodiacal constellation Aquarius.
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αιθίριον ΔελὸΓνα πάλιν πλωτήρα τίλίσσω, κρντττομςνον πελάγεσσι· και άστίρόφοιτον €ρύσσω νόστιμον ούρανόθίν μίτανάστιον (ις χθόνα Κελτών *Ηριδαυόν πυρόαπα, και ύόατό(ΐτα πλίσσω,	300
αίθίρα γυμνώσας άκρου πυράς- ύφιπάρους hi Ίχθύας άστ( pot ιπας ίμούς πάλιν €ις αλα σι·ρω, νηχομίνους μετ’ *Ολυμπον tv νόασιν. iypto, Ύηθνς, ΰδασιυ α ιθίρος άστρα καλ υφομεν, όφρα χ·οιμιω Ύαϋρον, άκυμάιποιο πάλαι πλωτήρα θαλάσσης,	30ft
κύμασι λαβροτίροις πίφορημίνον υγρόν όόίτην, Κύρώττης μ(τά λίκτρον όρινίσθω St και αυτή, άςρκομίνη Ktpotaoav ίμήν ταυρώπιόα μορφήν, ταυροφυης Ktpocaaa βοών ἐλάτειρα ^ιληνη· ΐξομαι ύφικίλ€υθος ίς ουρανόν, όφρα νοήσω	310
ίκμαλίον Κηφήα και νγροχίτυηα Βοώτην, ως πάρος ίχνοσίγαιος, ότε θρασύς ά}ΐφι Κοριι·θου υγρός "Αρης άλάλαζίν ίς άστtpotooav *ΕιίμχΤ κρνφω δ* εμπνρον Α ἵνα, Αιός τροφόν, ύγροπόρω Si άρμενον 'Υόροχοήι χαρίζομαι αφθοχ·ον rOtup	31Α
Ληθύς, και συ, θάλασσα, κορύσσιο· ται>ροφυή yap Ζεύ? νόθον νΐα λἐχει·σει’, ι να ξυμπαχτας ολίσστ) και ποταμούς καί φώτας άμςμφίας- άμφόπρον δἐ ’Ινδού? θύρσος ειππὸνε
και εψλεγε πυρσός	TScunnjv.”
Έννεπε παφλάζων βαθυκύμοχσς οιόματι φωνής. 320
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deep sea, I will make to swim once more, and cover him with new seas. I will drag down from heaven the fiery Eridanos a whose course is among the stars, and bring him back to a new home in the Celtic land : he shall be water again, and the sky shall be bare of the river of fire. The starry Fishes that swim on high I will pull into the sea and make them mine again, to swim in water instead of Olympos.
303 “ Tethys, awake ! We will drown the stars in water, that I may see the Bull, who once swam over a waveless sea, tossed on stormier waves in the paths of the waters after the bed of Europa. Selene herself, bullshaped and horned driver of cattle, may be angry to see my horned bullshaped form. I will travel high into the heaven, that I may behold Cepheus drenched and the Waggoner in soaking tunic, as Earthshaker once did when about Corinth soaking Ares once boldly shouted defiance of battle against the stars ! I will swallow the shining Goat, the nurse of Zeus, and I will offer infinite water to the Waterman as a suitable gift !
316	“ Get ready, Tethys, and you, O Sea ! for Zeus has been delivered of a base son in bull shape, to destroy all rivers and all creatures together, all blameless : the thyrsus wand has slain the Indians, the torch has burnt Hydaspes ! ”
320 So he cried blustering in a flood of speech from his deep waves.
a The Milky Way.
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ΔΙΟΝΥΣΙΑΚΩΝ ΕΙΚΟΣΤΟΝ ΤΕΤΑΡΤΟΝ
Έ,ικοστον δἐ τέταρτον 0χ<ι γόον άσπ€τον ’Ινδών κερκίδα Θ* ίστοπόιοιο και ηλακάτην ’Αφροδίτης.
Ζεύί 3ἐ πατήρ κοτόοντος
άπότραπί παιδος άπ€ΐλην, δονπον όμοπλίκόων ν*φόων βρονταΐον ιμάσσων και χόλον όπρήυντν άτόρμονος Ίΐκ<η%οΙυ, ύσμίνην φλογόίσσαν όρητύων Διονυσον.
*Ηρη 3* όσμαράγησί δι* ήόρος άπλ*τον ὴχὡ, δ μῆνιν άναστόλλουσα πυρισθινόος Λιοιύσον.
Και δκρην παλάμην 6ρόγα)ν οικτίρμονι Βάκ^ω παιδί Λῶ? πνρόίντι γόρων ιάχησκν ' Γδὁσπης, μύθον άναβλύζων Ικ€τησιον άι·θ(ρ€ωνος·
“ Φείδεο μοι, Διόνυσε, διιπ€Τίος ποταμοιο, νδασι καρποτόκοιοι φόρων χάριν· ύμ*τόρη γαρ ό£ νδάτων εύβοτρυς άνί βλάστησήν όπώρη. άασάμην, Διόνυσε 7τνριτρ<φός· ούρανίην γαρ σών δαιδων άμάρνγμα τεἡν κηρνζί γίνόθλην. ὁλλἀ 77Ό0ο? τεκόων με βιησατο* ληριάδη γαρ υιίι πιστά φόρων ροθίων όλόλιζον απαλήν,
Ινδοῖ? κτανομόνοισι βοηθόον οΐδμα κνλίνδων. αιδόομαι γ€ν€τηρι φανημςναι, όττι Θαλάσση αιματι μορμύροντι μ^μιγμόνα χ€νματα σύρω και φ>ονίη ραθάμιγγι Ποσειδάιυνα μιαίνω·
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The twenty-fourth has the infinite mourning of the Indians, and the shuttle and distaff of Aphrodite working at the loom.
Father Zeus turned aside the menace of his angry son, for he massed the clouds and flung out a thunderclap ; he stayed the flaming attack of Dionysos, and calmed the anger of boundless Ocean. Hera also made an infinite noise resound through the air, to restrain the wrath of Dionysos’s fiery power.
7	Then old Hydaspes held out a wet hand to merciful Bacchos, and appealed to the fiery son of Zeus in words that bubbled out of his lips :
10 “ Spare me, Dionysos, the river fed from Zeus ! Be gracious to my fertilizing waters ! for your own goodly fruitage of grapes has grown up from water.
I have sinned, Dionysos, nurseling of fire ! for the gleam of your torches has proclaimed your divine lineage. But love for my children constrained me. To keep faith with Deriades my son I brought up my threatening surf, to help perishing Indians I rolled my waves.
18 “ I am ashamed to appear before my father, because the murmuring stream which I draw is mingled with blood, and I pollute Poseidaon with vol. η	q	225
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τουτό με, τοθτο κόρυσσεν εριδμαίνε ι ν Λιοννσψ. προς δε τ€θΰ ξενίοιο καί ικεσιοιο τοκηος, αιδεο παφλάζοιπα τεώ rrupi Θερμόν #1δ<Μτπην. Νηιάδε? φενγουσιν ίμόν ρόον άμφά δε ττηγας ή μῖν ναιετάει διεμόν δόμον, ἡ d* <Vi λόχμαις 23 σύννομος *Αδρυάδεσσι φίττον μετά ττόι-τον αμείβει, άλτὴ δ’ * Ινδόν εχει μετανάστιος, ή δε φυγούσα ποσσι κονιομενοισιν εδυσατο όιφαόα πετρην Καυκασίην, ετερη δε μεταίξασα \οάσιτην ναίει ξεΐνα ρεεθρα και οόκᾶπ πάτριον υδαφ.	30
μ ὑ καλάμους όλεσειας, εμών βλάστημα ροάων, οΐσιν άεξομενοισιν ερείδεται οίνάδος ορπηζ άμπελόεις' δόνακες γάρ επ' άλλήλοισι δεθεντες ύμετερην ενυδρον ελαφριζουσιν όπώρην μη δόνακας φλεξειας, όθεν σεο Μνγδὁνε? αυλοί, J3 μη ποτε σοι μεμφαιτο τεη φιλόμολπος ΆΘηνη, η ποτε Γοργείων βλοσυρόν μίμημα καρηνων φθεγγομενων Αίβυν ενρεν όμοζυγείαν τύπον αυλών* και σεο μνστιπόλοιο κυβεμνύγτειραν άοιδής Πανιάδο$· σύριγγος όμόθροον αιδεο ιιολπην	40
λήγε τεώ νάρθηκι ρόον ποταμοιο μαραίνων, όττι ρόος ποταμοιο τεούς νάρθηκας άεξει. ον ξένον οιδμα περησας επιυινμον άλλοφυη γαρ άλλον εγώ Διόνυσον εμοις φαίδρυνα λοετροϊς, όπλοτερον ΥΙρομΙοιο φερώΐ'νμον, εντε Κρονίων	46
Ζ,αγρεα παιδοκόμοισιν εμαΐς παρακάτθετο Ννμφαις και συ φέρεις Ζαγρήος ολον δέμας* ᾶλλἀ συ κεΐνω δός χάριν όφιτελεστον, όθεν πελες* άρχεγόνου γαρ
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clots of gore ; this it was, only this that armed me to strive against Dionysos. By your father, protector of guests and suppliants, have mercy on Hydaspes, now hot and boiling with your fire !
24	“ The Naiads flee from my stream : one dwells in a watery home at my source, one leaves the deep for the thicket, and stays with Hadryads in the woods ; another migrates to the Indos, another escapes on dusty feet to hide among the thirsty rocks of Caucasos,® or passing to Choaspes dwells in strange livers and in her father’s water no longer.
31 “ Destroy not my canes, the growth of my streams, which grow up to support the shoots and grapes of your vine ! Do not the reeds tied together carry your well-watered fruit ? Burn not my reeds, which make your Mygdonian hoboys, or your musical Athena may reproach you one day : she who invented the Libyan double pipes, to imitate with their tootle the voices of the Gorgons’ grim heads.6 Spare the harmonious tune of the pans-pipes which guides your own mystic song ! Cease wasting the river stream with your fennel, when the stream of the river makes your fennels to grow !
43	“ The stream you have crossed is no stranger to your name ; for I have washed another Dionysos in my bath, with the same name as the younger Bromios, when Cronion entrusted Zagreus c to the care of my nursing nymphs ; why, you have the whole shape of Zagreus. Grant this favour then, although so long after, to him from whom you are
α Hindu Kush, not the real Caucasus.
b Pindar, Pyth. xii. 12. 6.
e CL v. 563 ff., vi. 155 if. Zagreus has nothing whatever to do with the Hydaspes, outside of Nonnos’s own fancy or that of some Alexandrian whom he may be imitating.
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€Κ κραδίης άνε'τελλες, ηειδομενου Διόνυσόν, ν μετ e ρο ν δε γεραιρε Λήμου κουροτρόφον υόαφ	SO
μνώεο Μαιονίης σευ πατρί8ος· ύμετ4ρον γαρ Πακτωλού χαρίεντος αδελφεός ἐστιν ' \ όασιτης. καί συ τόσοι? ποταμοΐσι μίαν χήρα' άρτι τιταίνων, γνωτοΐς ήμετεροισι, τεήν αι·ασείρασον αϊγλην μηδε πυρι φλέξης ι·δαταιν χνσιν εξ ι·δατων γαρ αστερο7ττ) βλάσττ)σε, τεοΰ Λιός νότιον πυρ. άλλα. χόλον πρήυνε, τε ο ΐς οτ ι γουιησι πίπτω μειλίχιον στορεσας Ικέτην ρόον* εν πολόμοις γαρ ει θρασύν αυχένα κάμπτε, και ήπιος εσκε \ υφακνς $ καί κεν άπορρίφας παλινάγρετον όγκον απειλής βθ άστεροπήν άνεκοπτε πατήρ τεός, ύφιμεδων Αενς.
*Ώ? φαμενου Διόνυσος την άνεσείρασε πεύκην, και προχοάς *Αρκτάκ>ς άνερρίπιζεν άήτης χειμερίγι μάστιγι, φερενν δυσπεμφελον ανρην, χεΰμα πυριβλήτοιο καταψνχων ποταμοιο,	W
’Hε'λιον και Βάκχον όμοΰ και Ζ,ήνα γεραίρουν, και ροθίων άσβεστοι· άπεσβεσε δαιμόνιον τrvp.
"Οφρα μεν εισετι Βάκχος
επεπλεεν υγρόν *Χδάσιτην, τόφρα δε, θάρσος “Αρηος εχαιν, περιμήκετορ ορμήν Δηριάδης επι δήριν επώνυμον ι όπλισε ν Ιιόονς, "O στήσας άμφι ρεεθρον εάς στίχος, οφρα μαχηταί λαόν ερητνσωσιν άνερχομενεον ει ι Βάκχεον. ουδέ Διός λάθεν όμμα παιόφιον εσσνμενους δἐ ούρανόθεν πεφόρητο προασπίζουν Διόνυσόν. και σφετεροισιν ίόιηες άρηγόνες, άλλος επ* άλλοι, 75 συν Δα πάντες ίκοντο θεοί ναετήρες *Ολυμπου
β Zeus swallowed Zagreus’s heart before coming to Semele, hence Dionysos is ZagTeus reborn.
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sprung ; for you came from the heart “ of that firstborn Dionysos, so celebrated. Respect the water of your Lamos b who cherished your childhood; remember Maionia your own country, for Hydaspes is brother of your charming Pactolos. Grant now this one boon to all these rivers, my brothers, and withdraw your flame. Burn not with fire my watery stream, for the watery fire of your Zeus, the lightning, came out of water! c Calm your anger, because I fall at your knees : see, I have smoothed my flood into peaceful prayer! If Typhoeus in rebellion had bent his bold neck and submitted, your father Zeus, Lord in the highest, would have checked his lightning, his overwhelming threat would have been cast aside and forgotten.”
62 When he had ended, Dionysos drew back his torch. A wind from the north began to ruffle the waters with winter’s lash, bringing bleak airs and cooling the firestruck stream of the river, and honoured Helios and Bacchos and Zeus together by quenching the unquenchable divine fire of the surf.
68	While Bacchos was still crossing the waters of Hydaspes, Deriades with the courage of Ares armed the Indians for a vast effort of battle, as a Battle-down of his name should do. He posted his companies beside the river, that the warriors might repel by force the Bacchoi as they still climbed up. Nor did the allseeing eye of Zeus fail to see him : quickly he swooped down from Heaven to hold a shield before Dionysos. With Zeus came all the gods who dwell in Olympos, one after another, in a flying leap, to help their own.
b A river in Cilicia.
e Because it comes out of clouds, i.e. water-vapour.
229
NONNOS
άλματι πουτη€ντι" και Αίγίΐ'ης χάριν ιννης απτός ήώρητο το δεὁτερον νφιπέτης Ζεός Άσωποΰ μ€τά χοΰμα, και Αιακόν ψροφοίτην φοιδομένων ονυχών δίδραγμέινς αρπαγι ταρσω	80
κονφίζων έκόμισσίν ές *Λ/κα Sijpiabrjos Ίνδουην €7τι πέζαν' ἀπ* €ΐφυπόροιο Si κόλπον υιόν Άρισταιον γονέτης έσάουσίν 'Απόλλων, φαιδρος αλο£ικάκων π€(φορημέι·ος άρματι κύκνων, μνηστιν έχουν θαλάμοιο λίοντοφόνοιο Κνρηνης·	86
καί κρατέων ίο παΐδα τανῦτττερον ήρπαο€ν ϊ'.ρμής, υιέα ΙΙ^νελόπο?, κίραίλκέα Haiti κομήτην Ονρανίη δ’ Υμέναιον άνίζώγρησον ολέθρου παιδός έον γονόίΐ'τος έπιοίτυμον, ήιρίας Si άτραπιτούς έχάραζ€ν, όμοίιος άστέρος ολκω,	00
γνωτώ βοτρυο€ΐπι χαριζομένη Αιονύοω*
Καλλιόπη δ’ Οίαγρον έοίς άι^κούφιοίν ωμοις· και τ€κέων "Μφαιστος έών άλέγιζί Καβ<ίρων, άμφοτέρους δ’ ήρπαξίν, όμοίιος όξέι ττνρσέρ'
Άκταίη δ’ ἐσάωσει* Έρ€χθέα ΙΙαλλός *ΑΘηνη ΙνδοὸοΓου, να€τηρα θίοκρι'^πιδος Άθήνης*
Ννμφας δ* *Αδρνάδας ναέται ζο/γρησαν Όλυμπου παντ€ς, οσοις μ€μέληιπο φίλα ι δρυις, έζοχα S* άλλων δαφναίας έσάουσ€ φανοϊς δαφναϊος Απόλλων, και σφιν άμα χραίσμησ€ συνέμπορος υιέ ι μήτηρ, 100 €ΐσέτι κυδαίνουσα λ€χουια δό-δρεα Αητώ.
Βασσαρίδων δε φάλαγγα
κορνμβοφόρους τε γυναίκας €Κ βυθιου ρνσαντο πολυφλοίσβοιο κνδοιμοΰ θυγατ€ρ€ς Κυδνοιο, φιλοζ€φύρου ποταμοΐο,
• C/. χΐπ. 201.	* C/. xiii. 253 ff. * Cf. xiτ. 92.
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77	Zeus as once before by the river Asopos, for the sake of Aigina’s bed,0 sailed now as an eagle flying high; and like a bird of prey caught up Aiacos in gentle talons, and carried him to the Indian land for battle with Deriades. Apollo b the father saved Aristaios the son from the broad gulf, riding brilliant in his car drawn by the bane-averting swans ; for he remembered the bower of lionslaying Cyrene. Hermes c Longwing caught up and held his own child, the son of Penelope, hornstrong hairy Pan. Urania d saved Hyrnenaios from destruction, because he had the same name as her ολυτι creative son, and scored the airy paths like a moving star, to please Dionysos, her brother of the grapes. Calliope e lifted Oiagros upon her shoulders. Hephaistos f took care of his sons the Cabeiroi, and caught up both, like a flying firebrand. Pallas Athena the Attic goddess saved Erechtheus the Indians’ bane, the citizen of god-founded Athens. All the denizens of Olympos who cared for their beloved oaks, rescued Ha-dryad nymphs ; and most especially laurel-Apollo appeared and saved the laurel-nymphs 9 ; and Leto his mother stood by her son and helped them, for she still honoured the tree which helped her childbirth.* The company of Bassarids and the ivycrowned women were saved from the roaring turmoil of the deeps, by the daughters of Cydnos, the river that
d CL xiii. 84. Hymenaios son of Urania (or some other Muse) and Hymenaios the mortal (of Boeotia or elsewhere) are really not namesakes but the same person, a godling made up out of the unintelligible marriage-cry ώ ύμήν νμεναι€.
The Delian palm, [Hom.] Hymn to Apollo 117.
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πλωτόν όπιστάμτναι δΐ€ρόν δρόμον, ας όπι νίκη 105 "Λρϊος *\νδωοιο πατήρ δωρησατο Βάκχω, ιϊηιάδας πολόμοιο δαημοι·ας, ας ποτε χάρμην μαρνάμζνος Κρονίωνι Κίλι£ <δίδα^€ Ι νφ>ω<υς.
Και στρατός ώμάρτησ(ν όμόστοΛος* όσσυμίνονς Bi Ενιος όφθασ€ πάντας, όρισσαυλών ἐπι δίφρων 110 άξονος άβρόκτοιο διαξνων ρόον όλκάτ καί Σ,ατνρων δρόμον €Ϊχ<ν όμόστολον,
οΐς άμα Βάχ^αι νγροπόροι καί ΙΙάι·ε? όμήλνδ<ς· cfo^a δ* άλλων ωκύπροι ΤελχῖΓες άλιτρ<φόων νπίρ ΐττπων, πατρωης όλατηρίς άλικρηπιδος άπηνης,	11β
*ίς δρόμον ιυμάρτησαν όπαγυμόνω Αιοννσω. άλλοι 8' ἡσαν όπισθίν, €π<σσ<νοντο Bi πορθμψ όξ ότόρης άνιοι·τε? άθηητοιο κ*λ<νΰου, ήχι θζός πόμπευε»" «Vit πτ<ρον ηρόμα πολλών αίίτός ἡνε/ιοι·ει·ε δι* ούριος άντιτνπος Ζ<ός,	120
φ*ιδομόνοις όννχ^σσι μιτάρσιον via κομίζων,
Αιακόν Tj€ptTj πζφορημίνυν νφι κ*λ*νθω.
Ίνδώτ] δ* όχόρζυον όπισκαίροντ^ς όρίττνη, καί σκοπόλους όδίωκον, όνανλίζοιτο Bi λόχμαις, καί κλισίας ττηξαντςς ϊ ς ηρόμα δάσκιον ύλην ... 125 οι δἐ ταννκραίρων όλάφκυν κ^μαδοσσόον άγρην €Ϊχον άμα σκνλάκτσσ ι ν ' Α μαδρνάδίσσι Bi Ν νμφαις *1 δριάδε? μίσγοντο φιλοπτόρθου Λιοΐ'ύσου.
Βασσαρίδων δἐ φάλαγγας *Ερνθραίη παρά λόχμη σκύμνον όρ^σσαΰλοιο τιθψ'ησαντο λςαίνης,	130
αντοχντον δε γάλακτος άνόβλνον ικμάδα μαζοί' άλλη όχιδναίοιο πόθον μζθόπουσα κορυμβον ιοβόλων μάστευε δι* ούριος άντρα δρακόντων,
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loved the West Wind, since they knew the ways of the floating waters ; these his father had given to Bacchos for victory in the Indian War, Naiads well skilled in warfare, whom Cilician Typhoeus had taught battle while he was fighting against Cronion.
109 The whole host followed, but where all pressed forward, Euios ° was in front, cutting the stream in his highland car and never wetting the axle. The Satyrs attended his passage, and with them Bacchant women and Pans passed through the water ; but far quicker than the rest came the Telchines behind their seabred horses, driving their father’s car,b firmly based on the sea, and they kept close to Dionysos as he sped along. Others were behind, thronging over the ford, but they came up the bank by another road unseen where a god led : for there was an eagle full in view, gently flapping its wings, Zeus; who led them through the mountains, while he carried his son Aiacos aloft with gentle talons traversing the high path of the air.
123 They leapt about dancing on the Indian crags, along the rocky paths ; then they built shelters undisturbed in the dark forest, and spent the night among the trees. . . . Some went deerhunting with dogs after the long-antlered stags : the Hydriad water-nymphs of plantloving Dionysos mingled with the Hamadryads of the trees. Groups of Bassarids in this Erythraian wilderness suckled cubs c of a mountain lioness, and the juicy milk flowed of itself out of their breasts. One searched the hills for the holes of poisonous serpents to satisfy her longing for a wreath of vipers, and showed how well she could hunt.
e Dionysos.	6 CL on xxi. 197.
e Imitated from Eur. Bacch. 699 ff.
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θηροσύνην δ* άνόφαινο" άκοχτιστηρκ. δἐ θνρσψ η μεν νίβρόν εβαλλεν άελλόπον* ἣ δἐ λα0οΰσα 135 άλματι λυσσηϊΐτι κατόδραμ€ λυσσάδος άρκτον* ἡ δἐ μίλαρρίνων ραχίης όδράζατο Θηρών καί λοφίης όπόβαινεν όρ<σσινόμων ιλίφάντων. καί τι? όιστοβόλων βόλος ηρμοσ€ κνκλάδ1 ν*νρτ} καί πτελίην τόςευεν ό σκοπόν €Ϊχtv όλαίην ΜΟ καί πίτυν άλλος εβαλλε* πολῖς δ* όπί γείτονα ττεἐκηκ π^μπομόνων σνριζίν όν ηόρι ροϊζος όιστών.
Τοῖσι μεν ῖβρε/ie κώμος όρίκτνπος. άχννμ€νος δἐ Δηριάδη βασιλήι δνσάγγίλος ικιτο Θουρ«ὐτ δάκρυσιν άφθόγγοισιν άπαγγόλλων φόνον *Ινδῶν, ΜΑ καί μόγις όκ στομάτων dvcvdVaro πο-ῦά&α φωνήν· Δηριάδη σκηπτονχ*, θ€ηγ€νϊς όρνος ’Κνυοΰί, ηομ*ν, ως όκόλ^νσας, (ς άι^τιπόραιαν όρίττνην, εΰρομεί’ ἐν βήσσησιν όρημάδα γείτονα λόχμην Κ€ίθι λάχον στηαα\Τ€ς όμίμ\ομ€ν, tiaoKfV (λθη	150
Θυρσομανης Διόνυσο?* όπίρχομόιοιο δἐ Βάχχου αυλός όπ^σμαράγησ(ν, άδιψητου δι βομὴς τυπτομόνης Ικάιτίρθίν Ζην χαλκόκροτος ηχώ καί καναχη σύριγγος* όλτ^ δ* ἐλελίζετο λόχμη καί δρύες όφθόγξαιτο καί ωρχι)ααντο κολώνcu*	1W
Νηιάδε? δ’ ἀλόλι/£αι\ εγώ δ’ όκόρνσσα μαχητάς, όκναλόονς, τρομόυντας, άπα,θόας €ΐς μόθον όλκων. καί θεός, ον καλόουσα·, άκαχμόm θύρσα τινάσσων, ούτιδανοΐς πετάλοισιν άιστεάων γόνος ’Ινδών, κτ€Ϊν€ μεν όν πεδίω στρατόν άσπ(τον όζόι Θνρσω 160 βλήμενον, όν ροθίοις δε τό λ€ΐφανον ωλ*σεν * Ινδών, άλλα σοφούς ΥΙραχμήνας ερείομετ, όφρα δαείης,
α The first indication that Νυπηο*» knows anything of India. He might have read of Brahmans in PhHostralos’i
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One cast her wand and hit a stormfoot fawn. One approached unseen, and ran down a mad she-bear with maddened leaps. One clutched at the back of some elephant of the mountains, and climbed on the nape of the blackskinned beast. Sometimes an archer fitted a shaft to the string of his rounded bow and shot at an elmtree, or aimed at an olivetree, another hit a pine ; showers of arrows went whizzing and buzzing through the air at the firtrees hard by.
143	While the noise of their revels resounded among the hills, Thureus returned unhappy to King Deriades with bad tidings. His tears told the carnage of the Indians without words, but at last he let his sorrowful voice be heard :
147 “ May it please your Majesty, Deriades our King, and divine offspring of Enyo ! We went as commanded to the opposite hill, and in the forest glades we found the neighbouring thickets empty. There we laid our ambush and waited for thyrsusmad Dionysos to come. When Bacchos came near, the pipes were sounded, the raw drumskin was beaten, on either side was the noise of beaten brass and the wail of the syrinx. The whole forest trembled, the oaktrees uttered voices and the hills danced, the Naiads sang alleluia. I put the men under arms, led them to battle hesitating, trembling, unwilling. And the god, as they call him, shaking the sharpened wancl, sent volleys of ignoble leaves upon the Indian nation, slew an infinite host on the plain pierced by the sharp wands, and destroyed what was left of us in the wild waters.
162 “ Come now, let us ask our learned Brahmans,®
Life of Apollonios of Tyana, or a score of other popular books.
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ει θεάς οντος ΐκανεν ες ήμεας ή βρότος άνηρ. μη νυχίην ανοι·ητου ανασπ]σειας Κιαπο, μη στρατιήν ολε'σειας άφεγγει Βηιοτητι' ήδη δ* ἐχλυοει? τεταται ζοφος· άγχιφανης Bi δῆριν άναστίλλων άμαρνσσεται "Κσπερος αστήρ, €L Bi 77000? μεθεπεί 0( ΒνσανΤηΤΟΙΟ ΚυΒοίμοΰ, σήμερον ’Ινδόν ερνκε,
και αύριον εις μάθον ελκεις."
"Ω? είπών παρεπεισεν άπειθεα Λτ/ριαόηα, ον χάριν άδρανίης πειθήμοικι, Βνομενψ Bi μεμφόμενον Φαεθοιπι και ονκ εΐκοντα Αυαίψ. ΊνΒώην Bi φάλαγγα μεταστήσας ποταμοίο ΔηριάΒης νπεροπλος εχάζετο πενΟάδι λνσση, εζόμενος λοφίησι παλιννόστων ελεφάιπων.
Ινδοί δ* ένθα και ένθα συν ήλιβάτιυ βασιλήι εις πάλιν ερρώοντο ττεφυζάτες, ενΒοθι πύργων νίκην εισαΐοιπες άρειμανεος Λιοια·σου.
‘Ίΐδτ] Bi στονάεσσα δι* άστίος Γτττατο φήμη, σνγγονον άγγελλουσα νεοσφαγεών φόιον ’Ιιθῶι καί yoos* άσπετος εσκε· φιλοθρήνων Bi γυναικών πενθαλεοις οννχεσσι χαράσσετο κνκλα προσώπου, καί μεσάτου στερνοιο Βιεσχίζοντο χιτώνας στήθεα γυμνώσαντες, άμοιβαίησι Bi ριπαϊς τυτττομενων παλάμησιν ιτυς φοινίσσετο μαζών αίμοβαφής. πολιός Bi γέρων «ττι γηραος ουΒώ χιονεην πλοκαμΐδα κατηφει τάμνε σιδηρά), τεσσαρας ήβώοιτας ολωλότας υΐας άκοvwv, Αιακός οΰς εΒάμασσε μιή δασπλήτι μαχαίρη, κτεινομενους ελεεινά’ βαρυτλήτιυν Bi γυναικών ή μεν εάν στενάχιζεν άδελφεόν, ή Bi τοκηα* άλλη ποικιλάδακρυς άνεστεναχίζετο νύμφη νυμφίον άρτιχόρευτον εοικότα ΙΙραττεσιλάω,
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that you may learn if this be a god come against us or a mortal man. Do not stir up a useless war by night, do not destroy your hosts fighting in the darkness. Already the misty gloom is stretched over us ; there is the evening star clear before our eyes, shining to check the conflict. If your desire is set upon this formidable fray, hold back the Indians to-day and to-morrow you lead them to battle.”
170 His words convinced Deriades, though loath to be convinced. No weakness made him consent; he yielded not to Lyaios, he blamed the setting sun. Proud Deriades retreated mad with sorrow, seated on the neck of his retreating elephants, and withdrew the Indian host from the river. Along with their gigantic king, the Indians everywhere made haste to take refuge in the city, hearing behind their walls of the victory of warmad Dionysos.
179	For already a lamentable rumour was flying through the city, which told of the late massacre of their kinsmen Indians. There was infinite wailing then. Dirgefond women tore their cheeks with their nails in mourning ; they rent off the garments from their bodies and bared their chests, beating their circled breasts with this hand and that until the blows made the blood flow. That gray old man on the threshold of old age cut off his snowy hair with the knife of sorrow, when he heard how four sons had perished in their prime, a pitiable death indeed, brought low by Aiacos and his terrible sword alone. Women in heavy affliction mourned one her brother, and one her father; there was a bride bathed in tears lamenting her bridegroom lately wedded with
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άλλη Λαοδάμεια· \·(θζ(νκτοιο be νύμφης
άπλοκος άκρέ]ό(μνος έτίλλ(το βοτρυς €θ<ίρης. 1W
Καί τι? άμηχανέονσα 8(8ουπότος (ύνέτις ΊνδοΟ, άγχιτόκονς ωδίνας αι·απλι^σασα λοχαης καί 8(κάτης opoojoa λ(χιυια κνκλα ~<λτρηης, ύδρηλω πολν&ακρυς enecrrevev αι·όρος ολέθρψ, καί ποτάμιΤι κοτέουαα γοημονα ρηξατο φωνήν 200 Οι) πίομαι πατριρον (μόν ποτε πικρόν * Υόασττην ονκέτι κγῖνα peeOpa παρέρχομαι, ούκέτι 8<ιλη σεῖο νέκνν κρύύιαιτος (πιψανοω ποταμοιθ, ον μά σέ και σέο φόρτον, ον ο·δοῦι γαστρος ά(ίρω, ου μά oe και τον έρωτα, τον ου χροι·ος οϊό€ μαραινetv. 205 τις με λαβών Koploeiev, δπον πέσι νεκρός άκοίτης, όφρα πίριπτνξω biepov νέκνν, όφρα και αυτήν κύμα κατακρνφη με συν ύγροπόρω παρακοίτης; aide be καί τέκον vtα και ίτριφον άρτι be δειλήν γαστέρος όγκος e\ei μ€ π€παιιομ€\ου τοκετοίο. 210 el be τέκω ποτί τταῖδα και αιτίζη γινιτηρα, vie ι παππάζοντι π oOev bei£a ιμι τοκηα;
Mine τόν ονκ άιοντα κιννρομένη παρακοίτην. άλλη δ* €στ€νάχιζ(ν άνυμφ*υτους νμιιαιονς ολλυμένον μι^ηστηρος, ον ονκ ϊόεν (.άγαμος ώρη 215 στέμματι ννμφώίω π€7τνκασμένον, ού8* evl παστω ηάνμςλης rjeiae βιοσσόος αυλός 'Κρωτων.
Τοῖσι μιν άχνυμέχ οισιν Ζην yoo<r. άμφι δἐ λόχμης Βάκχο? €θΐς Σ,ατνροισι και * Ι χόοφόνοιαι μαχηταΐς €ΐλαπίνην eστηο(.ν' ebaiTpevoxTO be ταύροι,	220
και δαμάΛαι στοιχηάον Ιμιστνλλοχπο μαχαίρη
β Bride of the first man killed before Trov. She besought the gods to send him back to her, was allowed to see him again for three hours, and died of grief or killed herself when he died again.
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dancing, another Laodameia a with her Protesilaos : the newinade bride unveiled, unkempt, tore the clusters of her hair.
196 One Indian wife, despairing at her husband’s fall, when the full time of her labour was near and she saw now the delivering circle of the tenth moon, sorrowed with many ttears for her man’s death in the water, and cried out in lamentable tones against the hateful river :
201 “ Never again Mill I drink the bitter Hydaspes of my country ! Never will I walk beside his water, never—woe’s me—will I touch the river which drowned your body ! I swear it by you, and your burden which I carry in my womb, I swear by you and the love which time cannot wither ! Who will take me and bring me where my dead husband fell, that I may embrace the dripping body, that the wave may swallow me too and drown me beside my man ! O that I had born a son and reared him ! But woe is me, my womb still carries the ripening burden. And if I ever do bear a son, and he asks for his father, how can I point to his father when the boy cries for daddy ? ”
213 So she lamented the husband who could not hear. Another mourned for a bridal never hallowed, her wooer lost, who never saw the happy hour of wedding decked with the bridegroom’s garland, who never heard in the bridal chamber the sweet music of love’s quickening pipes.6
218 So they sorrowed and wailed. But in the forest, Bacchos held a feast with his Satyrs and Indian-slaying warriors : bulls were slaughtered, rows of heifers were struck with axes and cut up with knives,
b This postulates a Greek, not a Hindu wedding.
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θζίνόμεναι π€λέκ€σσιν, 'Κρνθραιης δ* από ποίμνης πυκνά δορίκτητων ItpevtTo πώεα μήλων, έζόμενοι δ’ άγ€ληόον έπ' ίύκνκλοιο τραπέζης Σαληνοι Σ,άτνροί τε συν ίύθνρσω Αιοννσω	221
χζρσϊ πολυσπερέίσσι μιής έφανσαν έδα>δής' πίν€το δ* άσπ^τος οίνος άμοιβαδίς’ οινοχόοι hi ενόδμους ϊκίνωσαν άπίίρονας άμφιφορήας, νίκταρέης άρνοιτ€ς αμ^μφέα βότρυν όπώρης.
Τοίσι δἐ τ^ρπομένο ισι παρά κ ρητή ρα λιγαΐιχυν -3C Αέσβιος αντοδίδακτος άνέπλίκ* Αίΰκος άοιδην, πώς πρότ€ροι Τιτῆνες· έθωρηχθησαν *Ολνμπψ· καί Αιός νφιμέδοντος άληθέα μέλπ€Τθ νίκην, πώς Κρόνον ενρνγένειον ύποκλάζοιτα κεραυνω Ταρταρίω ζοφόεντι κατκσφρηγίσσατο καλ πω, 233 χείματος νδρηλοΐσι μάτην κεκορνθμένον όπλοις.
Κνπριάδος δε Αάττηθος άτευχέος αστός άρούρης εμφρονι φορμικτηρι παρέζετο, καί οι εΟωόής πίονα μοίραν όρεζε, καί ητεε κ(ΐνον άείδειν τερττΐ’όν άσιγητοισι μεμηλότα μύθον \\θηναις, 240 ιστοπόνον Κνθέpetal· έριδμαίιχ>νσαν ΑΘήνρ.
Αντάρ 6 φορμίζων άνεβάλλετο Κνπριν αείδειν, ως ποτε κέντρον εχουσα φιληλακάτοιο μεριμνης χερσιν άπειρήτοισι μετηιεν ιστόν Άθήνης, κερκίδα κονφίζονσα και ούκέτι κ«ττόν Κρωτων. 24& και II αφίης τετάιωστο παχύς μίτος, οίά η μάκρη οίσυίνη μήρινθος δύστροφος, ην τινι τέχνη όλκοΐς μηκεδανοΐσι γέρων έρράφατο τέκτων, φράξας άρτιτέλεστα σε ση ρότα δούρατα νηών’ η δέ πανημερίη και παίΊ'νχίη πέλας ιστόν	250
ΠαλΛάδο? έργον έτενχε παλιλλντον, άλλοτρίω δέ ατριπτονς eo χ€Ϊρας άηθεϊ τείρετο μοχθώ· και κτένι πονλνόδοντι διαζνοχκια χιτώνα 240
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whole flocks of sheep were killed from the captured Erythraian herds. Seilenoi and Satyrs settled in companies round the table with the god of the thyrsus, all with multitudinous hands partook of the same food. Infinite wine was drunk by all in order ; the servers emptied endless fragrant jars as they drew the nectarean juice of the perfect grape.
230 So they rejoiced, while Leucos the selftaught Lesbian singer wove his lay beside the mixing-bowl, how the older Titans armed themselves against Olympos. He sang the true victory of Zeus potent in the Heights, how broadbeard Cronos sank under the thunderbolt, and Zeus sealed him deep in the dark Tartarean pit, armed in vain with the watery weapons of the storm.®
237	Lapethos, a dweller in the unarmed Cyprian land, sat next to the inspired minstrel, and he passed him a fat portion of meat, begging him to sing a pleasant story that never-silent Athens loves, the weaving-match between Athena and Cythereia.
242	So he struck up his harp and began to sing of Cypris,b how she once felt the sting of ambition and fell in love with the distaff, how she tried Athena’s loom with unpractised hands and lifted the shuttle, no longer the girdle of love. The Paphian spun a coarse thread, like the long cord of twisted withies which the old roper makes by his craft in long stretches, to tighten the gaping planks of a ship newly finished. Then all day and all night long by the loom she undid the work of Pallas, and roughened her soft hands with a strange unwonted labour ; she hung the dangling stone from
e As usual, the mythological Cronos and the astrological associations of the planet Saturn are mixed.
b The story is elsewhere unknown.
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NONNOS
καί λίθον ορχηστηρα ττ(ρικρ<μάσασα μίσάκμψ κ€ρκί& ι ττ (.ττ Χον νφαιν(, καί tnXtro Κιτὴ>4$ *Α ῦὐτη iW και 7τόνος ην αγέλαστος· {ιφαινομίνοιο δἐ πέπλον €νρνπνης ωγκοντο ττύλωρ μίτος' αυτόματοι Si στήμοΐ€ς (ρρηγί'υιτο τταχυΐΌμύχΌΐο χιτωνος·
(ΐχ( δἐ &ιχθαοιοισι 7τόνοις (τζιμάρτνρα τἐγκης Ηἐλιον καί λύχνον αναγκαίην τε ΐΐίλήνην.	2β0
οι) χορόν ωρχηοαχτο χορίτιό^ς Όρχομίνοιο άμφίπολυι 11 αῷτὴτ * τροχαλη S' tXtXiftv ipojfj \\ασίθ(7] κλωστηρα, και ιιροκόμος πἐλ< ίίειθιό, και μίτον ' Αγλαίη και ιάματα 3ῶκεν άιάσση. και μ(ρόττων άΧάλτγτο γόμων βίος* άρμονιην Si 265 €(JT€V€V άχρήιστον αινμ^χυτων ύ·μ*ναίων ηνίοχος βιότοιο γύρων &« δοσμένος Αιών καί φλογερήν άγύραστος ”Κρως άνελὑσατο ν*υρην, παττταινων αΧόχ(ντον axnjporov αύλακα κόσμον. ου τότε φορμιγγών ύρό( ι ς κτνττος, ου τότε σνριγζ, 270 ου Χιγύς αυλοί €μ(λττ<ν “ * V/τῷ'# Υμύναit ** Χιγαιι·ων άλλα βίου μινύθοιη-ος ίμαασομύΐ'ης τε γ€νίνΧης συζυγίης άλάτοιο μ€τωχλίαθησαν οχήςς.
Και ΙΙᾶγἔπ' φιλόμοχθον Γόο’ ταΧα€ργος Άθήνη,
° Nonnos know more of ί>ριηηιη^ iukI «<tving than of many of the subjects <»n which hr touche» In hU poem ; perhaps he had watched hU dnuphtcr. if hr had one, or *λπμ* other little pirl bdnfr tnupht thr most characteristic taftlc» of a Greek woman. Aphrodite begins l»y trying to spin thr raw wool into thread, but, not kno«*ng enough to guide it properly with her tingrrs, she cannot grt it fine And smooth, Dut spins it coarse and lumpy, more likr a rope of vithit* than real thread. Thi> fumhed, shr fa>trm her makeshift product to the Wain of thr old-fashioned upright loom (a modified form of which is still in use in some part* of Grwee) and attaches to <*arh thread a loom-weight of stone to keep it taut. This is the warp ; she kf<*ps its component threads 242
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the beam,® and parted the threads of the stuff with the comb’s many teeth, and wove the cloth with her shuttle, and so Cypris turned Athena. There was no laughing over that task ; but as the cloth was woven, the monstrous thread pulled across swelled out and thickened the stuff, so that the warpthreads burst of themselves. Witnesses for the double labour of her skill were the Sun, and the lamp, and the Moon of her necessity. The dancers of Orchomenos b who were attendants upon the Paphian had no dancing then to do ; but Pasithea made the spindle run round, Peitho dressed the wool, Aglaia gave thread and yarn to her mistress. And weddings went all astray in human life. Time, the ancient who guides our existence, was disturbed, and lamented the bond of wedlock used no more ; Eros unhonoured loosed his fiery bowstring, when he saw the world’s furrow unplowed and unfruitful. Then the harp made no lovely music, the syrinx did not sound, the clear pipes did not sing in clear tones Hymen Hymenaios the marriage-tune ; but life dwindled, birth was hardsmitten, the bolts of indivisible union were shot back.
274 Industrious Athena saw the Paphian hard at
apart with the comb, 253, and proceeds to take more thread on her shuttle, 255, and insert it over and under the warpthreads to form the woof. But it is so thick and rough that as thread after thread is woven into place (and pressed close with the batten, which Nonnos does not mention) the strain is too great and too irregular for the warp-threads, στήμονες (258) to stand, so they begin to burst right and left, forcing her to unravel all she has done, 251, and begin again. Hermes in fun advises her to try the most elaborate and difficult kind of weaving, 304 if., using many-coloured threads to make a pattern, when she cannot even manage plain cloth.
b The Graces. Their names are variously given.
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καί χόλον (Ιχ€ γίλιυτι μι μιγμίνον, ιος Γ2>« μακράν Τ7| τρηχαλίην μήρινθον amιροποι·ου Κνθ(ρ€ιης' άθανάτοις δ* ήγ,>< ιλι ' βαρυζηλιυ hi μα·οιιῇ ei'pem, μ€μφ>ομόνη και Κάττριδι και yn’trijpi*
“ Σἡ δάσι? αλλοπρόσαλλος άμιίβιται, ουράνι€ Ζ.*ν ουκίτι Μοιράαιν piOiiroi όόσιι ιιττοπονος yap 2$( κλήρου (μου συλησι πή θνγάτΐ)ρ *Αφροόίτη. κλήρου *Αθηναιης ούχ ήρπααί όςσπότις γνωτή καί παράκοιτις tμου Αιός, ἀλλά ^αΑ/πτ<ι €κ γα^τής σακίισπι κορνσσομόΐ'ηυ *Αγ*λ(ίην ή ταμιη θαλαμιού, απαλή θίός. νμΐτίρου hi	2SJ
άπτόλιμος Κυθόριια πότ< προμάχιζα- Όλυμπου, ιμ τινας Ι ιτήνας απιόλ<σ< θήλ<ι Κ€στῷ, όττι μιτά πτολιμους μ€ βιάζίται; αλλα και αυτή €ΐπί μοι, ίοχίαιρα, τ(ής πόπ μίσσόθίν ΰλης είδε? όιστιυουσαν ή ᾶγρακτσοικταν *Αθήνην;	2»
τις καλία γλανκιοπιν, οτ* tohiixmoi γυ\·αΐκίς; "
Ός φαμί\τ)ς άγίροχτο θιοι ιτΐ€τήρ<ς Όλυμπου, ιστόν ihitv ιθι λυ ιτ ι ς όποιχομίνην *Αφροόίττ]ν. και καμάτους όρόιυχτις απιιρομόθου Κυθίρ*ίης θαμβαλίοι νόθου ιργον όκυκλιόσαχτο θίαίνης·	29i
και γζλόων αγόρι vi πάλιν φιλοκίρτομος ‘Κρμής*
Ιστόυ ιχιις, Κυθίριια’ τιην λίπί κιστόν Άθηνβ. ει μίτον άμφαόάας, 11 κιρκίόα χίρσι τιταινειε, και δόρυ θοϋρον αι ιpt και aiyiha Ύριτογίνίίης. olha, πόθιν, Κυθίριια, πολύκροτου ιστόν υφχιίνας, 30 σῖς όόλος ου με λίληθι- τ(ός τάχα ινμφιος *Αρης €ΐς γάμον ίμιρόιντας άπαιτίζιι σε χιτώικις.
β i.e., Ι don't poach on Artenm’s preserves, hunting and 241
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work. Anger and laughter commingled came over her, as she beheld the long rough cords of inexperienced Cythereia. She told the immortals ; and in a passion of jealousy reproached both Cypris and her father:
279	“So there are changes and chances in your gifts, Heavenly Father! I no longer manage the gift of the Fates, for your daughter Aphrodite has taken to weaving and stolen my lot. Athenaia has been robbed of her lot not by Hera the Queen, the sister and consort of my Zeus ; but the mistress of the bedchamber, that soft goddess, affronts one armed with shield from her birth, Ageleia the plunderer! When has your cowardly Cythereia fought for Olympos ? what Titans has she destroyed with that womanish girdle, that she comes fresh from her battles to outrage me ? Yes, and you, Archeress—tell me this, when have you seen Athena in your forest ° shooting arrows or hunting game ? Who calls upon Brighteyes, when women are in labour ? ”
292 When she had spoken, the gods of Olympos came thronging to see Aphrodite working the loom. They gathered round and stared at the labours of the divine fumbler, amazed at her bungling work ; and Hermes, who loved his joke, said laughing,
297 “You have the loom, Cythereia, leave Athena your girdle ! If you handle the thread and throw the shuttle, then raise also the furious spear and the aegiscape of Tritogenia. Ah, Cythereia, I know why you weave at the rattling loom. I understand your secret: no doubt your bridegroom Ares begs from you fine dress for the wedding. Weave your
help in childbirth, why should Aphrodite be allowed to invade my sphere* women’s work ?
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NONNOS
’Άρεῖ πέπλον υφαίνω· ν·(οκλωστω δ* ἐν! πίπῶμ ἀσπίδα μ ὑ ποίκιλλα τί πὸρ σακόων *Αφρο&ίττ); τ€νχ€ τ€ης Φαίθοντα φχραυγόα μάρτνρον €ννής, iWi φάριον άγγόλλοιπα τεών συλι/τορα λόκτρων ήν εθέλγις, ποίκιλλα καί αρχαίους σίο δ*σμούς, καί Otov άσκησ£κ νόθον πόσιν αίδομόνη χιίρ' καί συ τεόν μετἀ τόςον, "Κ/κον, άτραχτον ἐλίσσων μητίρι ιηηματα τ(0χ€ φιληλακάτψ Κιf$fp€ljj,	31C
οφρα μ£τα ππρόίντα καί ίστοπόνον σ< καλόσσω, καί μ€τά vevpa βόαα Otov πυρόίντα νοήσω ττηνίον όξόλκοντα ττ α pi κ μίτον αντί β<λ(μνων. χρυσώ τ ίϋξον *Αρηα μ€τά χρυσής * Αφροδίτης κερκίδα χ€ΐρί φίροντα καί ου πάλλοντα βοιίην,	311
δίπλακα ποικίλλοντα συν εργοπόνω Κι$(ρ<ίτ). ἀλλά, Ota KvOtptta, φιληλακάτων από χ€ΐpwv pivTt μίτους ανόμοιαι καί άμφεπ* κιστόν ιμάντα, συζυγής δ* άλόγιζε τό δεύτιρον’ άρχόγονος γαρ πλάζεται είσετι κόσμος, εως ετι πέπλον υφαίνεις” 324
"Ω? φαμενου μίίδησαν, όσοι ναετήρες *Ολύμπου. καί μίτον ήμιτελεστον άπορρίφασα χιταη·ος αίδομενη γλαυκώπιν εής επεβήσατο Κύπρου άνδρομεης Κυθερεια τιθηνήτειρα γενεθλης· καί βίον αίολόμορφον "Ιϊρευς πάλιν ήρμοσε κεστψ 321 σπειρών εύαρότοιο λεχώιον άντχ/γα κόσμου.
Τοίην ίμ€ρόφωνον άνεπλεκε Αεΰκος άοιδήν ήλακάτης άδίδακτον άνυμνείιον *Αφροδίτην, εργοπόνω μέγα ν€Ϊκος άναστήσασαν Ά&ήιηβ.
246
° Hom. Od. viii. 27υ if.
6 From Hom. H. xxiii. 762.
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stuff for Ares, but don’t embroider a shield in the new cloth. What does Aphrodite want with shields ? Put in Phaethon, the shining witness of your loves, who told tales of the furtive robber of your bed a; if you like, put those old nets of yours in the pattern, and let your hand, if it can for shame, make a picture of the god who was the husband s proxy. And you, Eros, leave your bow and help your mother in her passion for the distaff, twirl the spindle for her and spin the thread. Then I may call you weaver instead of winger, I may see the fiery god pulling the spool past the warp,b instead of the arrows on the leather bowstring. Make Ares of gold beside golden Aphrodite ; let him hold a shuttle instead of waving a shield, and embroider a double cloth with industrious Cythereia.
317	“ No, Cythereia goddess, throw your threads to the winds out of those distaff-enamoured hands and use your stitched girdle. Take care once more of marriage ; for the ancient nature of the world has all been going astray since you have been weaving cloth.”
321 As he finished, all the Olympians smiled. Then Cythereia thus put to shame before Brighteyes threw down the stuff of the cloth half finished, and away she went to her own Cyprus to be nurse of the human race ; and Eros once more ordered all the varied forms of life by the girdle, sowing the circle of the well-plowed earth with the seed of generation.
327	Such was the melodious lay which Leucos wove, celebrating how Aphrodite untaught of the distaff, set up her great contest with industrious Athena.0
c The lay of Demodocos in Hom. Od. viii. 267-366, is the general model for this scene.
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335
Α λλ* οτε δἡ κόρος εσκε φιλακρήτοιο τραπίζης, 330 οίνον άναβλνζοιπες ερημάδι κάππεσον εννή' οι μεν δαιδαλε'ης επί νεβρίδος, οι δ* (ττι φύλλων πεπταμε'νων, ετεροι δε χντής εφνπερθε κονίης δερμασιν αιγείοισιν επεστορεσαντο χαμευνην άλλοι δ* εγρεμόθοισιν εφεομίλησαν όιείροις, χαλκίον άπλινσαντες ενναλίω δε'μας ὑτη·ῳ, cui' 6 μεν ’Ιι·δου εβάλλε καθημει·ον νφόθεν ιτπτου, άλλος δ* Ίνδοι* εννζε κατ* ανχειτ>ς, ος δε δαίζων αορι πεζόν ετνψεν, ο δ* οντασε Δηριαδήα* άλλος δ’ ήερόφοιτον εόν βέλος νφόσε ττέμττων ήλιβάτονς ελέφαντας όνειρείω βάλεν ιώ.
ΙΙορδαλία»!’ 8ε γενεθλα καί άγρια φύλα λεόντων καί κύνες άγρεντήρες ερημονόμου Λιονῦσου εΐχον άμοιβαίης φυλακής αγρυπι·ον όπωττήν, πάΐΊ'νχον εγρήσσοιτες όρειαόος εν&οθεν ύλης, μή σφιν επαΐξειε μελαικηιενων μάθος Ινδών και δαΐδες στοιχηδόν επαστράπτε σ κον *Ολυμττω, Βακχιάδος λαμπτήρες ακοιμήτοιο χορείης.
340
345
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330 But when they had surfeit of this table so well furnished with liquor, they fell on their beds in the wilderness spluttering wine : dropping on dappled fawnskins, or on spreads of leaves, or just spreading goatskins on the ground amid the deep dust. Some stretched their armoured bodies in the soldier’s sleep, and held traffic with battlerousing dreams, where one struck some Indian sitting on horseback, one pierced an Indian’s throat, one slew a footman with his sword, one wounded Deriades, one shot his bolt high in the air and wounded some huge elephant with his dream-arrow.
342	Tribes of leopards and wild packs of lions and hunting-dogs took turns in guarding Dionysos in the wilderness with sleepless eyes ; all night they kept vigil in the mountain forest, that no assault of black Indians might approach him. Long lines of torches flashed up to Olympos, the lights of the dancing Bacchants which had no rest.
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ΔΙΟΝΥΣΙΑΚΩΝ ΚΙΚΟΙΊΌΝ 11ΕΜΠΤΟΝ
Vakocttov κατά πύμπτον ύχ*ις ΙΙ«ρσῇο$ αγώνα καί κρίσιν 'Μρακλήος ύς ήνορύην Λιονύσου.
Μούσα, πάλιν πολύμιζί σοφον μύθον
ϊμφρονι θύρσω*
ου π α) γάρ γόνυ δοϋλον χητοκλίχχυν Λι ονχϊσω φύλοπιν ύπταύτηρον *Κώιος €ν\·ασιν "Αρης’ άλλα δρακο\π<.ιοιο τιθηπότις άκρα ytvtiov *Ινδωης πλατάνοιο πάλιν κλάζουσι vtooaoi, Βακχείου πολύμοιο προμάχπιις. ου μίν άασω πρώτους ιξ λνκάβαιπας,
οτ( στρατός ύνδοθι ττνργων Μνδό? ύην τ(λύσας δ( τύπον μιμηλον Όμηρου ύστατον vpxnjaw πολύμων ϊτος, ύβδομάτης δἐ νσμίνην ισάριθμον ύμης στρονθοιο χαράξω' ϋήβ-η δ’ ύττταπνλω κ(ράσω μύλος, οττι καί αύτη άμφύ ύμύ βακχενθ^ισα πιριτρύχιι, οἷα δἐ νύμφη μαζον ύον γύμνωσε κατηφύος νφόθι ncVAou, μνησαμύΐ'η ΓΙοτῆο?· ύποτρύνων δύ μ€ μύλπ€ΐν π€νθαλύην ύο χεῖμα γύρων ώρ*ξ( ΚιΘαιρων αίδόμςνος, μη λύκτρον άθύσμιον η€ βοησω πατροφόνον πόσιν υια παρεννάζοντα τ£κονση.
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BOOK XXV
In the twenty-fifth you have the struggle of Perseus and the comparison of Heracles with the valour of Dionysos.
O Muse, once more fight the poets war with your thyrsus-wand of the mind : for not yet has Eastern Ares bent a servile knee and calmed the sevenyear conflict. The nestlings of the Indian planetree are shrinking again in horror at the dragon’s jaw-point, and thus they foretell war with Bacchos.0 I will not sing the first six lichtgangs,b while the Indian army remained behind walls ; I will make my pattern like Homer’s and sing the last year of warfare, I will describe that which has the number of my seventh sparrow. For sevengate Thebes I will brew my bowl of poesy, for she also dances wildly about me, baring her breast nymph-like over her robe in sorrow while she remembers Pentheus ; old Cithairon urges me to sing, stretching out his mourning hand, fearing lest I proclaim the unhallowed bed or the fatherslaying son, the husband who lay beside her who bore
β A reference to Hom. U. ii. 308 if., where a snake swallows a bird and eight chicks; this is interpreted as victory after nine years.
b That is,- years ; see above, vel. i. p. 392 note a..\ .
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*Aονίης άίω κιθάρης κτύποι” εΓπατε, Μ ουσα*, τις πάλιν * Αμφίων λίθοι· άττνοον €ις δρόμον ίλκ€ΐ; otSa, πόθϊΐ· κτύπος οντος* att&optiy τάχα Βἡβη 20 ΙΙινδαρεὐτ φόρμιγγος ιπΐκτνπι Αώριος ηχώ.
Άλλα πάλιν κτί,ίνωμιν *Κρνθραίojv γόνος *Ινδῶν· ον ποτ€ γάρ μύθον άλλον ύμοίιον ίόρακ€ν αιών ’ Ηώου προ μόθοιο, και ου μετά φνλοπιν Ίι-όών άλλην όφιτίλίστον ισόρροποι/ <1ό<ν Έιακύ,	25
οόδἐ τοσος στρατός ήλθ(ν ός Ίλιον,
ου στόλος άν&ρών
τηλίκος. άλλα νόοισι καί άρχίγόιοισιν * ριζών €νκαμάτους Ιδρώτας αναστησω Αιοινσου, κρίνων ηνορόην πκίωι Αιός, όφρα ιοήσω, τις κάμ€ τοῖον ἐγῶνα, τις ίΐκίλος ΐπλ(Τθ Βάκ^ον. 30 Περσεῖς μιν ταχιηΌννος, ινπτίρον ίχνος όλίσσων,
β ί.<*. the story of Ordipu.%.
6 “ Λοηϊαη " means simply Italian According lo ooc of the fourulation-lcfrrml-s Amphlon and Zrtho», Ihc son* of Antioix*. built the walls, Aniphion taking thr chief part because his lyre-itlayinp wm so enchanting (In the mo*t literal sense) that the stone* followed him of their own «coord to their places in the wall». (/. 417 ff.
e An allusion to Pindar, <>l. i. 17.
d Rhetorician that he is Nonnos i* here using one of the best known rhetorical fifrurc*, comparison of thr person or thing praised with others of the .same cl&u (here sons of Zeus), who are declared inferior ; and as they arc tx kypotke$i admirable, the subject of the panegyric must hr more m>. Cf. the praises of Epicurus in Lucrrtius v. 13 ff. (hr U superior to Denieter, Dionysos and Heracles as a benefactor of mankind).
* Perseus was son of Zeus by l)ana£ (114), whom the god visited in the form of a shower of {told. Her fathrr Acrisios set her and her child afloat (119-1 Λ)) in a chest, and they drifted ashore at the island of Seriphos. The local king, 252
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him.a I hear the twang of the Aonian b lyre : tell me, Muses, what new Amphion is pulling dead stones to a run ? I know where that sound comes from : surely it is the Dorianc tune of Pindar’s lyre sounding for Thebes.
22 Once more let us slay the race of Erythraian Indians : for Time never saw before another struggle like the Eastern War, nor after the Indian War in later days has Enyo seen its equal. No such army came to Ilion, no such host of men. But I will set up the toils and sweat of Dionysos in rivalry with both new and oldd; I will judge the manhood of the sons of Zeus, and see who endured such an encounter, who was like unto Bacchos.
31 Nimbleknee Perseus,® waving his winged feet,
Polydectes (84), when Perseus had grown to manhood, tried to get rid of him by sending him on the quest for the head of Medusa (38), the only mortal one of the three Gorgons (the others were Sthenno 54, and Euryale 58), the sight of which turned the beholder into stone. He was helped by Athena and Hermes (55-56) who gave him Harpe, the curved Sword of Sharpness, the Shoon of Swiftness, which enabled him to fly (130, 131), and a (probably magical) wallet in which to carry the head. He found the way there by stealing the one eye (36) of the Graiai, daughters of Phorcys, and refusing to give it back unless he was told. The home of the Gorgons was in Africa (51) ; Perseus flew there invisible, for he had also been given the Cap of Darkness, cut Medusa’s head off without looking at her, and later used it to turn into stone a sea-monster which was going to devour Andromeda, daughter of Cepheus and Cassiepeia, king and queen of Ethiopia (80 ff.), whose mother had offended the powers of the sea by boasting that she was fairer than the Nereids (135). All concerned were afterwards turned into constellations. Later, Perseus used the head to destroy Polydectes, who was trying to force Danae to marry him. Medusa, when killed, was pregnant by Poseidon (39 if.) and the winged horse Pegasos sprang from her headless trunk.
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άγχινεφη δρόμον είχεν ἐν ηόρι πεζός όδίτης,
€1 €T€OV 7T€7T0TrjTO. Τί δε 7ΐλ0θν, €1 σφυρά TToAAlOV
ζείνην είρεσίην άνεμώδεΐ ΐ'ηχετο ταρσώ, όττι βαθυνομε'χ’ης παλάμης ληίστορι καρπώ	3ΰ
Φορκίδος άγρύπνοιο λαβών οφθαλμόν άλτρτην, άφοφον άκροπόριον πεφυλαγμεχ·ος άλμα πέδιλων, όγμον εχιδιημιπα μιής ημησε Με&οίστ/ς, ἡ? ίτι κυμαίνουσα γοχ·αις εθλίβετο γαστἡν ΙΙἡνασου <1»δίνουαα, καί έγκυον αυχεχ·α νύμφης 40 Γοργόνος Είλείθυια μογοστόκος εθρισεν άριτη, αύχενος ιπποτόκοιο Οαλύσιον; όππολεμον δ*
Ιίερσεύς ώκνπεδιλος εκούφισε σύμβολα νίκης άπνοα, Υοργείης όφιώδεα ληια χαίτης, αιμαλεη ραθάμιγγι κατάρρντα λείφαχα κόρσης,	Ιδ
ημιτελές σύριγμα νεοτμήτων από λαιμών λεπτόν νποτρίζοιπα’ και ου στίχε ν άρσενι χαρμη, ου τότε χερσαίης ενο7της κτύπος, ονο' ἐνι πόντιο Μερσει μαρναμενω πολεμηια λαίφεα νηών εγρεμόθοις άνεμοισιν "Αρης κολπωσατο ναύτης,	δθ
ον φονίη ραθάμιγγι Αίβνς φοινίσσετο Χηρεύς, ου νεκυν αντοκύλιστον εδεξατο λοίγιον ύόαφαλλό. δρακοντείης τρομεων συριγμόν εθείρης Σθεννοϋς μαινομεΐ’ης πτερόεις ελελίζετο [\ερσεύ»ς, και κυνεην Άίδαο φέρων και ΙΙαλλάδο? άρττην, 65 και πτερόν Έρμάωνος εχων και Ζῆνα τοκηα, ώκυτερω φνξηλις αι·ηωρητο πεδίλω,
Ει)ρυάλης μύκημα και ου σάλπιγγος άκούων, ετυλησας Αιβι/ης ολίγον σπεος' ου στρατόν άνδρών εκτανεν, ου φλογόεχτι πάλιν τεφρώσατο θαλώ. 60 Άλλ' ου τοΐος εην Βρομίου μάθος*
ου πόσιν ερπων
Βάκχος εθωρηχθη δολόεις πρόμος, ούδε λοχήσας 254
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held his course near the clouds, a wayfarer pacing through the air, if he really did fly. But what was the good if he swung his ankles and swam the winds with that strange oarage of legs ? and then crept up on tiptoe, keeping his footfall noiseless, and with hollowed hand and robber’s fist caught the roving eye of Phorcys’ unsleeping daughter, then shore off the snaky swathe of one Medusa, while her womb was still burdened and swollen with young, still in foal of Pegasus ; what good if the sickle played the part of childbirth Eileithyia, and reaped the neck of the pregnant Gorgon, firstfruits of a horsebreeding neck ? There was no battle when swiftshoe Perseus lifted the lifeless token of victory, the snaky sheaf of Gorgon hair, relics of the head dripping drops of blood, gently wheezing a half-heard hiss through the severed throats : he did not march to battle with men, no din of conflict was there then on land, no maritime Ares on the sea with battle-rousing winds bellied the sails of ships of war against a warrior Perseus, no Libyan Nereus was reddened with showers of blood, no fatal water swallowed a dead body rolling helplessly. No ! Perseus fled with flickering wings trembling at the hiss of mad Sthenno’s hairy snakes, although he bore the cap of Hades and the sickle of Pallas, with Hermes’ wings though Zeus was his father; he sailed a fugitive on swiftest shoes, listening for no trumpet but Euryale’s bellowing—having despoiled a little Libyan hole ! He slew no army of men, he burnt no city with fiery torch.
61 Far other was the struggle of Bromios. For Bacchos was no sneaking champion, crawling along in
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φρουρόν άκοιμητοιο μεττ^λυδα κύκλον στηλίτης Φορκίδος αλλοπρόσαλλοι'
άμειβομειης τττερόν "Ύπνον ηνυσε θήλνν άεθλον άθωρηκτοιο Μεδοὐτη?*	βό
ἀλλά διατμηγων δηίων στίχα δίζυγι νίκη χερσαίου πολεμοιο καί νγροπόροιο κυδοιμοΰ λύθρω γαιαν εόευσε, καί αιματι κύμα κεράσσας Ντιρεΐόας φοίνιζεν ερευθιόωντι ρεεθρψ, κτείνιυν βάρβαρα φύλα· πολύς ό* επί μη τε ρ* Γαίη 70 ύφιλόφκυν ακαρηι·ος ετυμβεύθη στάχνς Ιὡῶν, πολλοί δ* εν πελάγεσσιν όλωλότες όζει θύρσψ αυτόματοι πλωτήρες επορθμενοντο θαλάσση,
* Ινδών νεκρός όμιλος, άνικητω δε Λυαίψ ύδασιν αίχμάζοντος εγερσιμόθου ποταμοϊο	7Λ
"Αρε α κνματόειπα πάρε'ρέομαι, οππυτε πευκη Βακχιός αίθαλόεσσα κατε<φλεγε βάρβαρον ύδωρ μυδαλεω σττινθήρι, καί εζεε κύματι θερμω καπνόν άναβλνζων ποταμηιον υγρός * Υοάσπης.
Άλλ* ερεεις,
ότι " κήτος άλίτρεχφον εκτανε IIερσεύς· 80 όμματι Υοργείω πετρώσατο Θήρα θαλάσσης." τί πλέον, ει φονίης δεδοκΐ]μενος όμμα Μεδούετης άνδρομεων μελεων ετερότροπον είδος άμείψας εις λίθον αύτοτελεστον εμορφωθη \\ολνδεκτης; Βάκ·χου δ* Ίνδοφόνου βριαρός πόιχ>ς ου μία Γοργώ, 85 ου λίθος ηερόφοιτος άλίκτνπος η II ολυδεκτης* άλλα δρακοιποκόμων καλάμην ήμησε Γιγάντων Βάκ·χο? άριστεύων όλίγω ρηξηΐΌρι θύρσω, οππότε II ορφυρίωνι μαχημονα κισσόν ίάλλων Εγκέλαδον στνφελιξε καί ήλασεν Άλκυοιτηα	90
αιχμάζων πετάλοισιν όιστευοντο δε θύρσοι Υηγενεων ολετήρες, άοσσητηρες * Ολυμπου,
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his armour; he laid no ambush for the sentinel eye of Phorcys, the ball of the sleepless eye that passed from hand to hand, giving each her share under the wing of sleep in turn ; he won no womanish match over a Medusa unarmed. But he cut the lines of his enemies in a double victory, battle on land and tumult at the ford ; he soaked the earth with gore, he mingled the waves with blood, he dyed the Nereids purple in their reddened streams, as he killed the barbarian hordes. Great was the harvest of highcrested Indians buried headless in mother earth ; shoals of dead Indians slain by the sharp thyrsus floated at random and voyaged over the deep, a multitude ! I pass by that billowy warfare, when the battlestirring river hurled his waves against invincible Lyaios, when the blazing torch of Bacchos kindled the barbarian stream with a damp spark, and watery Hydaspes with waves boiling hot puffed out smoke from his depths.
80 But you will say, “ Perseus killed a monster of the sea ; with the Gorgon’s eye he turned to stone a leviathan of the deep ! ” What was the good, if Polydectes, looking upon deadly Medusa’s eye, changed his human limbs to another kind and transformed himself into stone ? The terrible exploits of Bacchos were not one Gorgon, not an airsoaring sea-beaten cliff, not a Polydectes. No, Bacchos reaped the stubble of snakehaired giants, a conquering hero Avith a tiny manbreaking wand, when he cast the battling ivy against Porphyrion, when he buffeted Encelados and drove off Alcyoneus with a volley of leaves : then the wands flew in shoAvers, and brought the earthborn down in defence of Olympos, when the
VOL. II
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χ^ρσί διηκοσίησιν ϊλιζ ore Χάος Αρονρης θλίβων άστepotooav ίτνν noXvSttρόδι κόρατ) λεπταλἐω γόνυ κάμφίν ακοντιστηρι κορνμβψ, €γχ€Ϊ κισστμιτι, καί ου πυρο€\’Τι Ktpnvvw τηλίκος ίσμδς Ιπιπτίν, όσος ρηζψ·ορι Θνρσω.
Άλλα φίλοι, κρίνο>μ€ν (ν tivroXijj μιν apovpjj Ίνδοφόνους ίδρωτας όπιntvwv Αιονυσου * H ίλιος θάμβησ€ν, ιmi ρ δυτικοΐο Si κόλπου Εσπερῖς ΙΙ*ρ<τῆα τανν7Π€ρον ttSt Σελήνη, βαιόν άίθλίυσαντα πόνον γαμφώνυχι χαλκό)' και Φαόθοίν όσον €νχος imtprtpov ϊΧλαχ* Μὴνης, τόσσον Ιγω Ι \{ρστ)ος apt ίο να Βάκχον (νίφω. *Ιναχο? άμφοτόρων πόλί μάρτυρος, όππότ€ κισσώ καί φονίω νάρθηκι Μυκήνες ηρισαν αιχμαι χαλκοβαριΐς, Σατύρων Si φιλίτιον "Αρε α φιύγων θυρσοφόρο) Βρομίω δριπαι·ηφορος ιίκαθ* \\*ρσ*υς, καί δόρυ θοΰρον tntpnt μαχημονος αντί Αυαίου ουτιδανήν ασίδηρον ακοντίζουν * Αριάδιτην ούκ αγαμαι Περσῇα μίαν κτ€ιι·αντα γυναίκα, €ΐμασι νυμφιδίοισιν ετι πν€ΐονσαν *Rpwrwv.
Ει δἐ Λιός χρυσόων μ^γαλιζίται tlvtKa Χόκτρων, ου Αανάην όκόμισσ^ν ἐς ουρανόν νότιος Ltvs, κυδαίνω ν γόνιμης φιλοπάρθίνον όμβρον όόρσης βαιης κλίφιγάμον Σ(μόλη 3* όπόβαιν*ν Όλυμπον συν Αιί, συν μακάρίσσι μιής φαυονσα τραπόζης, υιόι βοτρυο€ντι παρίζομόνη Λιοννσω’ ου Αανάη λἐχεν οίκον ΌΧύμπιον, ύγροπόρου δὲ Χάρνακος όνδον όοΰσα Αιός ναιniXXtro νύμφη, μ€μφομόνη ζνγίων απατηλιον όμβρον Ερώτων, άστατου ολβον όχοιπα μινυιθαδίου νιφκτόίο.
ΟΓδα μεν *Ανδρομόδην,
ότι φαίν€ται όντδς Όλυμπου,
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coiling sons of Earth with two hundred hands, who pressed the starry vault with manynecked heads, bent the knee before a flimsy javelin of vineleaves or a spear of ivy. Not so great a swarm fell to the fiery thunderbolt as fell to the manbreaking thyrsus.
98	Let us compare them, friends. Helios marvelled when he saw the sweat of Dionysos, as he slew Indians on the eastern soil : over the western gulf, Selene in the evening saw Perseus on wings outspread, after he had had a small task to do with a curving piece of bronze : as much as Phaethon has glory above the Moon, so much better than Perseus I Mill declare Bacchos to be. Inachos was witness of both, when the heavy bronze pikes of Mycenai resisted the ivy and deadly fennel, when Perseus sickle in hand gave way to Bacchos with his wand, and fled before the fury of Satyrs crying Euoi ; Perseus cast a raging spear, and hit frail Ariadne unarmed instead of Lyaios the warrior. I do not admire Perseus for killing one woman, in her bridal dress still breathing of love.®
113 Is he proud of the golden wooing of Zeus ) But rainy Zeus did not raise Danae to his heaven, to glorify a few loving drops of creative dew in that furtive union. Semele did mount into heaven to touch one table with Zeus and the Blessed, to sit beside her son Dionysos of the vine ; but Danae received no home in Olympos. She the bride of Zeus went voyaging in a chest over the sea, regretting the deceitful rain of wedded love, after the unstable happiness of a passing shower.
123 I know that Andromeda is to be seen in
a See xlvii. 537 ff.; Lyaios, “ Deliverer,” is a title of Dionysos.
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άλλἀ πάλιν μογέίι και ἐν αιθέρι· καί τάχα θολή πολλάκι τοῖον cAcfo' εττοί νςμισημονι φοηή	125
“Τί πλἐον, εΓ με κόμισσας ές αιθέρα,
νυμφις 11 c/xtc ν;
καλόν ἐμοι πόρε? εδι·ον Όλιίμπιον ἀστcpocv γὰρ Κῆτο? ετι κΆονεει με και ἐιΌάδ*, και νέον άλλοι αντίτυπου προτέροιο μ€τά χΘόια και φόβον άλμης €ΐσέτι δεσμόν εχα» και ἐν άστρασιν ου σέΘ(ν άρπη 130 ούρανίη μ€ σάαισε* μάτην 6* μοι ἐιπὸς ’Ολυμπον μ€ΐλιχον άστραίης άμαρύσσιται ο μ μα Μεδοὑσης* Κῆτο? ετι κλονέα με, /ται ου πτερά κουφά rircuVci?. μήτηρ άχΐ'υμέΐ'η μ( βιαζ*ται, όττι και αι)τὴ δειλἡ Κασσκ'πεια δι* αιθέρος €ις άλα δυν*ι	13Λ
Κηριιδας τρομέονσα, και όλβίζα δρόμον Άρκτου άβροχον 'ίΙκ€αιοΐο καί ου φανοιπα Θαλάσσης* καί φόβον * Ανδρομέδης όρόων και Κήτος* Όλυμπου γηραλέος μ€τά γαΐαν όδνρ<ται ένΘάδ< Κηφ^νς."
Τοῖον ἐπο9 βαρνδισμος άνιαχί πολλάκι ννμφη, 140 ΙΙερσε'α κικλησκουσα, και ου χραίσμησ€ν άκοιτης.
$ι δε και ’Ανδρομέδης
έπαγάλλίται άστρασι Π*ρσ*υς, δόχμιον όμμα τ ίται τε δι* αιβέρος, ἐχι φαιίνιι αιγλη€ΐς Όφιουχος "Οφιν δα·ατᾶν atipcuv, και Στέφανον π€ρίκυκλον έσαθρησ€ΐς *Αριάδνης	ΜΛ
συνδρομον Ήελιοιο, σιη·αιπἐΑλοι·τα Σελήνη, ΐμςρον άγγέλλοιπα φιλοστίφάνου Αιοννσου.
Οΐδα μόθον Μαχοον, ον ώπασ€ Θήλυς Έ»τ»ω
° Cf. xlviii. 971 ; the Northern Crown b the wedding-garland of Ariadne at her marriage with Dionysos.
b Nonnos himself tells the story pretty fully ; the fanciful details about the powers of love fiphting for Minos are pure allegory. Minos, king of Crete and son of Zeus by 260
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Olympos ; but she is unhappy still even in the sky. Often the poor creature thus complained with reproachful voice :
126 “ What good was it, bridegroom Perseus, that you brought me into the sky ? A precious bridegift was your Olympos to me ! The Seamonster chases me even here among the stars ! After earth and all that terror of the sea, I still have chains like the old ones, even among the stars ! Your heavenly sickle has not saved me. In vain Medusa’s eye softens for me in Olympos as it shines among the stars. The Monster chases me still, and you do not stretch your light wings ! my mother Cassiepeia is vexed and presses me, because the poor thing must dive herself through the air into the brine, trembling at the Nereids and she deems the Bear happy in his course, never drenched in the Ocean never touching the sea ; old Cepheus is unhappy still, when he sees Andromeda’s fear, and the Monster of Olympos coming, after what happened here on earth ! ”
140 Complaints like these the nymph often would utter in her heavy chains ; she called on Perseus, and her husband helped her not. And if Perseus is proud of Andromeda too in the stars, do but cast your eye towards that side of the heavens, where the brilliant Ophiuchos is conspicuous holding up his encircling Serpent ; and you will see the circlet of Ariadne’s Crown, the Sun’s companion, which rises with the Moon and proclaims the desire of crownloving Dionysos.
148	° I know also the war of Minos,b which a woman’s
Europa, besieged Megara, whose king, Nisos, had a purple lock which was the luck of the city and prevented it from being taken. His daughter Scylla fell in love with Minos, cut off the lock while Nisos slept, and so gave Minos the victory. It is the widespread tale of Maiden Castle.
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κ€στόν όλαφρίζουσα και ου τελαμῶνα βθ€ιης, όππστ€ Κύπρις 0ην κορυθαίολος, όπττότ€ Πειῦω χαλκίον όγχος ετταλλε και επλετο ΠαΑΑα? \θηνη, μαρναμόνω Μα·ωι σννόμπορος, όν Bi κυΒοιμοις άπτολόμων τόξευε γαμοστόλος ισμος Y.pojrwv, και Πό^ος ίμ€ρό(ις πτολιπόρθιος, ηνίκα λαφ Νισαίω Μεγαρῆι Κνδαηχός όβρ*μ* σάλπιγξ, εὑτε Φόβον και Λ(ΐμον ioun σννάίθλον Έρούττων Γ^ΐ'εσιν αιόομόιοισιν όχάζ<το χάλκ€ος 9 Αρης, ἀσπίδα κονφίζουσαν όπιπίύων \\φροΒίτην και \\όθον αίχμάζοιπα, και (ύθώρηκι μαχητη άβροχίτων ἐτἐλεσσεν "Κρως καλλίτριχα νίκην Σκύλλα γάρ νπνιόοντος άκιρσικόμοιο τοκηος ηλικα πορφυρό η ς άπικίίρατο βότρυν όθίίρης, καί πάλιν όπραθ€ πάσαν «να τμητηρι aihrjpw βόστρυχον αμησαοα πολισσονχοιο καρηνου.
Μ ατος· μιν πτολίπορθος ίώ ποτε κ·άλλεΓ γυμνψ ύσμίνης τ όλος €υρχ, καί ου νίκησ* σιΒήρψ, άλλα πόθω και Ιριυτί' κορνσσομόνου Bi Λναιου ου 11 όθος όπρήνν^ν άκοιποφήρων μόθον ’Ινδών, οι) ΥΙαφίη κ€κόρνστο συχαιχμάζουσα Αυαίψ, κάλλίϊ νικησασα, μόθου τόλος ου μία κούρη οίστρομαιη/ς χραίσμησ€ν όρασσαμόνη Λιονύσου, ου Βόλος ίμ€ρό(ΐς, ου βόστρυχο. ΔηριαΒηος, ἀλλά πολυσπ€ρόων πολόμιυν ότ€ρότροπος ’Ινδός νίκης ίύχος 0χων πάλιναυξόος.—«ὶ Bi γεραίρεις “Ιναχον * Ηρακλῆο?, όλου πόνον αντος όλόγξω.
ΟΓδα μόν, δττι λόοντι βραχίονα λοξόν όλίξας ζύπαλάμω πηχυνε π^ρίπλοκον αύχόνα Β*σμω,
β The Labours of Heraclc*» are too well known to need
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battle accomplished, handling the lovegirdle instead of the shieldstrap, when Cypris wore a gleaming helmet, when Peitho shook a brazen spear and turned into Pallas Athena to stand by Minos in the fray, when the bridal swarm of unwarlike Loves shot their arrows in battle ; I know how tender Desire sacked a city, when the Cydonian trumpet blared against Nisos of Megara and his people, when brazen Ares shrank back for very shame, when he saw his Rout and his Terror supporting the Loves, when he beheld Aphrodite holding a buckler and Desire casting a lance, while daintyrobe Eros wrought a fairhair victory against the fighting men in arms. For Scylla, while her uncropt father was lying asleep, had cut off from his hair the purple cluster which had grown there from his birth, and by severing one tress from the sceptred head with her iron shears, sacked a whole city.
165 So Minos citysacker by his own bare beauty won the prize of the battle ; he conquered not by steel, but by love and desire. But when Lyaios armed for battle, no Desire tamed the fray of Indian spearmen, no Paphian armed to support Lyaios, or conquered by beauty, no girl mad with passion gave by herself the prize of battle to Dionysos, no lover’s trick, no curls of Deriades’ hair, but the changes and chances of Indian wars far-scattered gave him the glory of victory ever renewed.
174 If you boast of Heracles and the Inachos, I will examine all his labours.®
176 I know he threw his arm from one side and circled the lion’s neck entangled in mighty grip,
explaining; they are detailed in every handbook of mythology.
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7τότμον άγιον άσίδηρον, οπη ζιυαρκει λαιμώ εμπνοος άσφαράγοιο μέσος πορθμενεται αηρ' ούκ άγαμαι καί τ ο Οτ ο * παρ εύπεταλω ποτε λόχμη ISO χερσί λεοντοφ>όνοισιν άριστ€νονσα Κνρηνη παρθένος εργον ετευξεν όμοίιον, όπι και αντη αρσενα Θήρα δάμασσεν άκαμπει θήλεϊ όεσμω άρτιθόλης δ* ετι κούρος εν ονρεσι Βάχ;(ος άθνρων χειρι μιή λασίου δεδραγμε'νος αι·θερεωνος	ΙκΑ
φοίνιον εΙΧκε λε'οΐ’τα, και ώρεγε μητερι *Ρ«]] αυχενιου πλοκάμοιο κεχηνότα Θήρα πιεζων’ είλκεν ετι ζιυοντα, περισφίγζας δε λεπάδνω Θήρα κνβερί'ητήρι διεσφήκωσε χαλινω ζευξας δούλα γε'νεια, και ημει·ος νφόθι δίφρον 190 α γριά ταρβαλεων επεμάστιε νώτα λεόντων. πορδαΑίων δε γενεθλα καί ώμοβόρων γένος άρκτων χηηπιαχοις παλάμησιν εδουλώθη Λι ονιίσου.
ΟΓδα καί Άρκάδα κάπρον όριδρομον άλλα Αυαίω παίγνια κουρίζοιπι σνες καί φύλα λεόντων.	105
Τί πλέον * Μρακλεης θρασύς ήΐ'νσεν, ει τινα πηγήν πολλά καμών όλίγην όφιώδεα λυσατο Αερνην, τεμνων αύτοτε'λεστα θαλυσια φκυλάδος ΰδρης φνταλίην πολυδειρον άνασταχνοντα δρακόντων; αιθε δε μοννος επεφνε, καί ούκ εκάλεσσε μογησας 200 άρτιφυτων Μόλαον άλοιητήρα καρήνων, δαλον άερτάζοντα σελασφόρον, είσόκεν άμφαι θήλνν οφιν πρήνιξαν. εγώ δ* ούκ οΐδα γεραίρειν ουτιδανή δυο φώτας εριδμαίχοντας εχίδνη' εΐς πόνος αμφοτεροισι μερίζετο· θυρσοφόρος δε 206 μοΰνος αποτμηζας όφιώδεας υΐας *Αρούρης 264
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and so without weapon brought death, in that spot where the breath passes through the gullet of the lifesufficing throat. I see nothing surprising in that. There was Cyrene,® a champion in the leafy forest with her lionslaying hands, that girl did an exploit quite as good, when she also mastered a male lion with a woman’s grip which he could not shake off. Bacchos too when still a young lad, while playing in the mountains, grasped a deadly lion by the shaggy throat with one hand, dragged him away and presented him to his mother Rheia, pressing down the maned neck of the gaping beast—dragged him still alive, and fastened him under the yokestrap, put on the guiding bridle over slavish cheeks, then seated high in the car whipt the back of the frightful creatures. Troops of panthers also and the ravening tribe of bears were slaves to the baby hands of Dionysos.
194 I know also the boar of the Arcadian mountains ; but for Lyaios, boars and the brood of lions were the playthings of childhood.
196 What good did bold Heracles do, if he took all that trouble to liberate some little snaky brook like Lerna, by cutting down the selfgrowing firstfruits of the lurking serpent, as that plentiful crop of snake-heads grew spiking up ? If only he had done the killing alone! instead of calling in his distress for Iolaos, to destroy the heads as they grew afresh, by lifting a burning torch, until the two together managed to get the better of one female serpent. I do not see how to praise two fellows fighting with a miserable viper, and one job divided between two. But Euios wand in hand cut down the snaky
° See v. 216.
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Κύιο? 0χρα€ πάσι, Διός πρόμος, ών imtp ωμων άμφιλαφιις όκάτιρθιν αμοιβάδάς όρριον νδραι, νδρης Ίναχίης πολύ μιίζονις, arri δἐ Αόρνης άσταθόις σνριζον όν αιθόρι γείτονες άστρων, ίληκοις, 'Ιάλαε· σύ γάρ δόμος όφλιγις νδρης, και μόνος 'Ηρακλόης, μόινς ηρπασιν ούνομα νίκης. ον Νεμόμ' όλάχααν όμός πρόμος, ον τινα Αόρνην Βάκχος άνιζο/γρησι πολυσφαράγων από λαιμών, θάμνον όχιδντρντα ταμων παλιι-ανζόος νδρης, αλλά Νότον και ταρσά Ηορτμα *αι πηρον Κύρου και Υ.όφνρον κηρνκα φόρων τετράζνγι νίκη Ώκιανόν, χθόνα, πόντον Ιων όπλησιν άόθλων.
€ΐ κλόος άνδρι φόρουσι δράκων, *ι φωλάδ<ς νδραι, Βάκχου στόμματα τούτα λ(χώια, ταυτα Αυαίου φρικτά δρακοντιίων όφιοιδια δι σ μα κομάων, όζ ότι πατρός ιλιιπι τιλισσιγόνου τττνχα μηρού.
Σ,ιγησω κιμάδος χρνσιον κόρας, ου τι χαλόφω τηλίκον ΗρακΛῆα μιής όλάφοιο φονηα* μη τρομιρής όλάφον μιμΐ'ησκιο' νιβροφόνω γάρ θυιάδι βαιόν άθυρμα πόλιι κιμαδοσσόος άγρη.
Κνώσσιον 'Νρακλήος ΐα ποι·ον οίστρομανη γάρ ούκ άγαμαί τινα ταύρον, ου ηλασιν, όττι τινάσσων τοσσατίην κορυιην όλίγην 0τμηζι κιραίην πολλάκι τούτο τόλισσι γυνή μία, πολλάκι Ι&ίκχη άσπιτον ιύκιράων άγόλην δαιτρινσατο ταύρων, οι/τιδαιῆ θεράπαινα βοοκραίρου Λιοννσον
β Nonnos conveniently forgets that Heracles took a prominent part in the battle with the Giants and the gods could not have won without him.
h Heracles kills the hind only in late versions of the story. Ί he whol*· j»oint of the lalxtur was that it was sacred 266
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sons of Earth alone °—that champion of Zeus ! attacked them all, with huge serpents flowing over their shoulders equally on both sides much bigger than the Inachian snake, ΛνΗΠε they went hissing restlessly about among the stars of heaven, not in the pool of Lerna. Forgive me Iolaos, for you burnt the hydra’s body, and Heracles, only Heracles, grabbed the name of victory.
213 No humble Nemea Bacchos my champion saved from loud-roaring throats, no paltry Lerna, by cutting down a bush of heads which ever grew again on so many necks ; he took for heralds of his fourfold victory West Wind and South Wind, the feet of the North and the wing of the East, and filled Ocean, land and sea with his exploits. If a serpent brings fame to a man, if lurking snakes, these are the birthday garlands of Bacchos, these are the terrible serpentine fillets of his snaky hair, ever since he left the teeming fold of his father’s thigh.
223 I will say nothing of the pricket Λνΐίΐι golden horns; I will not disparage great Heracles as the slayer b of a single deer. Forget the timid deer : for killing of fawns and hunting of prickets is a only little play for the Bacchant woman.
227	Let pass the Cnossian labour of Heracles. I cannot admire just a mad bull which he chased, and how shaking that great club he knocked off a little horn.c One woman alone has often done as much ; and a Bacchant woman, the least of the servants of oxhorn Dionysos, has often butchered a vast herd of
and might not be hurt, but must be caught by sheer speed and endurance.
c Nonnos seems to confuse the catching of the Cretan bull with the mutilating of Acheloos, for which cf. xvii. 238.
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θηγαλίην δ* ίπίκυρτον άναρύσσασα κιραίην πολλάκις, (Ι κ(ρά(σσιν ἐμαρι·ατο μαινόμ(\Ός βονς,
€ΐς γόνυ ταύρον ίκαμφιν, ακοντιστηρα λ(θντων. 236 ΚάΛΛιττε και τριλόφοιο καριγιτα Γηρυονηος' καί γάρ ίμος Διόνυσος ίώ ταμισιχροι κισσψ "Αλπον άττηλοΙησ€, Θ(ημάχον νιον \\ρονρης,
"ΛΑπου ίχιδναίοις ίκατον κομόωντα καρήνοις,
Ήελιου φανοχπα και αν ίρνοχπα \(λήνην,	240
άστραίην πλοκάμοισι πιριθλίβοχπα χοραην.
ΨΑ0λα μεν ' Μρακλήος, ον ήροσιν αθάνατος Ζεῖς *Αλκμψ'ης τρισίληΐΌν ίχων παιΒοσπόρον (ννην, ουτιδανός ττόνος ή(ν όρίτροφος' (ργα δ( Βάκχον Τ)€ Γίγας πολύπηχυς ή νφιλόφ*υν πρόμος Μι·δῶν, 245 ον κ€μάς, ον βοίης άγίλης στίχις, ου λάσιος σνς, ονδί κύων, ή ταύρος, ή αύτόπριμχος όπώρη χρνσοφαης, ή κόπρος, ή άστατος ορνις αλήτης ουτιδανήν άσίδηρον ίχων πτ(ρό(οσαν άκωκην, ή γίΐ'νς ιππ(ίη ξιιι·οκτονος, ου μία μίτρη	250
'Ιππολύτης ίλάχιια· Αιωχα·σοιο δ( νίκη Αηριάδης άπίλιθρος ή εικοσίπηχνς Όρόντης, ΙΙαμόςιῖς vU Μίλητος, Άχαιίδος άφθ ι τε κηρυζ, Ιλήκοι σ ίο βίβλος όμόχροχος ήριγ(ν(ίη'
Ί ρωάδος νσμίι-ης ου μχηησομαι* ου γάρ (ίσκιο 255 Αίακίδη Διόΐ’νσον ή *Κκτορι Αηριαδήα. νμνήσ(ΐν μεν οφ(λλ( τόσον και τοῖον αγώνα Μούσα τεἡ καί Βάκχον άκοΐΎΐστηρα Γιγάντων, άλλοις δ* νμνοπόλοισι πόνους *Αχιλήος ίάσαι, ει μη τούτο Θίτις γίρας ήρπαο(ν. άλλα λιγαίναν 260 ττν(ύσον €μοι τ(όν άσθμα θ(όσσιrrov’ νμίτίρης γάρ 268
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horned bulls. Often if a mad ox showed fight with his horns, she has pulled back the sharp curved horns and brought down to his knees a bull that has lightly tossed lions.
236 Leave aside also the heads of threecrested Geryones ; for my Dionysos with his fleshcutting ivy shore through Alpos,0 that godfighting son of Earth, Alpos with a hundred vipers on his head for hair, who touched the Sun, and pulled back the Moon, and tormented the company of stars with his tresses.
242 The Labours of Heracles, who was son of immortal Zeus, when for three moonlights he possessed the fruitful bed of Alcmene, were a petty job in the mountains : but the exploits of Bacchos, whether Giant of many arms or chief of the highcrested Indians, were not a deer, no herds of oxen, no shaggy boar, no dog or bull, no goldglinting fruit b and its roots, no dung, no random wandering bird with silly wing-shafts not made of steel, no horse’s man-eating teeth, no little belt of Hippolyta. The victory of Dionysos was huge Deriades and twenty-cubit Orontes.
253	O brilliant son of Meles,c deathless herald of Achaia, may your book pardon me, immortal as the Dawn ! I will not speak of the Trojan War ; for I do not compare Dionysos to Aiacides, or Deriades to Hector. Your Muse ought to have hymned so great and mighty a struggle, how Bacchos brought low the Giants, and ought to have left the labours of Achilles to other bards, had not Thetis stolen that glory from you. But breathe into me your inspired breath to sing my lay ; for I need your lovely speech, since I
a See xlv. 172.	b The Apples of the Hesperides.
e Homer.
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δείομαι €υ€7τίης, ότι τηλίκον Άρε α μίλπων Ίνδο^όνου? Ιδρώτας άμαλΒιηχο Διονύσου.
*Αλλά, 0εά, με κόμιζε τό δειττερον
μισόν *Ι»*δῶν,
εμπυοον ίγχος ίχοιπα καί ασττῶα πατρός Όμηρου, μαρναμα·ον λ\ορρήι καί άφρονι ΑηριαΒήι σῦν Δα και Βρομιά» κικορυΰμίνον ίν δε κυΒοιμοις ΒακχιάΒος σνριγγος άγίστρατον ήχον ἐκοὁσαι και κτάπον ου λἡνοΓτα σοφής σάλπιγγος Όμηρου, 6φρα κατακτείνω ix)tp<jj Βορι λιιψανον 'Ινδών.
"£ῖς ἀ μἐν Ίνδφοιο περί ράχιν <νβοτον ύλης ίζ(Τ ο Βάκχον όμιλός € ρήματος αστός ίρίπνης, άμβολίη πολίμοιο’ φόβω δ* ἐλελίζετο Γἐγγη* οίκτιίριον ία τόο*α· ινοφθιμίνων δ* ἐπι ποτμψ πάσα πόλις δίδόντ/το* φιλοθρηvwv Bi γννεαχῶν π(νθαΧίοις πατάγοισιν ίπ<σμαράγησαν αγνιαί.
ΑηριάΒην δ* «λε'λιζε φόβος και Θαύμα καί αιΒώς-ήΒη γαρ κλν€ πάιπα- τό Bi πλίον όμματι λήξω άχνυτο παπταίνων, ότι θίσκίλον €ΪΒος άμίίφας οΐνω κυματοαπι μίλας κ* λάρνζιν ' ΥΒάσιτης.
Κίΐθι και ιύρυγόνιιος ίόν πόόα νωθροί ἐλίσσων κάμμορος αχλι·ό(σσαν ίχων άλαωπόν ομίχλην, ξανθήν λνσιπόνοιο μίθης ippaivtv ttpiτην όμμασι κολλητοϊσιν άρυομόνου Bi προσώπου οινωπας ραθάμ ιγγος άνωίχθησαν όπιυπαί· πρπομόνοις Bi πόδεσα ι γίρων ίχόρ€υ€ λιγαίνων ικμάΒα φοινίσσονσαν άλίξικάκου ποταμοιο' χερσι Bi γηραλίησι ρόον νίφ^ληΒόν άφυσσων πορφνρίης ίπλησ€ μόθης (νώό€ας ασκούς, και Αιι βωμόν άνήφ* και οιι·οχντω Αιοπκτω, άθρήσας Φαίθοιπος άή0€ος όφιμον άίγλην. και κννας oiVtofoVrct? ἐπ* ήόνι κούρος (άσας 270
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make nothing of the sweat of Dionysos, the fatal foe of India, when I hymn so great a war.
264 Then bring me, O goddess, into the midst of the Indians again, holding the inspired spear and shield of Father Homer, while I attack Morrheus and the folly of Deriades, armed by the side of Zeus and Bromios ! Let me hear the syrinx of Bacchos summon the host to battle, and the ceaseless call of the trumpet in Homer’s verse, that I may destroy what is left of the Indians with my spear of the spirit.
271 So on the fertile slopes of the Indian forest sat the host of Bacchos, at home on the lonely rocks, during this pause in the war. Ganges was shaken with fear, pitying his children; all the city was moved at the fate of the lately dead ; the streets resounded with the mournful noise of the women’s dirge.
277	Deriades was shaken with fear and wonder and shame, for he had already heard all ; and most deeply was he grieved when he saw by a glance aside that Hydaspes had lost his divine aspect, and murmured black with waves of wine.
281 In that place was an old broadbeard moving with a slow step, since the hapless man was in the dark shadow of blindness. He sprinkled the yellow drops of the nomorepain liquor upon his fast-closed eyes ; and as his face felt the drops of wine, his eyes were opened. The old man danced for joy, and praised the purple juice of the evil-averting river ; then with his old hands he ladled up the purple liquor in torrents, and filled his fragrant skins, and kindled the altar for Zeus and Dionysos giver of wine, now he had seen at last the sun which he had not seen for so long. A lad hunting on the mountains with the Archeress
271
NONNOS
Λαpov ϋΒωρ λάπτο inns' ίριυθομινου πυταμοίυ θηρητηρ όμόφοιτος όριιάΒος ίοχιαίρης ιις πάλιν ίχνος ικαμφιν, άπαθιι ΔηριαΟηι	2W
άγγιλλων γλυκύ χινμα μιθναφαλιος ποταμοΐο.
Ί\Βη δ* άμπιλόισσα δι* άστιος ιτρ€χ*ν όΒμή καί, λιαρυΐς άνιμοισιν όλας ιμίθυσσιν άγυιάς, νίκην * 1 νΒοφάΐΌΐο προθισπίζουσα Λυαίον πνργοις δ’ ηλιβάτοισιν ιναυλίζοντο πολχται	300
δειδιότ€ς, και τιΐχος ιμιτρώσαντο βοιίαις άστεο? ύφιλόφοιο φυλάκτορ€ς. ι ν Bi κολώναις άσχαλόων Διόνυσος ιμιμφ·το πολλάκις m\\prnt όττι πάλιν φθονίουσα μάχην άνισιίρασιν Ινοῶν, 304 πλησαμίνης Βίκα κνκλα παλιΐΊ·όστοιο Σελήνης 307 μιτρησασα μόθοιο τριηκοστης Βρόμον ΙΙοι·ν	308
νίκης δ’ ἐλπίΒα πάσαν άΐ'ίρρίπιζον αητοί.	30$
παττταίνων Bi λιόντας άιργηλη παρά φάτνη,	30β
οια λίιυν βρυχάτο καί ΐστινιν ινΒοθι λόχμης	309
όμμασιν άκλαυτοισι* κατηφιόωντι Bi Βαχχῳ	310
ίλκιχίτων Σκνθικοΐο Bi* ούριος άσπορος "Αττ** ίκιτο μαστίζων μιτανάστιον άρμα λιόντων,
'Ριίης θισπισίης ταχύς άγγιλρς, ος ποτι χαλχω φοινίζας γονόιντα τιλισσιγάμου στάχυν ηρης ριφιν άνυμφιύτων φιλοτησιον όγμον αρότρων, 315 άρσινος άμητοίο θαλυσιον, αιμαλίη Bi παιΒογόνω ραθάμιγγι πιριρραίνων τττνχα μηρόν Θιρμόν άλοιτγτηρι Bi μας θηλυνι σώηρω’ ος τότε Βιφριυων ΚνβιληίΒος άρμα Θιαίνης άγγιλος άσχαλόωντι παρηγορος ήλθι Αυαίψ' 320 καί μιν ίΒών Διόνυσος άνίΒραμι, μη σχιΒόν *λθη 'Ριίην πανΒαμάτιιραν άγων ιπί φνλοπιν *Ινδῶν. στήσας δ* άγριον άρμα, Bi* άντνγος ηνία τιίνας,
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left his dogs on the river bank, drunken and lapping the rich water of the reddening river, and returned to the city, to tell incredulous Deriades about the sweet stream of the drunk-reeling river.
297 Already the scent of the vine was spreading through the city on the soft warm breeze, and intoxicating all the streets, foretelling victory for Indian-slaying Lyaios. The people spent the night on the lofty toAvers in fear, and the guards of the highcrested citadel lined its vrall with their shields. On the hills, Dionysos often angrily reproached Hera, that she had again checked his battle with the Indians for jealousy, having measured a course of thirty dawns for the battle * after the moon returning again and again had fulfilled ten circuits, while the winds scattered all his hopes of victory. When he saAV the lions idle beside their manger, he roared like a lion and mourned in the woods with tearless eyes. But while Bacchos was thus despondent, came a messenger in haste through the Scythian mountains from divine Rheia, sterile Attis in his trailing robe, Avhipping up the travelling team of lions. He once had stained Avith a knife the creative stalk of marriage-consecrating youth, and threw away the burden of the plowshare without love or wedlock, the man’s harvest-offering ; so he showered upon his two thighs the bloody generative drops, and made womanish his warm body vrith the shearing steel. This was the messenger* who came driving the car of goddess Cybele, to comfort discouraged Lyaios. Seeing him Dionysos sprang up, thinking perchance he might have brought the allconquering Rheia to the Indian War. Attis checked the wild team, and hung the reins on the handrail, and disclosing the e That is, the interval until it began again : 11 months.
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και ροΒεης αχάρακτα γενειάόος άκρα φασίνων Βάκχω μύθον ελεξε, χιών οξεία ν ίωτγν	324
" % Αμπελόεις Διόνυσε, Λιός τεκος, εγγονε *Ρ<ὼς, είπἐ μοι ειρομενω, πότε ιόστιμος εις χθόνα Λνδῶν Γ£εαι ονλυκάρηνον άιστώσας γει·ος *Ιι*όώι»; ον πω ληιΒίας κυανόχροας (Βρακί *\\ιη, ου πω σοι μετά δῆριν όρεσσανλω παρά φάτνη 330 Μνγδο»'ΐα>ν εσμι^ε τεών ΙΒρωτα λεόντων Πακτωλού παρά χενμα ρνηφενες’ άλλα κυόυιμού άφοφον άενάων ετεων στροφάλιγγα κνλΐνόεις ον πω θηροκόμω θεομητορι σύμβολα νίκης Ίνδώουν (κόμισσας εώια φύλα λεόντων.	335
αλλά παρ* ' Βφαίστοιο και άθαικίτης σεο 'Βείης Βεχννσο τενχεα ταύτα, τά περ κάμε Λήμνιος άκμων, συν χθονι πόντον εχοιτα
και αιθέρα και χορόν άστρων.”
Ου πω μύθος (λήγε, και ιαχε Βάκχος άγηνωρ* Σχετλι οι εισι θεοί, ζηλήμονες- εν πόλε μοι ς μεν 340 εις μίαν ηριγενειαν άιστίοσαι πάλιν ’Ιι£ῶν (γχ*ί κισσηειτι Βυιησομα*· ἀλλά με νίκης μητρνιής άεκοντά παραπλάζει φθόι-ος *ΙΙρης. άμφαόα Λτ/ριαότ^ πρόμος Γσταται άγριος "Αρης μαρνάμενος ^ατνροισιν εγώ Βε ε πολλάκι θ ν ρα ω 346 οντησαι με νε αίνον- άπειλησας Βε Κ ρονιών βρονταίοις πατάγοισιν (μην άνεσείρασεν άρμην, άλλά βαρνσμαράγων νεφεων κτύπον ουράνιος Ζεὺς σήμερον ενιησειε, καί αύριον "Αρεα Βήσω, εισόκεν ενπηληκα Βιατμήξω στάχνν *Ινδῶμ.”	3δ0
° Nonnos μ.*€ιιι.> to imagine that Indian» are negroes. I’erhaps hi· is thinking of the t««* divisions of Kthiopian.%.
b Nonnos is more than usually tasteless in providing divine armour for Dionysos, who i*> divine already. Homer
"Ψ 74
DIONYSIACA, XXV. 324-350
smooth surface of his rosy cheeks, called out a flood of loud words to Bacchos—
326 “ Dionysos of the vine, son of Zeus, offspring of Rheia ! Answer me : when will you destroy the woollyheaded ° nation of Indians and come back to the Lydian land ? Not yet has Rheia seen your blackskin captives ; not yet has she wiped off the sweat from your Mygdonian lions after the war, beside the highland manger, where the rich river of Pactolos runs ; but without a sound you roll out the conflict through circuits of everlasting years ! Not yet have you brought a herd of eastern lions from India as a token of victory for the breeder of beasts, the mother of gods ! Very well, accept from Hephaistos and your immortal Rheia this armour which the Lemnian anvil made b; you will see upon it earth and sea, the sky and the company of stars ! ” c
339	Before he had finished, Bacchos called out angrily—
340	“ Hard are the gods, and jealous ! d In my Avar I can destroy the Indian city in one day with my ivy-bound spear : but the jealousy of stepmother Hera keeps me back from victory, do what I will. Furious Ares openly stands up as champion for Deriades, and assails my Satyrs. Often I have meant to wound him with my wand, but Cronion menacing with claps of thunder has checked my attack. Just let heavenly Zeus for this day give rest to the noise of his heavy-rattling clouds, and to-morrow I will shackle Ares until I cut down the harvest of helmeted Indians ! ”
provides it for the mortal Achilles, who at the crisis of his fortunes needs and receives supernatural help.
* Compare the description of the armour of Achilles in Hom. II. xviii. 468 if.
d Quoted from Od. v. 118.
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"iiv φάμίνον Διόνυσου apatUro Ανόιος Άττις·
“ Α ΙΟίρος άστερῶ σσαυ άνοιπ-ατον ασπίδα π άλλων, α) φίλος, ον τ ρομίοις χόλον*\ρ€ος, ον φθόνον "ΙΊρι/ϊ. οι) μακάρυη· στίχα πάσαν, ίχων παμμήτορα 'Ρ(ίην, ον στρατόν άγκνλότοξον, οπισς /itj δούρατα ιτ/ριτω» UV5 Ήε'λιου	ῆ ovryatit
τό; ξίφος 'ίΐρίιυινς αμαλόύν*ΐ4 μαχαίρτ], η χθονίοις β(λί*σσιν <ηστειίσ<« Βοα/την, ἀλλ* όρ€€ΐς γαίτην κ€ρα€λκία Ληριαδηος'
’ί1κ·<αυόΐ' (φορόοΐ'τι τί σοι ρίξίαν * Υδάσττης;	3S0
θαρσψις πολίμιζι το Sivrtpov, σττι κνδοιμον νίκην όφιτόλίστον ίμή μαιπιναατυ ’Pc ὸν ου γάρ πριν πολίμον τίλος ῖασεται, < ίσο κ* χάρμης ΐκτον άναπλήσωσιν ϊτος Τ€τράζυγ*ς *ί2ραΐ' ovtoj γαρ Λιός όμμα και άτρίπτου Aim Μοιρης	365
ν(νμασιν ’ \\ρ<ιίοισιν ίπίτριπον ίσσομίναι Si ίβδομάτω λνκάβαιπι διαρραίσας πάλιν ’Ινδών.”
"Ω·? ίίπιυν Ρρομίιυ πόρ<ν ασπίδα'
και φρίνα τίρπων
οίνον λνσιπόνοιο φιλακρήτοισι κνπίλλοις €ΐλαπίνης ἐφανούν αρ(σσάμ<ι%>ς Si τραπίζη	37<
θνμόν Ιον παλίνορσος (μάστΐ€ ι·ῶτα λ€οντ<νν, νοστιμον €ΐς Φρνγίην opeaidpopov άρμα νομ*νιον.
Κανκασίιον δ’ ήλανν* παρά πρηάινας cvavXwv,
Α σσνρίων δἐ κόρη να και ovpta δύσβατα Βάκτριον καί σκοπιάς Λίβανοιο παρήλνθί και ρία Ταύρον, 375 εισοκ€ Μαιονίης ίπίβη χθονός' αντοπαγη Si *Ρ€ΐης όβριμόπαιδος ίδνσατο Θίσκίλον αυλήν ωμοβόρονς δἐ λἐοι·ταν άπ€σφήκιοσ€ λ€πάδν<υν, φάτνης δ' ίγγνς €0ησ€ και άμβροσίην πόρ€ φ>ορβήν.
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351	Lydian Attis answered these words of Dionysos:
352	“ If you carry this starry shield of the sky inviolate, my friend, you need not tremble before the wrath of Ares, or the jealousy of Hera, or all the company of the Blessed, while Allmother Rheia is with you ; you need fear no army with bended bows, lest they cast their spears and strike Helios or wound Selene ! Who could blunt the sword of Orion with a knife, or shoot the Waggoner with earthly arrows ? Perhaps you will name the hornstrong father of Deriades : but what could Hydaspes do to you, when you can bring in Oceanos ?
361 “Be of good courage : to the battle again ! for my Rheia has prophesied victory for you at last. The war shall not end until the four Seasons complete the sixth year. So much the eye of Zeus and the threads of the unturning Fate ° have granted to the will of Hera ; in the seventh lichtgang which follows, you shall destroy the Indian city.”
368 With these words he handed the shield to Bromios ; then he tasted of the feast, and cheered his heart with unmixed cups of nomorepain wine. When he had satisfied his appetite at table, once more he touched up the flanks of his lions with the whip, and guided the hillranging car on the road back to Phrygia. He drove along the heights above the Caucasian valleys, the Assyrian peaks and the dangerous Bactrian mountains, the summits of Libanos and the crests of Tauros, until he passed into the Maionian land. There he entered the ditine precinct selfbuilt of Rheia, mother of mighty sons. He freed his ravening lions from the yokestraps, and haltered them at the manger which he filled with ambrosial fodder.
α Atropos : he etymologizes her name.
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ΑιWap 6 μητριόην hehaημevoς evBeov όμφην θνρσομανης Λιόι'νσος όρ<ιάσι μίσγ*το Βάκχαιε, καλλίίφας ανόμοιοι κατηφόος όγκον άνίης,
\eipi σάκος hovewv πολυδαίδαλον, όττλον Όλυμπου, ' 11 φαίστου σοφόν ΐργον. άολλίζοντο hi λαοί, ποικίλα παπταίνοιτίς *Ολύμπια Θαύματα “τόχνης, θαύματα μαρμαίροντα, τά περ καμιν ονρανιη χ*ιρ ἀσπίδα δαιόάλλουσα πολύχροον, ός m μόασιο (ν μιν γαιαν (Τ*νξ< π<ρίδρομο\·, άμφί hi γσίτ) ουρανοί' όσφαίρ<οσ( χορω Κ€χαραγμόνον άστρων, και χθονι πόντον erevfev όμόζυγον αιθόριον hi χρνσώ μιν φλογόων όποχημόνον άιτνγι δίφρων * Μίλιον ποίκιλλαν, απ* αργυρίου hi μετάλλου λ(υκαίνων τροχο€σσαν όλην κύκλωα< Σελήνην’ ev he τε re'ipea πάιτα, τα nep πολυφ*γγόι κόσμο» μιτρώσας στίφαί'ηδόν ΐλιζ ποικίλλίται αιΘηρ όπτά περί ζωιη^σι, και άξονίω παρά κύκλω άβροχον ονρανίης διδνμάονα ρυμόν Άμάζης· άμφιο γαρ παρά νύσσαν imtpTcpoν Llxtavolo άλληλων στιχόιοοιν (π* ιξύι, καί τόσον aUl veiodi δνομύΐ'ης κ€φαλη κατακάμπτιται "Αρκτου, οσσον αν€ρχομ€ι*ης ότίρης avareiverai αύχην διχθαδίης he Αράκοιτα μίσον ποικίλλει ' Αμάξης, ος σχεδόν άμφοτόρων pepepiopeva γυια συναπτών γαστόρος ονρανίης eXtKiohei κάμτττ€ταχ όλκω, άφ avaoeiρόζων δόμας αίόλον, οΐά τε Λοζοΰ Μαιάνδρου κ€λάδοντος <λι£ ρόος, ος δια γαιης δοχμωσας Ιπίκυρτον vhwp σπeιpηh6v ohevei, ει? κ€φαλην 'Κλίκης άντωπιον όμμα τιταίνων αστραιαις όςλίδεσσι δόμας μιτρούμεινς, "Αρκτων
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380 But now that Dionysos had heard the Mother’s inspired message, he mingled thyrsus-mad with the Bacchant women upon the hills. He threw to the winds his burden of anxious pain, as he shook the shield curiously wrought, the shield of Olympos, the clever work of Hephaistos.
384 Multitudes gathered to look at the varied wonders of Olympian art, shining wonders which a heavenly hand had made. The shield was emblazoned in many colours. In the middle was the circle of the earth, sea joined to land, and round about it the heaven dotted with a troop of stars ; in the sky was Helios in the basket of his blazing chariot, made of gold, and the white round circle of the full moon in silver. All the constellations were there which adorn the upper air, surrounding it as with a crown of many shining jewels throughout the seven zones. Beside the socket of the axle were the poles of the two heavenly Waggons,® never touched by the water ; for these both move head to loin together round a point higher than Oceanos, and the head of the sinking Bear always bends down exactly as much as the neck of the rising Bear stretches up. Between the two Waggons he made the Serpent, which is close by and joins the two separated bodies, bending his heavenly belly in spiral shape and turning to and fro his speckled body, like the spirals of Maiandros and its curving muramring waters, as it runs to and fro in twists and turns over the ground : the Serpent keeps his eye ever fixt on the head of Helice, while his body is girdled with starry scales. The constellations of the Bears en-
a The Waggons are the Bears, Ursa Maior and Ursa Minor, c/. Eng. “ Charles’s Wain.”
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τκιρκσιν άμφίζωστος· επί γλωσση δκ οι axpjl φκγγος άποτττύων προτκχής άμαρνσσκται αστηρ, πόμπων πουλυόδοιπα μκσην φλόγα χκίλκσι ycirtov.
Τοΐα μεν €ῖς μκσα νῶτα
σοφός 7€^yijoaro χαλκκί^ς άσπίδος κντόκτοιο· χαριζόμκι·ος δκ \ι*αι«μ τκνξκ λυροόμήτοιο βοόκτιτα τκίχκα {~ίηβης, κττταπόρων στοιχηδόν αμοιβαίων πνλκωνων κτιζομκνων’ και Ζ,ήθος Ζην πκρι πατρίδι *αμ»χοι, Θλιβομκχηη πκτραιον κπωμίδι φόρτον σκίρων*
’Αμφίων δ’ κλίγαινκ λυρόκτιστος· α μ φι δε μολπή κίς δρόμον αυτοκνλιστυν ΐλιξ κχόρκυκ κολωνη,	420
οΓά τε θί,λγομΐνη καί κν άσπίόΐ’ και τάχα φκιιης . . . ποιητήν πιρ όονσαν, άτι σκιρτήματι παίζων κονφος ακιχσγτης κλκλίζκτο παλμός κρίπχηης· σιγαλκη δκ λνρη μκμκλημκνον άνδρα δοκκνων, κραιπνόν άνακρονοχπα μόλος φκνδήμονι vtvprj, 4'2Λ άγχιμολκΐν κσπκνδκς, όπως τκόν ονος κρκίσας πνργοδόμω φόρμιγγι και ύμκτκρην φρόνα τκρφης, μολπής κπτατόνοιο λιΟοσσόον ήχον άκούων.
Και σάκος κύδίνητον, ο πη χορός αιόλος άστρων, δαίδαλον άρμκνον κΐχκν, κπκ'ι λιός κνόοθκν αυλής 430 Ί ρώιος οίνοχόος ζαθκη ποικίλλκτο τκχιηη αικτόν κύποίητον κχων τττκρόκχπα φορήα, οΐα και κν γραφίδκσσι, κατάσχκτος άρπαγι ταρσατ ταρβάλεος δ' ήικτο δι* αίθκρος ίπτάμκνος Ζ,κΰς, άδρυπτοις όνυχκσσι τκθηπότα κούρον σκίρων,	4.15
ήρκμα κινυμκνων πτκρνγων πκφιδημκνος ορμή, μη φονίοις ροθίοισι κατακρνπτοιτο θαλάσσης ήκρόθκν προκάρηνος όλισθήσας Γανυμήδης*
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compass him round : on the point of his tongue is held out a sparkling star, which close to his lips shoots light, and spits forth flame from the midst of his many teeth.
413 Such were the designs which the master-smith worked on the back of the welhvrought shield, in the middle ; and to please Lyaios he wrought also the harpbuilt Avails of cowfounded a Thebes, when one after another the seven- gateways were a-building in a row. There was Zethos carrying a load of stones on his chafing shoulder, and working hard for his country ; while Amphion played and twanged the harp, and at the tune a whole hill rolled along of itself as if bewitched and seemed to dance even on the shield. It was only a work of art, but you might have said, the immovable rock went lightly skipping and tripping along! When you saw the man busy with his silent harp, striking up a quick tune on his make-believe strings, you would quickly come closer to stretch your ear and delight your ολυίί heart with that harp which could build a wall, to hear the music of seven strings which could make the stones to move.
429 The wellrounded shield had another beautiful scene amid the sparkling company of the stars, where the Trojan winepourer b was cunningly depicted with art divine being carried into the court of Zeus. There well wrought was the Eagle, just as we see in pictures, on the wing, holding him fast in his predatory talons. Zeus appeared to be anxious as he flew through the air, holding the terrified boy with claws that tore not, gently moving the wings and sparing his strength, for he feared that Ganymede might slip and fall headlong from the sky, and the deadly surf of the sea might
® See iv. 297 ff.	6 Ganymedes.
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Μοίρα? δ’ tTptpt μάλλον, όπως μη πρώτον οπάοοος ήβητης ύρόίΐς tov οννομα γίίτονι ποντιρ όφιμον άρπάξίκ γύρας πίφνλαγμύΐΌν Ἕλλη* ούρανίης δ’ ήσκητο θ(ών παρά δαῖτα τραπύζης κούρος άφνσσομύνο> παι·ομοιιος αύτοχντου Si νίκταρύης κρητήρ<ι β<βναμύι·ον <Γχ«ν t/ρσης. και Λιί όαιννμύνω όίπας ωρ<γι\·' ίζ*το δ’ ΊΙρη οία χολωορύι-η και (ν airniSi, μαρτνρι μορφή φυχής ζήλον ύχονσα, παρςζυμύιτ) St Otaii-jj ΙΙαΛΛάδι StiKVVf κούρον,
440
14δ
ότι γλυκύ νύκταρ * Ολυμπου βουκόλος άστιρόφοιτος ύωι·οχόςι Γανυμήδης πολλών χαρ'ι κύπίλλα, τά π€ρ λἐχε παρθύνος ~\\βη. 450 Μαιοιτὴι* δ’ ήσκησ<ν, ύπί'ι τροφος ύπλίτο Ηάκχου, και Μοριην και σηκτόν όφιν και θύσπι&α ποκην, και χθονος γΓτγ Αετόν via δρακοιποφοι·ον Λαμαοῇνα, και Τύλον ιοβόλω κίχαραγμύνον όζύι πότμω Μαιονίης ναύτην μιννωριον, ος ποτt βαίνων	455
Μνγδονίου ποταμοίο παρ’ οφρναι γείτονας * Κρ μου ήφατο χαρι όράκοιτος- ο St πλατνν αύχύιτι Τ€ΐνας, ύφώσας St κάρηνον άφ<ιδύι χάσματι λαιμού άντιον άνόρος opovat, και ισχία φωτός Ιμάσσων όλκαίην ύλύλιζί θνίλλύμασαν όμοκλήν,	460
και βροτύω στιφ<ιΐ'ηόόν ύπί χροι ιώτα σννατττων,
α Zeus is afraid that Ι ·«»> mrtlrs will fall .uni the n«i be named tin· (ianvmcilrnn. n> th«* Icxri.in ;Sra wan named when Ioaros fell into it After his wax umjr- melted. Thr name Hellespont (“ srn of llcllr " in popular rtymology) was derived from llcllc dauphtrr of Atham&.s who wu Mid to have fallen into it from the Iwck of the ram *a it went to Colchis.
k Mnionia is Lydia. This Μογϊα is an obscure person, whose story no one but Nonnos tolls fully, though therr mrr 282
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drown him. Even more he feared the Fates, and hoped that the lovely youth might not first give his name to the sea below and rob Helle of the honour which ΛΥἮβ reserved for her in future.® Next the boy was depicted at the feast of the heavenly table, as one ladling the Mine. There was a mixing-bowl beside him full of self-flowing nectarean dew, and he offered a cup to Zeus at the table. There Hera sat, looking furious even upon the shield, and showing in her mien how jealousy filled her soul; for she was pointing a finger at the boy, to show goddess Pallas who sat next her how a cowboy Ganymedes walked among the stars to pour out their Mine, the sweet nectar of Olympos, and there he ΛνἮε handing the cups which were the lot of virgin Hebe.
451 Maionia he also portrayed, for she was the nurse of Bacchos; and Moria, and the dappled serpent, and the divine plant, and Damasen Serpent-killer the terrible son of Earth; Tylos, also, who lived in Maionia so short a time, was there mangled in his quick poisonous death.6
455 Tylos was walking once on the overhanging bank of neighbouring Hermos the Mygdonian River, when his hand touched a serpent. The creature lifted his head and stretched his hood, opened wide his ruthless gaping mouth and leapt on the man, whipt round the man’s loins his trailing tail and hissed like a whistling wind, curled round the man’s body in cling-
allusions to it elsewhere ; it is said to have been recounted in the historical work of Xanthos the Lydian. Tylos is Tylon, supposed ancestor of the Tylonians, a Lydian clan. Under this affected telling of the story may well be hidden a genuine Lydian legend. The incident of the snake-wort which gives life to the dead is a very old marchen-theme.
283
NONNOS
άλλόμα’ος π<ρί κύκλα v< άτριχος άνθςρςώνος,
όγμα> πουλυόδοιτι παρηίΒος άκρα χαρόξας
ιοβολοις ytvvtaaiv άπίπτνςν ικμάδα Μοίρης,
καί οι ίπιθρωσκοιτι βαρυι-ομίιχυν νττίρ ώμων	«65
ούραίαις ίλίκισσιν ίμιτρώθη μίσος ανχήν,
’'Αώος όρμον ίχων οφιωόςα, γςίτοικι Μοιρης. και νίκυς €ις χθόνα πϊππν όμοίιος ίρνςι γαίης. και ι-ίον οικτί,ίρονσα ό(&ονττάτα μάρτνρι πότμψ Χηιάς ακρηδ*μιχ>ς ίπίστινι γιιτ ον ι νικρψ,	470
και τότε Θήρα πίλωρον ίρήτι^ν, όφρα όα/ιε ὸν ου γαρ ίχ·α πρήνιζ*ν οδοιπόρον ουδ* ι*>μήα, και Ί υλοΐ' ον κτάι-t μοίηχ>ν λώριον, ή ό* tvi λόχμη ίνδιάιον καί Θήρας (όαίνιπο, πολλακι 6* ίλκιυν άστατον αύτόρριζον υπό χνοίησιν όόόιτυιν	475
δεΥδρεοι* tvpux ιτ ι κατίκρνφκν avOtptunt, ίμπαλιν αν ίρίκυν βλοσυρόν φύσημα γε ν* ίων πολλά κι δ* ίλκνσθίιτα παλιιδίνητον όδίτην άσθμασιν ίιδομνχοις π*φοβημίι·ον (if στόμα σύρω ν τηλίφαί'ής όλον άιδρα κςχηι·οτι δέκατο λαιμω. 4$0 καί Μορίη σκοττίαζζ κασιγιηιτοιο φοιῆα ΤΊ]\όθι παπταίι-ουσα, φόβω &? ίλιλίζςτο νύμφη, ιοβόλων όρόωσα πολύστιχον όγμον οόάντων, καί θανάτου στίφος (ΐό( περίπλοκοι* άνῦε/χῶνι* ττυκι·ἀ δε κωκύονσα δρακοιτοβότω παρα λόχμη 4Η5 ήλιβάτιρ Ααμασήνι auinpTttv υιίι Γαιἡν, ον πόρος αιτυγόνοισι τόκοις μαιωσατο μήτηρ ίκ γ(ν(τής μίθίποιτα δασύτριχα κνκλα γει·είου* τικτομίνω δί οι ἡευ "Κρις τροφόν ίγχ€α δ* αντώ μαζός ίην καί χύτλα φόνοι και σπάργανα θώρηζ, 490 καί δολιχών μ*λίων β€βαρημίινς ςνρίι φόρτω νηπιος αιχμάζων, βρίφος όλκιμοι-, αιθίρι γείτων
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ing rings, then darting at his face tore the cheeks and downy chin with sharp rows of teeth, and spat the juice of Fate out of his poisonous jaws. The man struggled with all that weight on his shoulders, while his neck was encircled by the coiling tail, a snaky necklace of death bringing Fate very near. Then he fell dead to the ground, like an uprooted tree.
470 A Naiad unveiled pitied one so young, fallen dead before her eyes ; she wailed over the body beside her, and pulled off the monstrous beast, to bring him down. For this was not the first wayfarer that he had laid low, not the first shepherd, Tylos not the only one he had killed untimely; lurking in his thicket he battened on the wild beasts, and often pulled up a tree by the roots and dragged it in, then under the joints of his jaws swallowed it into his dank darksome throat, blowing out again a great blast from his mouth. Often he pulled in the wayfarer terrified by his lurking breath, and dragged him rolling over and over into his mouth—he could be seen from afar swalloAving the man whole in his gaping maw.
481 So Moria watching afar saw her brother’s murderer ; the nymph trembled with fear when she beheld the serried ranks of poisonous teeth, and the garland of death wrapt round his neck. Wailing loudly beside the dragontittling den, she met Damasen, a gigantic son of Earth, whom his mother once conceived of herself and brought forth by herself. From his birth, a thick hairy beard covered his chin. At his birth, Quarrel was his nurse, spears his mother’s pap, carnage his bath, the corselet his swaddlings. Under the heavy weight of those long broad limbs, a warlike babe, he cast lances as a boy ; touching
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όκ γενετῆ? δόρυ πάλλει* όμόγχ'ΐον, άμτιφανη δἐ ωπλισεν ΚΙλίίθυια λίχωιον άσπιδιωτην. τον μιν όσαθρησαοα παρόν κλότας ίνβοτον ύλης κάμ7ΓΤ€το λισσομόιημ κιννρη δ* όπίδίίκνν* νύμφη άπλιτον όρπηστηρα κασίγνητο") φονηα και Τιίλον άρτιχάρακτον ότι σπαΐροντα κονίη ο ι) δ ί Γίγας άμόλησι, πόλωρ πρόμος* άλλα πιόσσας δόνδρίον αντόπρίμνον άνόσπασί μητρος αρονρης, ώμοβόρου δἐ δράκοντας όναντία δόχμιος όστη και πρόμος ιίλικόας όφιωδ<ί μάμι-ατο τιμή, αύχίνίη σάλπιγγι μόθον σνριγμόν ΐάλλων, πίντηκονταπόλιθρος όφις κυκλονμ*νος ολκψ· και διδνμω σφιγκτηρι πόόας σφηκωσατο δίσμω, και σκολιαϊς όλικίοσι δόμας Δαμασηνος Ιμάσσων χάσματι λυσσηιντι πνλας ώιξ(ν οόόντων, χείλεσι τοξίνων διίρόν βόλος, όμματα σ#Ιων ωμα φόνον πν€ ιόντα, Γιγαιπεὸν δι προσώπαι ί7Γτυεν όμβρηρησι γίΐίίάσι πίδακας ιον, χλωρόν όιστίύων δολιχόσκιον άφρόν όδάν*των~ ύφιλόφον δἐ Γίγαιτον όπισκιρτησί καρηνω, ορθιος άίξας μίλόων όνοσίχθονι παλμω. άλλα, δρακοντίτης άπίσίίσατο <φόρτον άκάν&ης αινογιγας, σκοπόλοισιν όοικότα γυῖα τινάσσων και παλάμη ταννφνλλον όην όλόλιζίν άκωκην, ορθόν άκοντίζων δρνόίν βόλος* άμφι δί κόρση πηξί φ υτόν προθόλυμνον, όπη πίρι κυκλάδα όίίρηι αύχενίη γλωχινι συνηπτ€το δίσμός άκάνθης· και φυτόν όρριζωτο τό δεύτερον ἀμφὶ δό γαιη Κ€ιτο δράκων άτίνακτος, όλιξ νόκυς. όξαπίνης δό θήλυς όφις ξνονσα παλιιτ’όστιυ πόδον όλκω
286
495
500
605
610
615
620
DIONYSIACA, XXV. 493-522
the sky, from birth he shook a spear born with him ; no sooner did he appear than Eileithyia armed the nursling with a shield.
495 This was he whom the nymph beheld on the fertile slope of the woodland. She bowed weeping before him in prayer, and pointed to the horrible reptile, her brother’s murderer, and Tylos newly mangled and still breathing in the dust. The Giant did not reject her prayer, that monstrous champion ; but he seized a tree and tore it up from its roots in mother earth, then stood and came sidelong upon the ravening dragon. The coiling champion fought him in serpent fashion, hissing battle from the wartmmpet of his throat, a fiftyfurlong serpent coil upon coil. With two circles he bound first Damasen’s feet, madly whipping his writhing coils about his body, and opened the gates of his raging teeth to show a mad chasm : rolling his wild eyes, breathing death, he shot watery spurts from his lips, and spat into the giant’s face fountains of poison in showers from his jaws, and sent a long spout of yellow foam out of his teeth. He darted up straight and danced over the giant’s highcrested head, while the movement of his body made the earth quake.
514 But the terrible giant shook his great limbs like mountains, and threw off the weight of the serpent’s long spine. His hand whirled aloft his weapon, shooting straight like a missile the great tree with all its leaves, and brought down the plant roots and all upon the serpent’s head, where the backbone joins it at the narrow part of the rounded neck. Then the tree took root again, and the serpent lay on the ground immovable, a coiling corpse. Suddenly the female serpent his mate came coiling
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cννίτις άμφιίλικτος ΐόίζιτο λοξόν άκοιττ/ν,
οΐα γυνή ποΟίουσα vt κυν ττόσιν' ιις σκοπέλους Si
μηκίδαΐ'ής όλίλιζι OoujTtpov ολ/ῶν ηκαι·θης,	Λ2Λ
(ις ορος όσσυμίνη βοται^φόρον άμφί St λόχμην
δρίφαμόχτ) Δα»ί άνθος /χιδντμντι ytivitp
χ(ίλ€σιν άκροτάτοις οδυιηφχιτον »/yayc ποίην,
και νίκυος δασπλητυς (Ιλίξήπιραν ολιθρου
άζαλίιυ μυκτηρι ovmjppoatv, ιοβόλψ Bi	530
ζωήν avOtpotaaav ακινι^τω τ,opt νικρω*
καί νίκνς αντοόλικτυς ίπάλλίτυ’
/ται τό μ€ν αυτού
άπνοον ήν, trtpov Si διόοτιχιν, άλλο Si atuov ημιτίλης νίκυς ήιν ίχων αιτόσσντον ονρήν· και φυχραΐς γι ΐ'νισσι παλΐμτηοον άσθμα τιταινων &3Α οιγομίνω κατο βαιόν (θημοι·ι βόμβ<( λαιμω, συριγμόν προχίων παλιι·άγρ<τον· όφ* Si βαινων νόστιμος άρχαίην νπίδνσατο φωλάόα χ<ιήν.
Και Μορῖς Λ ι os' ά\·θος €κονφ tatv,
άμφί Si vtKpov
ζωοτοκία μυκτηρι φχρίσβιον ηρμοαι ττοίην.	ΜΟ
και βοτάιη] ζιιδωρος άκισσιπόιχησι κορυμβοις €μπνοον όφυχωσ*. δι μας τταλιιαυξίι ινκρψ.
ΨυΧ*) ὰς St μας ὑλ0« το Stvrtpov’ ίνδομύχω Si φνχρόν aoGcn/rijpt St μας Οιρμ aivtTo πυρσω' και νίκνς άμφιίπων βιοτης παλινάγρ<τον άρχι^ν Μδ δε£ι Ttpov μιν ετταλλε ττ οδό ς θό\·α ρ, άμφά δἐ λήϊον όρθώσας στατόν ίχνος άλω στηρίζίτο ταρσω, άνδρός €χων τύπον Ισον, ος tv λεκέεσσιν ιαυων ορθριον οιγομίΐ'ης άποσ(ί(ται ΰτηΌν όττωττης. και πάλιν ἐζεεν αίμα· ι·εοτπ·ευστοιο Si νεκρού 650 χ€Ϊρ€ς €λαφρίζοντο’ και άρμονίη ttc'Ac μορφή, ποσσιν όδοιπορίη, φάος ομμασι, χείλεσι φκανη.
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up, scraping the ground with her undulating train, and crept about seeking for her misshapen husband, like a woman who missed her husband dead. She wound her long trailing spine with all speed among the tall rocks, hurrying towards the herbdecked hillside; in the coppice she plucked the flower of Zeus with her snaky jaws, and brought back the painkilling herb in her lips, dropt the antidote of death into the dry nostril of the horrible dead, and gave life with the flower to the stark poisonous corpse. The body moved of itself and shuddered ; part of it still had no life, another part stirred, half-restored the body shook another part and the tail moved of itself; breath came again through the cold jaws, slowly the throat opened and the familiar sound came out, pouring the same long hiss again. At last the serpent moved, and disappeared into his furtive hole.
539 Moria also caught up the flower of Zeus, and laid the lifegiving herb in the lifebegetting nostril. The wholesome plant with its painhealing clusters brought back the breathing soul into the dead body and made it rise again. Soul came into body the second time ; the cold frame grew warm with the help of the inward fire. The body, busy again with the beginning of life, moved the sole of the right foot, rose upon the left and stood firmly based on both feet, like a man lying in bed who shakes the sleep from his eyes in the morning. His blood boiled again; the hands of the newly breathing corpse were lifted, the body recovered its rhythm, the feet their movement, the eyes their sight, and the lips their voice.
VOL. II
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Καί Κυβίλη κιχάρακτο ιιτγτάκος, οία τε *άλπ<ρ μιμηλην άλόχίντον ιλαφρίζονσα λοχ€ΐην ττηχισι ττοιτγτοϊσι, και aorόργια παραχοιττ] λαΐνόην ώδινα 3ολοττλόκος ιυρςγf IViη, oKpvotv βαρύ δεῖτη·ο»'· ο St βροτοειδέα μορφήν (κρνφ*. μάρμαρος υ ία rrarrjp Oounjropi λαιμία, άλλον φινόομινοιο Λ«*ν όίμας ιιλαπιιτιζιαν και λίθον ιν λα γόνε σοι μογοστυκον ϊνόον άιιρων 500 θλιβομόιηην πολυτικινν άιη^κόιτιζι γιν*θλην$ φόρτον άποιττνινν ίγκνμονος ni+UptiLvο\
Τοῖα μιν ίργοπόΐΌΐο ττολντροηα 6αίόαλα τίχντμ (Ιχ*ν fνναλίη ΐΐολνττί&ικος αοττις 'Ολυμπον Βακχιός, ην όρόοιιτις ιθάμβςον άλλον ἐπ* άλλα}, 5to και σάκ·εο? τροχοί ϊτος Ικνκλιόσαιτο φορτία,
€μττνρον αιιη^σαιτις ’Ολύμπιον Λτχαρκᾶμα.
Ί οΐσι St τιρπομίιοιοι Svaiv Suptrpctv ΤΙῶς, φίγγος άναστιίλααα πνριγλψ·οιο προσώπου' και σκκρην ίμίλαινιν ολην χθοι·α σιγαλιη Νὐ£. 570 λαοί δ’ ίΐ'θα και tx-θα χαμαιστρώτιον ΐπι λόκτρων icrrrtpir) μετἀ όόρπον optiabi κάππίσον €ὐνῦ.
β The oicturr was onr of Ittiri*-Cybele offering ( runoi the swaddled Monr whi<*h ««hr trirkrd him Into Mtallotring
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553 Cybele® also was depicted, newly delivered; she seemed to hold in her arms pressed to her bosom a mock-child she had not borne, all worked by the artist’s hands ; aye, cunning Rheia offered to her callous consort a babe of stone, a spiky heavy dinner. There was the father swallowing the stony son, the thing shaped like humanity, in his voracious maw, and making his meal of another pretended Zeus. There he \vas again in heavy labour, \vith the stone inside him, bringing up all those children squeezed together and disgorging the burden from his pregnant throat.
563 Such were the varied scenes depicted by the artist’s clever hand upon the warshield, brought for Lyaios from Olympos with its becks and brooks. All thronged about to see the bearer of the round shield, admiring each in turn, and praising the fiery Olympian forge.
568 While they still enjoyed the sight, the daylight crossed the west and veiled the light of her fire-eyed face ; quiet Night covered all the earth in her dark shades, and after their evening meal all the people lay down in their mountain bed, scattered on pallets here and there over the ground.
instead of Zeus. He later was caused to vomit the stone and the elder children (Hestia, Demeter, Hera, Poseidon and Hades) with it.
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ΔΙΟΝΤΣΙΛΚϋΝ ΚΙΚ05ΓΓ0Ν ΕΚΤΟΝ
ΚΙκοστόν λάχ€ΐ’ ϊκτον Ιπίκλοπον «Γ3ος *Αῦηνττ$ και πολύν €γρ<κνόοιμον αγ<ιρομίνιυν στόλον 'Ινδῶν.
Ληριάότ] δ’ ινόοιπι καπηφ^ο^ ὑφὁῦ«ν €νντ}ς Ιλάκχιυ πιστἀ φκ’ρονσα παριστατο βονρκ *Α&ηνη, γΐ'οττιυ S* Ιασομίι-ην tr/ρην μΐ'ηστίΐΜΤο νύτην και Sc μας (Ιλλάζασα /κτάτροπον Ισον *0ρὁηῃ γαμβροί* ά^ρσιλόφον μιμησατο Λτjpiahfjof	Λ
καί μιν απόρριψηιτα μιηιφόιχ>ι· οΐστρον bwi% μιμηλη δοΛίοιο παρηπαφιν όψις oitipov, τοῖον cttos βοόαισα, και οΧΧνμίνχον cm ποτμψ ταρβαλίον Oapavvcv (ς ί·σμώρν Λιοὲνσου*
Κΰδεις, Αηριάόη’ ai. Si μίμφομaim
άστυόχων γάρ 10
πάιτυχον ύπνον c\uv άλλότριόν car tv cmucrcuv* ύπνον μέτρον ίχιι βουληφόρος. α μ φι Si πνρτ)Ό>ν
β In this hook Noun* η rrflrvt-s clearly the decline in peopraphie knowlrtipr which t<tok placr nfler ih* «<cond century of tin* Roman Krnpirr, He· know» nothin# of th* extensive exploration of all Indian ow»>t.·* by (»r*rrt>-Kom*n merchants of th<* fir»t an<! srcmul ernturics after Christ, and bases his frroirraphv in νrry ill fashion on the traditional record of Alcxamlrr’s invasion of India in the for ih century before Christ. All that Nonnos rrvcal* is t mr vague knowledge of the borderlands of India, of the Hindu Kush mountains, and of North-Western India, including 292
BOOK XXVI
The twenty-sixth® has the counterfeit shape of Athena, and the great assembly of the Indian host to stir up battle.
While Deriades slept on his mournful bed, bold Athena approached, faithful to Bacchos, and wooing a second victory for her brother. She had changed her shape to one like Orontes, and imitated the goodson of highcrested Deriades. So although he had thrown off the murderous ardour for war, scared by the fate of those who had perished, he was deceived by the counterfeit vision of a false dream, which encouraged him again to-make war against Dionysos, in these words :
10 “ You sleep, Deriades, but I blame you b : for it is not proper that princes who rule a city should sleep all the night. The sleep of the Counsellor is measured. About your walls the enemy are throng-
the rivers Indus, Jhelum, and Ganges. Of the Indian peninsula he knows nothing. Some of his geographic names are unknown elsewhere, and cannot be identified. Lastly, there is in him a tendency common amongst the ignorant of every Graeco-Roman age—namely, to believe that Indians were somehow connected with the Ethiopians of North-East Africa, and that India and North-East Africa were joined together.
b This scene imitates Hom. 11. ii. 23 ff.
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άνσμα'όίς κλονόονσι, καί ου δόρυ θονρον ά*ίρ*ις, ονκ άίίΐς τνπάνων {κύθιον κτύπον, ον μύλος αι Χάη , ου φονίης σάλπιγγας άγόστρατον ήχον άκούίΐς. 15 νμίτόρην δί θύγατρα ΐίήνιόα ττοᾶά&α χήρην Ι \ ρωτοιόην όλόαιρ< , κιι-νρομιισμ παρακοίπην, μτ/όε Χίπης, ακηπτονχί , τ«όι* ιπ/ποιι·ον Όρόντην. κτίΐνον όμονς όΧίτήρας artιιχόας' ωκνμόρον γόιρ γαμβρόν σ< ίο i^noinos ότι ζιόονσι φοντμς. στήθος όμόν ακοπίαζί τττνμμ/ι-ον οξίι θύρσο»
(υμοι, οτ* ον Λνκόοργος *Αρήιος όιύ)ά&4 vaUit ιομοι, οτ* ον κ *\ράβ<σσ ι ν ότπίρφιάλοισιν άνασσας' ου θίός τρ· Διόνυσος, οι «κ αΛός οϊ&μα 8ιωκων θΐ'ητός αιῆρ ποίησα- υποβρύχιον μςτανάστην. 2Λ Αηριάάην ό νόησα πα^νζότα θήλνν *Κιακὑ. άτρομος Ισα ο Χόων, ότι χαλκίον άντρα φίύγων νίβροχίτων Διόνυσος όμοίιος επλετο ι# 4ρό» ον κάνος κατόπίφνα· * λραμαιχων γόιχ>ς *Ιιδῶν, ίΙΛΛα μιν αντος 0πτφν< πατήρ Τίός ίν πολόμοις γη ρ 3ο σονς προμάχους φαγοιπας ίόων
φ	ίόάμασαίν ’ Γόάσττης.
οι) ου πόΧας ότόροισιν όμοίιος’ ουράνιον γάρ θυγατόρος Φαόθοιτος όριφλτγόος σόο πατητόν αίμα φόρας- ον θια/τόν όχτις 8όμας- ον σ€ όαμάσσα ον ξίφος ήί βόλιμι-uv όπιβρίθοιπα Λυαίω."	35
"Ως φαμόιηj	»
προς "()λνμπον όβη πολύμητις * Αθήνη, ίΐ8ος όναρίίοιο μίταλΧάξασα προσώπον.
Αηριάάης 8* ήιυος από τττοΧίων, από νήσων κόκΧετο κηρνκίσσι ποΧυσπτρός όθιος άγςίραν και ποΧνς όνθα καί όνθα θυ€λλή<ντι πίόιλω	40
Λαόν άολλίζων ότίρόπτοΧιν ήκ κήρν£
Ήωην παρά πόζαν *Λραμανόίς 8c μαχηταί
29+
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ing; and you raise not the soldier’s spear, you hear not the surging noise of drums or the sound of pipes, or the voice of the murderous trumpet summoning the host. Pity your daughter Protonoe, a young widow mourning a husband, and leave not, O King, your Orontes unavenged ! Slay my unarmed slayers —the murderers of your goodson untimely dead— who yet live ! See my breast pierced by a sharp thyrsus-wand. Alas that brave Lycurgos dwells not here ! Alas that you rule not the proud Arabs ! Dionysos was no god, when a mortal man chased him and made him migrate below the sea ! I have beheld Deriades running away before battling women ! Be a fearless lion, for a man in armour made Dionysos in his tunic of fawnskins run like a fawn ! Not he destroyed that nation of warlike Indians—your own father destroyed them : for Hydaspes saw your champions in flight, and he brought them low ! You are not like other men, for you have in you the heavenly blood of a daughter of Phaethon. your blazing grandfather. Your body is not mortal : neither sword nor spear shall bring you low when you throw yourself on Lyaios.”
36 So spoke artful Athena, and returned to Olympos, when she had put off the shape of the dream.
38	In the morning, Deriades sent heralds to summon his farscattered troops from cities and from islands. Many a herald went this way and that way on stormswift shoe to gather the people from the various cities of the eastern region; warriors mad
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πάντοθίν ηγίρίβοιτο καλίσααμί\·ου βασιλήος.
Μ ρώτα μιν ώπλίζοιτο κυβίρνητηρίς ’Kiww, Άγραϊος ΦΛογιόν τε, σιηῆλυθ*? τργίμοντμς t	ΙΛ
άρτιτ(λίς μίτα σήμα νίοφθιμίνοιο τοκῆος*,
Κόλαίου όνο τίκνα- σννιστρατόκοντο δἐ λαοί, όσσοι Κθρα νίμοντο καί ΊιΑ<ύου ιταταμοίο Βαίτιον ’()μβηλοΐο παρά πλατύ βάρβαρον ὑδαψ, καί Ί’οδότμ* ίύπνργον, 'Α ρ* ι μανία» πόθον 'Ινοῶν, 30 καί κραι·αον IIροπάνισον, όσοι τ ἐχον άντυγα ιnjoou Γραιάιυν, όθι παιόίς ίΰημοιης αντί τίκούστης άρσίνα μαζόν ίχονσι γαλακτοφόρου γ*ν€τηρος,
χίίλίσιν άκροτάτοισιν νποκλίπτοντίς iiparnv οι Τί Σ,ίσίν&ιον αίπυ, καί οι λιι-οίρκίι κύκλψ	ω
Γάζον ίπνρ'/ώσαιτο μιτοπλικτοισι λομαίοις,	Λβ
άρραγίς, ίύποίητον ινκλιΐχττοισι Θίμίθλοις,	59
"Αρίος άκλινίς ΐρμα, και ού ποτί 8ηιος άνηρ 57
χαλκόν ϊχων ίρρηξί λιιοχλαίιχυν στίχα ττνργυαν. &8 Γοΐς 8* ίττι Οαρσηιιτις «'πεστρατόοατα μαχηταί, 00 Αάρ8αι καί ΙΙρασίιον στρατία/, καί φνλα Φαλαγγών χρνσοφάριυν, οι ς πλούτος όμίστιος, οϊς Θίμις alt ι χό8ροπα καρπόν t8ίΐν βιοτησιον αντί δἐ σίτον κίΐνον αλίτρινονσι μνλης τροχοίώίι κνκλψ’ καί σκολιοπλοκάμιυν Ζ,αβΙιυν στίχίς, οϊσιν ίχίφρων 65 ΙΙαλ#άι*α»ρ πρόμος ἡο·, ος ίστνγί Αηρια&ηα ηθίσιν ίύσίβίίσσιν όμοφρονίΐον Λιοννσιυ' τον μίν άναξ Αιόννσος άγιον μι τα φνλοττιν ’Ινδῶν αλλοδαπού vatTTjpa λνροόμτρτιυ πόρ€ Θἡβη* καί Αίρκτ) παρόμιμvt λιπών πατρώον ΎΒάσιτην, 70
• This or Paropami*^» uas the uMiat C*rrrk name for thr Hindu Kush.
k Nonnos is evidently using some book dealing with the
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for war gathered from every side at the summons of their king.
44	First to arm themselves were those pilots of warfare, Agraios and Phlogios, the two sons of Eulaios, partners in leadership, after the burial lately made of their father newly dead. With them came all the people who dwelt in Cyra and Baidion beside the broad barbarian stream of Indian Ombelos ; those from castellated Rhodoe, a place of warmad Indians, and rocky Propanisos,® and those who held the round island of the Graiai, where children use the manly breast of a milch father, and steal thence their drink with pouting lips in place of the usual mother.6 Others came from steep Sesindion, and those who had fortified Gazos with a rampart of linen built with blocks of plaited threads, impregnable, wellmade with wellspun foundations, a steadfast fortress of Ares : no enemy hand has ever broken MTth bronze that line of linenclad towers.
60 After them followed those warriors bold, the Dardian c and Prasiand armies, and the tribes of gold-wearing Salangoi, where Wealth is a family friend. Their way it is to eat pulse as their fruit of life ; this they grind with round millstones instead of corn. Then a procession of curlyheaded Zabioi ; their leader was wise Palthanor, a man of godfearing ways, who hated Deriades and was of one mind with Dionysos. After the war, Dionysos took this man with him and settled him as a foreign settler in lyrebuilt Thebes ; there he remained beside Dirce,
wonders of the East, but it does not seem to be known what his source is.
c He means probably the people of Dardistan.
d The Prasii were a people extending· inland from the mouth of the Ganges, and centred round Palibothra (Patna).
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*Αονίου ποταμοιο πιών Ίσμήνιον vOiup Τοι? δ* έπι κυδιόων
στρατόν άσπιτον έΰπλισ€ Μ uppers' Λιδνασίδης, γινιτηρι σννέμτχορος, ος τότε Χυγρώ γηραϊ πένθος έχων κικιρασμένον ηφατο χάρμης, γηραλέη παλάμη πολυδαίδαλον έισπιδα πολλών 75 καί πολιώ λ*ιμώνι κατάσκιον άνθιρίώνα αυτόματον κι]ρυκα χρόνου όολιχοϊο τινάσσων, υιόν έτι στινάχων μαλώριον, h&jv Όρόντην, Λίδνασυς αίολόδακρυς* άνα£ δέ οι ῖσπετο Μ ορρούς όρθιον έγχος έχων τιμηορον, όφρα Οαμααση Λαόν όλο» \\ρομίοιο, και	μοννος έριζιιν
Βάκχιυ γ\·ωτοφ>όνω, καί άι-οντατον via Μυωνης ούτησαι ptitant κασιγισρτοιο φονηα. καί σφίσιν ώμάρτησί πολύγλωσσων γένος οΓ τ* (χον ΊΙιλίοιο πάλιν, καλλίκτιτον Αίθρην, ω άνΐ'ίφέλου δαπέδοιο θ(μ(ίλιον, οι τ* έχον άμφω, 'λνθψ^ης λασιώνα και Ίΐρυκίης bovajcrja, και φλογερήν Νἡσαια»· αχιιμαιτους τε ΜελαιΥας·, και πέδον ινδίιτιτον άλισπφάνου ΙΙαταΑἡνη?· τοΐς έπι λυσσαίων πυκιιτιι στίχ€ς, οΐσι καί αυτών 90 φρικτα δασνστέριχυν έκορνσσ€Τθ φύλα ^αβ<ίρων, τοῖσιν ένί κραδίη λάσιαι τρίχες, ών χάριν αἰει φνχης θάρσος έχονσι και ου πτώσσουσιν Έννώ.
Γοῖσι σιη·εστρατόωντο και άνέρ€ς Ούατοκοΐται, οισι θέμις δολιχοϊσιν έπ* ονασιν ϋττνον ιαυciv	95
τούς μιν Φρίγγος ικαι·*
και *λσπ€τος €ΐς μόθον ΙΧκων αύχη€ΐς τε Λάια/κλος όμόστολος, οίς άμα βαίνων *\πττονρώ σννάίθλος έκηβόλος έστιχ€ Μορρ€νς·
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and drank the Ismenian water of the Aonian river, having left his native Hydaspes.
72 Next came Morrheus Didnasides, proud of his vast armed host. His father Didnasos came with him to the war, his old age embittered Mith sorroAv. He bore a buckler of wonderful work upon his aged arm ; a heath of hoary white spread shadows over his chin, proclaiming of itself how many and how long were his years. He still mourned his son untimely dead, Indian Orontes. There was Didnasos dropping tears ; King Morrheus followed, holding upright his avenging spear, ready to slay the whole host of Bromios—indeed he was resolved to fight alone with Bacchos who slew his brother, he meant to wound the unwounded son of Thy one, his brother’s murderer ! With them came a polyglot host of Indians : those who dwelt in fairbuilded Aithra, the city of the Sun, founded upon a cloudless plain ; those who dwelt both in the jungles of Anthene and the reed-beds of Orycie, in blazing Nesaia, and winterless Melainai, and the round seagirt district of Patalene.rt Next came thick companies of Dyssaioi, and with them terrible armed hordes of shaggybreastδ Sabeiroi —thick hair is upon their hearts, wherefore they always have boldness of soul and shrink not from battle.
94 With them marched the Uatocoitai, the Ear-sleepers, men whose way it is to sleep lying upon their long ears.c These were led to the war by Phringos and Aspetos and haughty Danyclos, who came together, and with them Hippuros Horsetail
b The Homeric Λάσιος (II. ii. 851, etc.) is a mark of strength.
c These are placed by Pliny v. 05, in the extreme north of Europe or Asia.
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NONNOS
και νόον ίσοι* ιχοντις όλον στρατόν Ούατοκοίτην 7Τ€ΐ'Τ€ δαφοιιηι ιπις € κόσμιον ήγιμονψς.	100
Ύίκταφος (ίς μόΟον ήλθιν ικηβολος,
ος nort κονρης
χιίλισι πιιναλιοισιν αλιξητηρια πότμου πατροκόμον δολόιχπος άμίλγιτο χινματα μ·ιζον, Ύίκταφος, αναλίος φαφαρώ χροΐ, ινκρας ίχίφρων, όππότι μιν σκηπτούχος ίχων άστοργον ant ίλην 105 Δηριάδης, σιιρησι πολνπλικτοισι πι/ζων, δίσμιον ινρώιιτι κατικλψασι βιρίθρω, άτροφον, ανχμιόοντα, Οι μας κικαφηάτα λιμφ, αμμορον ηιλιοιο και ινκνκλοιο σιλήιης. και χθονίιρ κικάλνπτο βνθφ πιπιδημινος άνηρ, 110 ον ποτόν, ον τινα Βαίτα φίρων, ον φώτα 8οκ€νων, άλλα πιδοσκαφίων λαγοί ιον νπο κοιλάδι πίτρη kcito δνηπαθιων χρονία» δ* ιστρινγττο Χιμώ πιιναλιων στομάτων όλιγοΒρανις άσθμα τιταίνων, ιμπνοος άπνινστοισιν όμοίιος’ ola Bi μ κ μοι·	Ι ΙΑ
Ι κ χροός άζαλίοιο δνσώδιις ιπνιον α νραι. καί φνλάκων στρατός ι]* ν ιιλμινον άνΒρα φνλάσσων, ον τότε κιρδαλίη θνγάτηρ απατηι·ορι μύθω ήπαφιν ίκισίην δι βαρνστονον ΐαχι φωνήν σιισαμιι·η δολόοπα ιτητόκος ιιματα νύμφη·	120
Μ ἡ μι κατακτιίνητι, φυλάκτορςς' ovBkv αΛιρω, ον τί οτόν ηλθον άγονο α καί ον τινα Βαίτα τοκηι' δάκρνα, δάκρυα μοΰνον (μφ γςνιτηρι κομίζω* χ^ΐρις άπαγγίλλονσιν ιλιύθιροι* «ὶ νοος νμϊν, el νόος ἐστιν άπιστος, άμιμφία Λύσατε μιτρην, 125 ρίφατί μοι κρήδιμνα, τινάξατ€ χ*ροί χιτώνα* ον ποτόν ηλθον άγονσα φιρισβιον. άλλα καί αντην
" Α widespread folktale. Sec Stith Thompson, Folklnr* Ftlloirs Communications \lvi., p. 202, Κ 81
300
DIONYSIACA, XXVI. 99-127
and his farshooting comrade Morrheus: thus the whole host of Earsleepers moved by one purpose were commanded by five bloodthirsty chieftains.
101 Farshooter Tectaphos came to the war. Once he had been saved from fate by sucking the milk from a daughter’s breast with starving lips—she devised this trick to nourish her father—Tectaphos, parched, with cnimbling skin, a living corpse.® Deriades the monarch had carried out a heartless threat, and bound him fast with twisted ropes, and held him a prisoner behind lock and key in a mouldy pit, unfed, unwashed, worn out with famine, without his part in the sun or the rounded moon. There lay the man fettered in the depths of the earth, with no drink, no food, seeing no man, there in a cavern dug deep under the soil he lay in agony. Long he was wasted by famine, breathing yet like those who breathe not, as the air passed weak and fluttering through his hungry lips ; ugly whiffs came from his dry flesh as if he were a corpse. There was a band of jailers watching the imprisoned man, but his clever daughter outwitted them with delusive words, a young nursing mother, when she uttered a mournful appeal and shook b her deceiving garments :
121 “ Do not let me die, watchmen ! I have nothing here, I have brought no drink and no food for my father ! Tears, only tears I bring for him that begat me ! My empty hands tell you that! If you do not believe me, if you do not believe, undo my innocent girdle, tear off my veil, shake my dress—I have brought no drink to save his life ! Do but shut
6 To show she had nothing hidden in them. Excutere is the word used of the Roman customs officers: cf. excutedum pallium, Plautus, Aul. 646.
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NONNOS
κρνφατι συν γ€Χ·€τηρι καταχθονιω μ* * tUpftfpcu ον φόβος, ον φόβος (ΐμί,
και ην σκηπτούχος άκονση-τίς νίκυχ· οίκτιίροχπι χοΧαχται; αίνομόρψ Si 130 τις κοτ€€ι θιηακοχπι; τίς ατη·οον ούκ tXtaipiι; όμματα δ’ ημνοχπα κατακΧιίσιο yotrηρος" κρνφατι- τις θαιάτοιο π/λίι φθόνος; ηΧΧνμόνους Si ίΐς τάφος ά^ιφοτίρονς, γενετήν και παίόα,όςχίαϋω.
*12? φαμίχη παρίπίΐθ€.
και <ις μυχόν ίόραμ< κούρη,	Ι3ύ
όρφναίο) γ€ν<τηρι φαισφυρος- iv Si βςρίθρψ €ις στόμα πατρός ίχ*ν*ν άΧίζικάκων γαλή μαζών άτρομος. ’Ι\<ρίης Si θ€ον&ίος ίργον άκοχχυν Κηρώδης Θάμβι^σ* πιρισσοχχκμο Si κονρης tiKiXov €ΐόώΧιρ γ^νίτην άν<Χναατο Ηισμών	Ιιο
φημη S' άfίφiβόητoς άκοίκτο, καί στρατός *Ιιδῶν μαζόν άΧίζικάκοιο όοΧοπΧόκον ηχχσ€ ννμφης. ος τότε ΜωΧίγγςασι μ*τίπρ<π(ν, ώς μίσος άστρων αίθίρα φαιόρνχχυν άμαρχϊσσιταχ "Κσπίρος άστήρ, "Εσπερος, ίσπομίχης λιποφχγγίος άγγ€λος ορφνης. 143 Γίγγλιυι* 3* νφικάρηχ·ος άίρσιπόόης τε Θυραιεὺς νφινεφης θ' "ΙττΗολμον νπιρ πυμάτης κλίμα γαίης ώπλισαν αίόΧα φύλα όορχθρασίων * Α ραχοηών Δερσαίοη’ τε φάλαγγας όμήΧνόας, οι τε σ ιό ι) ρω κτ€ΐνομίνονς κατ' "Αρηα χυτή κρνπτουσι κονίη ΙδΟ (κτ(ΐνομίχ·ους κατά όήριν crνμβ€ΧΧ>ντο κονίη).
Και στρατόν άγκυλότοξον άοΧΧίσσας ίπικονρων 'Αβράθοος βραόνς	ν€θτμήτων Si κομάχον
αίόόμ€νος κίκόρνστο, χόΧον και πόνθος άίζων
β Α people east of the middle lmiuv b Hound l andahar in Afghanistan.
* Line 151 is only a variant of 150, and Mmrthinfr i*
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me up too with my father in the deep pit. I am nothing for you to fear, nothing, even if the king hears of it. Who is angry with one who pities a corpse ? Who is angry with one dying a cruel death ? Who does not pity the dead ? I will close my father’s sinking eyes. Shut me up there :	who grudges
death ? Let us die together, and let one tomb receive daughter and father ! ”
135 Her pleading won them. The girl ran into the den, bringing light for her fathers darkness. In that pit, she let the milk of her breast flow into her father’s mouth, to avert his destruction, and felt no fear.
138 Deriades marvelled to hear the pious deed of Eerie. He set free the clever girl’s father from his prison, like a ghost ; the fame of it was noised abroad, and the Indian people praised the girl’s breast which had saved a life by its cunning.
143 So now this man was conspicuous among the Bolinges,® as Hesperos shines amid the stars and brightens the sky, Hesperos, harbinger of the murky gloom which follows when light fails.
146 Ginglon highheaded, and Thyraieus striding big, and Hippalmos tall as the clouds, beyond the farthest region of earth had armed the different tribes of spearproud Arachotes,b and battalions of Dersaioi their neighbours, who when men are slain with steel in battle cover their bodies under mounds of earth.6
152 Habrathoos came with a host of bowmen whom he had gathered in support, but he had been slow in arming for shame of his hair newly shorn. He nursed
to the effect that those who are not killed in battle are buried in some other wav, or not at all.
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NONNOS
βουκιράου βασιλήος, ίπιί νυ οι άφρονι λυσση Ι&& Αηριάδης ύπίροπλος όλην άπ(κ(ίρατο χαίτην,
ΊνδοΓς πικρόν όνιιδος. αναγκαίος hi μαχητης €ΐς Ινοπην μόγις ηλθ(, και αιπνλόφω τρνφαΑίίη λωβητην (κάλυπτ( λι π οτρι χον άιτυγα κάρσης, κρυπτόν (vt κραδίη μ<θίπων κ6τον «V 5ἐ κνδοιμαίς 160 ηματι μιν πολ«μιζιν, an ό* υπό πάνννχον ώρην άγγιλον άγγόλλοιτα ιχτήματα Αηριαόηος Βάκχω πιστόν ιπιμπιν όπάονα· λαθρώίως hi Αηριάδη κικόρνστο καλ άμφαδίην Αιοννσψ,
Ξούθων δ* άγρια φνλα και (γρ(μόθων *Αρ*ηιων ΙβΑ και Αοάραη· ίκόρνσσ€ γοιην και φνλον * Κόρων ΚαστTtipcov τι γ tit θ λα καί * Αρβίας, οι τ* €χον αυτόν *Υσπορον αιγλιμντι όιαστίλβοιτα ρα'Θρψ, ήλικτρου κομόωιτα βαθυπλουτοισι μιτάλλοις, οι τ’ (χον Άρσανίην tvhfUXov, ἐχι γυναΖκςς	170
€ΐς μίαν ήριγίνιιαν ίΘήμονι ΙΙαλλάΛον ίστψ όξίίαις παλάμησιν όλον τιλίονσι χιτώνα.
Τοῖς* 5* ὐτι χιυρησσοντο κι·βιστητηρι κνόοιμΰ* Κνραϊοι, διδαώτ(ς άλίκτυπον άιτνγα νήσων,
"Αριος ιίναλίοιο όαήμονις- νγροπόρους δὲ	175
όλκάδας ου δ(δάασιι·, άδαφητω hi βοςίη δουρατόων πλώουσι τυπω τςχνημονι νηων δίρμασι δ* ίθυνουσι νόθον πλόον, οΐς (vt ναύτης ῖζεται άκλάστοισιΓ (ν οίδμασι ποντοπορςνων, όλκάσι μιμηλοΐσι θαλάσσια ιώτα χαρασσων.	180
τους θύαμις κόσμησ( καί *Ολκασος,
όρχαμος άνόρων,
• So he says! 804
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resentment and grievance against Deriades the horned king ; because the overbearing monarch in a fit of mad folly had cut off all his hair, a bitter insult to an Indian. Compelled to join in the war, he came unwillingly, and hid the shame of his hairless temples under a highplumed helmet, cherishing secret rancour in his heart. When battle came, he joined the fight in the daytime; but always in the hours of the night he would send a trusty servant to Bacchos, and tell him the plans of Deriades. Thus he fought secretly for Deriades, but openly for Dionysos.® He brought the savage tribes of Xuthoi and of battlestirring Arienoib and the breed of Zoares and the clan of Eares, the Caspeirianc peoples and Arbiansd: those who held Hysporos that bright shining stream, so proud of its deep wealthy mines of amber ; and those who held conspicuous Arsanie, where the women in one day at the loom of Pallas, which they know so well, finish a whole robe with their quick hands.
173 Besides these came the Cyraioi,* ready for diving-work in the war. They know the seabeaten coasts of islands, and they are skilful in battle by sea ; but seafaring barges they know not. They go floating in coracles of untanned hide, which they manage as well as a shipwright’s vessel of wood ; they guide their makeshift course in the skins, where the mariner sits in shelter, navigating over the waves and cutting the back of the sea in his mimic barge. These were commanded by Thyamis and princely
b Probably the people of Aria, that is eastern Khorassan and western and N.-W. Afghanistan.
e Of Cashmir.
d Probably the people round the river Arabis, the Purali or else the Habb, both situated west of the Indus.
e From places round the mouths of the Indus.
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NONNOS
Ί'αρβήλον δάο παϊ8ες άκοιτοφόροιο τυκηος.
Και πολύς εσμός iVavcυ * Αρειζάντειαι εασας, ξείνου δουράτιον μέλη ος τροφόν, ἐχι πιόντα ήερίης ζεί8ωρον Ί'Λυιον αρόμόν εερσης	1Μ
8ε’ν8ρεα χαιτήεντα μελίρρυτον, ως ἀπὸ σίμβλωι, 8αι8αλεην ιόδιι·α σοφής τΐχτνυαι μελίσσης, αύτοτόκων πετάλων χλοερόν ποτόν εις πεδίον γαρ άρτιφανής Φαε'θων, ότε λούεται 'ίίκεανοίο, ομπχ·ιον ΊΙωτ/ί αττοοιιιται ίκμάλα χαίτης,	190
ραίνων ζωοτόκυιο φυτηκόμον αύλακα γαίης. τοῖον Άρειζάντεια φερει μέλι, τῷ cm χαίρων νηχόμενος πτερύγεσσιν υπέρ πετάλοιο χορενων ιπταται άσπετος όρνις· ό^ιν δέ τις· αγκύλος ερπων, μιτρώσας ελικηόόν, όμόπλοκος ή8ει δενόρευ,	105
ικμάδα λειριόεσσαι· άμελγεται άρτταγι λαιμά*, χείλεσι λιχμωων γλυκερήν ωόΐνα κορύμβων 8εν8ραίην 8ε 8ράκοντες άναβλύζοντες εεροηι ή8ύ μέλι προχεουσι, και ον τόσον ιον αλήτην πικρόν άποτττύονσιν, όσον γλνκὑ χεΰμα μελίσσης· 200 ήχι μελισταγε'ισσιν επ' άκρεμόνεσσιν άείδει ώρίων, γλυκύς όρνις, όμοίιος εμφρονι κνκνω ου μεν ανακρούει Λεφυρηίόι σννθροος ανρη ύμνοτόκων πτερύγων άνεμωόεα ροιζον ίάλλων, άλλα σοφοΐς στομάτεσσι μελίζεται, οΐά τις άνήρ «05 πηκτι8ι ι'νμφοκόμω θαλαμηπόλον ύμνον άράσσων. 206 κατρεύς 8* εσσομειοιο προθεσττίζει χνσιν όμβρου, 212
* This set*ms to lx* a much «listurtrd vrrMon οι MJjfar-canr. Perhaps it alludrs to tapping for toddy.
b The horion i> wnidentitictl, if any Mich bird exists at all. Our only detailed account of it, C leit*rcho& cited by Aelian, D« natura animalium xvii. 22, says it U like a heron,
306
DIONYSIACA, XXVI. 182-212
Holcasos, two sons of one father, Tarbelos the javelineer.
183 A great swarm had come from Areizanteia, nurse of the strange tree-honey ; where the trees drink the fruitful moisture of morning dew, and their leaves run honey, and so they produce the neat travail of the clever bee as if from a hive, the yellow juice born of the leaves alone.® For Hyperion, just appearing after his bath in the Ocean, scatters upon the plain the wholesome juice of his hair in the morning, and waters the plant-growing furrows of earth the giver of life. Such honey Areizanteia brings : rejoicing in this, great flocks of birds swim on their wings and dance above the leaves ; or a coiling serpent creeps along, and girdles the sweet tree with enfolding loops, while he sucks the delicate juice with greedy mouth and licks with his lips the sweet travail of the clusters. So snakes dribble out the treejuice and drop delicious honey, they spit out abroad more of the sweet sap of the bee than their own bitter scattering poison. There on the honeydropping branches is that sweet bird the horion,b singing like the inspired swan. He does not strike up in tune with the west wind whirring in the air with musical wings ; but he sings a lay with understanding beak, like a man twangling the strings for a wedding hymn to wait upon a bride. There the catreus0 foretells a shower
except that its eyes are dark blue, an admirable singer and very amorous.
c The katreus is probably the monal pheasant. But the accounts we have of it (this passage, Cleitarchos in Aelian, op. cit. xvii. 23, Strabo xv. 1. 69, which also mentions the melodious song of the horion and cites Cleitarchos) give no accurate picture and contain details which do not fit the monal. Anyhow, no pheasant can sing a note.
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ξανθοφνης, λιγνφωιος- από βλ*φάριον δ* οΐ αίγλη πίμπιται ορθρινοί βολαϊς άιτίρροπος ΤΙονς* πολλάκι 8* ψεμό<ιτος νπ*ρ όίιδροιο λιγαίνων σννθροος ώρίωιος άιίπλικ* γείτονα μολπήν, φοινικόαις τττιρνγισσι κ*κασμ*νος· η τάχα φαιης, μίλιτομίιου κατρηος *ώιον ι μι*n rutowirt', όρθριον αίολόδ*ιρον άηδόια κ ώμον νφαίν*ιν, κΰθι και ιγρ*μόΟα>ν μ*ρόπων στρατός,
ονς <*17ὶ χάρμην
άτρομος Ίππάλμοιο πάις θώρηξ* Πυλοπῃν, γναττόν «χα»ν ΗιλΛαῖον, όμόστολον ττγ*μονήα.
Τοῖς δ* ίπι θωρίμισοιτο Σ,ίβαι και Ααος * ϊδάρκης, και στρατός άλλος ΐκαν* πάλιν Καρμιναν όάπας τών άμα Κύλλαιος* ήρχ* και * Αστρα* ις,
πρόμος ’Ινδών,
Ιϊρόγγον δι ζυγά τ*κνα τ*τιμ*να Αηριαδψ.
Και στόλο; άλλος Ικαι·* τριηκοσίων από νήσων, αι τε π*ριστιχόωσιν άμοιβάό*ς άλλυδις άλλοι γιίτονις άλλήλησιν, οπη πιριμηκ*ϊ πορθμώ δίστομος *Ινδός ᾶγα>ν μντανάστιον αγκύλον ύδωρ, Ιρπνζων κατο, βαιόν άπ* Μιὕῴοι; δονακηος λοξός νπίρ δαττῶοιο παρ* *Ηώον στόμα πόντου, *ρχ*ται αντοκι’λιστος νπίρ λόφον Αιθιοπία· ὐχι θ*ρ(ιγ*ν*ων υδατων νφονμ*νος όλκω χ*νμασιν αυτογόνοις *πί ττηχ*ι ττηχνν άόξ*ι, και χθόνα π ιαλόην άγκάζ*ται υγρός άκοίτης, τίρπων ίκμαλόοισι φιλήμασι διψάδα νύμφην, οίστρον *χων πολνπηχυν άμαλλοτόκων υμεναίων, μετρω αμοιβαία) παλινανξ*α χ*ύματα τίκτων
214
207
210
!Ι5
ί?0
225
230
• These represent, if anything, thr Γη»- islands of the Gulf of Kutch.
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of rain to come, goldenyellow, clearintoning; sparkles flash from his eyes like the morning gleams of Dawn. Often trilling upon a treetop in the air he weaves a song in tune with the horion beside him, splendid with purple wings ; if you hear the catreus singing his early hymn, you might almost say it was the nightingale pouring her morning music from her changeful throat. There also dwelt the battlestirring host which Pyloites the fearless son of Hippalmos had armed for the war, and with him was Billaios his brother and fellow-leader.
218 Next came the Sibai under arms, and the Hydarcan people, with another host from the city of Carmina. Their joint leaders were Cyllaros and Astraeis the Indian prince, two sons of Brongos honoured by Deriades,
222 Another host came from three hundred islands,® scattered here and there, or in groups together, which lie about that place where the Indos on an endless course pours out its winding travelling stream by two enclosing mouths,5 after creeping in its slow curving course from the Indian reedbeds over the plain to its mouth by the Eastern sea, after first rolling down the heights of the Ethiopian mountains c : swollen by the mass of summerbegotten waters it increases cubit by cubit with selfrising floods, and embraces the rich land like a watery husband, who rejoices a thirsty bride with his moist kisses and enfolds her in many passionate arms for a sheafbearing bridal, while he begets in his turn other
b The delta.
c The Eastern and Western Ethiopians are mentioned in Hom. Od. i. 23. Nonnos seems to see the Eastern in the Himalayas or the Hindu Kush.
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NONNOS
Νείλον ἐν Αιγύπτιο καί ύώιος* Ινδός * Γόάοπης, 23Λ Κ€ΐθι μίλαμψήφιΒα Βια{ύων ρόον οπλή νήχιται νΒατό(ΐς ποταμήιος ίππος αλήτης, οΐος ύμον Νείλοιο 0tptιγίχύς οϊΒμα χαράσσων I’aurati,* βυθιοιο Οι* ι·Οατο? υγρός όΒίτης μηκιόαχ-αΐς yovioau·· επ’ αιγιαλοίο Bi βαίνει 240 αιχμή καρχαρόΒοντι Βιασχίζων ράχιν ύλης, καί Βιιρήν άχάρακτον Ιχων y*Vw αρπαγή καρπών μιμηλή Βριπάχη) σταχιη]φόρα λήια τύμικι, άμητήρ άσιόηρος άμαλλοφόρου TOKtTOiO· τοῖα μο* ίπταπόροιο φατίζίται tlxtXa Νείλου ,‘ΙΛ *Ινδώρυ ποταμοιο φύρ<ιν μύχτχς. οι Bi λιπόντ*ς νήσων αγκύλα κύκλα και ΙΒραχ·α γςίτονος Ιχ·ΒοΟ άνδρ€ς ιΘωρήσσοντο μαχήμοι·ις, ών πρόμος άνηρ Ύίγβασος ίγγιμόνιυιν, ίχων Γχ·Βαλμα Γιγάντων,
()ι)δ( γύρων * \ρητός tXtintTO Αηριαόήος	250
ὡ? ύνοττήν καλίοχπος, άχήρ βαρύς* αλλα καθάφας χαλκοβαρή λασίοιο κατά στύρνοιο χιτώνα γηραλύου κονφιζιν ύπιρ νώτοιο βο<ίην, αύχύνι κυρτωθύχτι πιρικρ<μάσας τιλαμώχη και στρατιήν θώρηξ(ν αχ·αγκαιος πολίμιστης	<·*#
ntvrt συν υιήισσι, Αύκω και όμήλυΒι Μύρσιρ, ΓΑαὐτω και ΧλιρΙφαχπι και όφιγόνψ Μ«λα»ῆι. και πολιήν ττλοκαμϊΒα π(ρισφίγζας τρυφαΧεΙη λα ιον ύντροχάλοιο μ€τύστιχ€ Βηιοτήτος,
Bt£iTtp6v ττολύμοιο κύρας τικύισσιν ίάσας,	260
ονς φύσις άφθόγγων στομάτων σφρηγίσσατο Βίσμω, γλώσσαν νποσφίγξασα σοφής όχετηγον Ιαχής-όππότζ γάρ θαλάμοιο παρά φλιήσι \optvωχ 310
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ever-recurrent streams0: so Nile in Egypt, and the eastern Hydaspes in India. There swims the travelling riverhorse through the waters, cleaving with his hoof the blackpebble stream, just like the dweller in my owii Nile, who cuts the summer-begotten flood and travels through the watery deeps with his long jaws. He mounts the shores, splitting the woody ridges with sharp-pointed tooth ; with only a wet ungraven jaw to ravage the fruits, he cuts the cornbearing harvest with this makeshift sickle, reaper of sheafbearing crops without steel.
245 Such are said to be the doings of the mighty Indian river like sevenmouth Nile. These men of war then, from the rounded shores of the islands and from the settlements of the Indos, now came under arms : their leader was Rhigbasos, one of gigantic stature.
25° ]sjor was 0ι^ Aretos missing when Deriades summoned all to war. A heavy man he was; but he fitted a heavy bronze corselet over his hairy chest, and carried an oxhide shield on his aged back, slung by a strap over his bent neck. He also armed his force under compulsion for the war, he and five sons, Lycos and Myrsos together, Glaucos and Periphas and Melaneus the lateborn. He covered his gray curly hairs with a helmet, and repaired to the left wing of his battle circuit, leaving the right to his sons.
261 These were men whose lips nature had closed with the seal of silence, having tied each tongue, the channel of intelligent speech. For when at the doorposts of the bridal chamber in the sacred dance
° Irrigating canals or the like, filling in the rainy season. 1
1 So mss. : Ludwich Νείλου . . . λώιον. 2 So mss. : Ludwich amaei.
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NONNOS
Ααοβίην ζνγίοιο γάμου TncmiXJO.ro θισμώ
τταιΒογόνοις m Α ρητός όμιλησας ιμιιηιυις,	2Λ5
ivOcov ῖπλετο θαμβός, ίπιι γαμιω παρα βωμω
νυμφοκόμω πιποι·ητο θυηιτολόων *ΑφροΒίτη
νυμφίος άρτιχόρςυτος, 4 ν 4υύμνω Bi μίλαθρψ
δοΰπον ῶ·αΑτλάπὸαοα \<χώιον ανθ<ρ4ωνος
μάντις ίτίίσσομίιων 4βορύΐ4το πουλυτόκος σνς, 570
άλλοίην και άπιστον ίλαφρίζονσα λοχιιην,
και νιπόΒων ιΒΒινι »t>θον γόνος, 4κ λαγάνων Bi
υγρήν ιχθνόισσαν άΐ'ηκόιτιζς γςνάθλην,
άντι τόκου χθονίοιο λοχςυσαμόνη τόκον άλμης.
και ανος ιχθυγόνοιο ττολνστομος ΐπτατο Φήμη Τ#5
λαόν άολλιζουσα· πολυσττ4ρ44ς Bi πολΐται
χιρσαίην πολυτ(κνον όθηήσαντο γςνάθλην,
ισοφυίς μίμημα θαλασσοτόκος λοχ4ιης.
μαιτιπόλον δ* ἐρεεινε θιηγόρον tιρομόνψ Bi
(σσομόνην θόσττιζιν άφωνήτων στίχο παιΒων, 280
€ΐναλίης ιι·Βαλμα λιπογλώσσοιο γςνόθλης.
και τότ€ μάιτις ίλ(ξ( προόγγ4λα θόσφατα κινθιιι,
οφρά kcv ίλάσκοιτο τανντττςρον υίόα Μαίης,
γλώσσης ἡνεμοιῇα, σοφής ίθύντορα φωνής.
Ααοβίη δ’ atBivcv, άμοιβαίη Bi λοχ4ιη	285
τίκτ€ ονος βρ(φ(€σσιν ίσηρίθμων στιχα παιΒων, ίχθυσιν άφθόγγοισιν ἐοικότα?, ους μ€τά νίκην Βάκχο? άναζ ἐλἐαιμε, λι ποφ>θόγγων Β* άττό λαιμών γλώσσης Β€σμ6ν όλυσι, και ήλασςν ήλικα σιγήν, φχονην δ όφιτίλαττον όττι^υνωσ€ν iκάστω. τοισι συν€στρατοωντο φκρ€σσακ4(ς ττολ(μιστοί, οι τε Πιίλα* Ινίμοντο καί οι λόχον εγγνθςν Ευρού 312
290
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Aretos pledged his troth to Laobie, according to the rites of lawful marriage, joining with her in wedlock for the begetting of children, a miracle divine was wrought. The bridegroom, fresh from his own wedding dance, had been busy at the marriage-altar sacrificing to Aphrodite the Lady of Brides; and while the hall resounded with hymns, a sow big· with young in her pain shrieked out the cry of labour from her throat, prophetic of things to come, and dropt an uncanny incredible litter—a bastard brood of marine creatures, a shoal of wet fish she shot out of her womb, spat of the brine not spat of the land ! Rumour flew abroad with many mouths, telling of the fishmother sow and gathering the people ; farscattered burghers came to stare at this numerous generation of land-creatures, the very image of seaborn spawn.
279	He asked the prophetic interpreter of God’s will: to the question, he foretold a succession of dumb children to come, like the voiceless generation of the deep sea. And the seer bade him to hide the prophetic oracle, that he might propitiate the longwinged son of Maia, governor of the tongue, guide of intelligent speech.
285 Laobie was brought to bed, and in one birth after another brought forth children equal in number to the sow’s young ones, and dumb like fishes. After the victory, Lord Bacchos had pity on these, and loosed the tie of the tongue in their dumb throats, drove away the silence which had been their companion from birth, bestowed upon each a voice perfected at last.
291	Along with these were mustered shieldbearing warriors : those who dwelt in Pylai, and those who
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NONNOS
miομένην Κυ*ολλα, μαχημοι·ος ένδιον *Ηοῖς, καί ζαθέην Γορύανδιν ένσπορον αύλακα γαίης.
'Γοῖ? δ* έπι θωρήχΟησαν,
όσοι λάχον άιπνγας Οίτης, ΛΛ μητέρα δει·δρη£σσαν άμίτροβιων έλ( φαντών, οΐς φύσις ιΰπασι κυκλα διηκοσίων Ενιαυτών ζώίΐν ά(ΐ·άοιο χρόνου πολυκαμπέι »Ι·σσῃ, rj€ τριηκοσίων' και βόσκιται άλλος έπ* άλλω, έκ ποδός άκροτάτου μίλαιόχροος άχρι καρήνον 300 γναθμοις μηκιδαιοισιν ϊχιυν προβλήτας οόόντας διζυγας, άμητήρι τύπω γαμψώνυχος άρπης,
Οηγαλέω τμητήρι, όιαστ(ίχ£ΐ στίχα ό*νΟρων ποσσι τανυκτῆ/ιοισιν· έχων 3* u*&cιλμα καμίνων και λοφίην έπίκυρτον, έα) π%*λυχανάέι νχίττιρ	305
έσμόν άγα νηριθμον έπασσντέρων έλατήρων, δαφνών στα τόν ίχνος άκαμπέ ι γούνατ ος ολκω, και τύπον £υρυμέτωπον έχιδναιοιο κόρηνου, αυχένα βαιον έχω ν κνρτονμιι·ον είλε δἐ λεπτόν ομμασιν ισοτύποισι σνων Γ»δαλμα προσώπου, 310 ύφιφανής, περίμετρος· έλισσομέισυ oi πορςίη ονατα μῖν λιπόσαρκα, παρήορα γιίτονι κορση, λ(7τταλέα>ν ανέμα)ν ολίγη ριπιζίται αύρη’ πυκνά 3ἐ μαστίζουσα δέμας ιωμήτορι παλμό* λ£πτοφυης έλάχ£ΐα τινάσσ£ται άστατος ονρή. 315 πολλάκι δ* έν πολέμοισι γέχατν προβλήτα τινάσσων άνέρι ταυροκάρηνος έπέχρα€ν ήλίβατος θήρ, ξ(ίνην κ α ρχα ρόδο vt α φέρων έτίρόστομον άρττην, διν€υων έκάτ€ρθ€ γενειάδος έμφυτον αιχμήν πολλάκι δ* €υθώρηκα μ€τάρσιον άσπιΒιώτην	320
ορθιον ήέρταζζ π(παρμέινν άρπαγι λαιμό), άνδρα δἐ καρχαρόδοντι κατ£πρήνιζ£ν άκωκη και ν£κνν αύτ ο κυλιστόν έπι στροφάΧιγγι κονίης 314·
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possessed a habitation in Eucolla, the district of warlike Eos near the East Wind, and divine Goryandis with soil well fitted for seed.
295 After these came armed those who possessed the curves of Oita,® woody mother of longliving elephants, to which nature has granted to live through two hundred rolling years, rounding so often the turning-point of eternal time, or even three hundred. Black they are from the point of the foot to the head, and they feed side by side. Each has projecting teeth on his long jaws, two of them, hooked like a reaper’s sickle, sharp and cutting, and he marches through the ranks of trees on his long legs ; he has a curved neck like a camel, and on his capacious back he carries an innumerable swarm of riders in rows, swinging a firm foot with unbending b knees. He has a short curved neck, and a wide forehead shaped like a snake. The eyes on his face are like the little eyes of a pig. He is towering, enormous : as he rolls along, the skinny ears close to the temple on each side, move like fans in the lightest breath of air. A thin little restless waving tail whips the body with a continual regular movement. Often in battle the mountainous beast shakes a tusk and attacks a man like a pilking bull, striking with the borrowed sharptoothed sickle on each side of his mouth c and swinging natural spears on both cheeks. Often when he has pierced a man, he lifts him straight up with greedy throat, armour and shield and all ; or he throws one down with sharp-pointed tusk, picks up the body as it rolls helpless
° Not the Greek Oita.
b A common ancient delusion.
c Meaning apparently that he has blades fastened to his tusks.
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NONNOS
νφόθο» ήκόιπιζι παλιιάίΐ'ητον αλήτην, αίθνασων ίλικηύόν ΐτνν σκοΧιοΐο γ*ι*ίου	324
κάρχαρον ένθα και ΐιΌα παρά προβολέαιν όλόντων άιπίτιmov σπιιρηόόν ίχιόντμσσιν ακαι·θαις, άχρι ττοδών ται·νων κιχαραγμίνον άορ ὀδὲντων. τονς μιν ιιναζ Αιοι·νσος άγα>ν μετά φνλοπιν *Ιν&ῶν Καυκασὑπ παρά πίζαν Άμαζονίαν πσταμοίο 330 εις φόβοι' ενπήΧηκας άνεπτοιησ( γιηαΐκας, ηλιβάτιον Χοφίησιν εφιόρήσσων «'Λ·Φιγτοι»'. ἀλλά τἀ /ιο’ μετἀ όήρο ίς νσμίνην hi Λυαίου Αηριάάη καλίοντι τότε πρόμος ήλθε Πυλοίττ^ς, όρθοπόόην όλιφαιπα κατά κλόι-ον ήιιοχςνων, καλλιτόκου Χ\αραθώιχ>ς * Αρειμαινς αίμα γτνίθΧης* καί οι ες υσμιι·ην ίτ ερόθροος torn το γε ίται ν λα<κ ενκρήόεμι-ον * Κριστοβάρε ι αν ἐαιτα?.
Αερβίκων hi. γενεθΧα σννίσπετο Αηρια&ηι \ιθίοπες τε Σάχ-αι τε και εθνεα ποικίλα ΪΙάκτρων, J40 και πολύς· ονΧοκόμων ΙΙΧεμνων στρατός.
άλλοφανη hi
Αιθίοπες μιθίπονσι τύποι· τεχνημονα χάρμης-ίππον γάρ φορεοιπες όΧωΧότος άιπνγα κόρσης φενόόμενοι κρίπτονσιν άληθία κύκλον όπωπής, και κεφαλήν βροτίην ετερω σφίγγονσι προσάπτω, άττνοον άσκήσαιπες ες ΐμτη·οον, tv hi κχ&αμοΐς hrjiov άγΐ’ώσσοντα ιόθω κΧοι·εονσι καρίμω και πρόμος εκ στομάτων άπατηΧιον ήχον ϊάλλει, ίττπιον άνόρομετ) π ρο χιών χρεμετισμόν lurfj.
Οι μεν άολλίζοντο καΧεσσαμενου βασιλήος. 350
β See Plutarch, Lirtik (Juution* 56, with ll&lhd*y*» notes.
*	Of the Pamir plateau.
*	Of Afghan Turkestan and Hadak$han.
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in a swirl of dust and throws it hurtling through the air at random ; he throws about this way and that way the jagged ring of teeth in his crooked jaw, beside the tusks ranged in strings like the backbone of a snake, and stretches down to his feet the sharp sword of the tusks.
329	These creatures after the Indian warα Lord Dionysos led to the Caucasian district by the Amazonian River, and scattered those helmeted women, as he sat on the back of a mountainous elephant. But this was after the war. In this conflict, when Deriades sent out his summons to war with Lyaios, the chieftain Pyloites joined him driving a straightlegged elephant into the fray. He was the warlike blood of the race which produced Marathon, one blessed in his children ; and he was followed to the conflict by a neighbouring people of different speech, from Eristobareia with her lovely coronals.
339 Tribes of Derbices were there with Deriades, Ethiopians and Sacai b and various nations of Bac-trians,® and a great host of woolly-headed Blemyes.d The Ethiopians follow a peculiar and clever fashion in battle.e They wear the top of a dead horse’s head, hiding in this disguise the true shape of their faces. Thus they fasten another face on the human head, and join the dead to the living. So in the battle they startle the unwitting foe with this bastard head ; and their chieftain lets out a deceitful sound from his mouth, and gives vent to a horse’s neigh with his manly voice.
350 These were the hosts which gathered at their
d A tribe who dwelt south of Egypt. These and the Ethiopians had no connexion with India.
* For the Ethiopian war-dress, see Herodotus vii. 70. 2.
317
NONNOS
πάιπων δ* rp/tpovtotv *ς ’Apta κοίρα*Ός *1ν6<1ν, ον δι€ρτ} φιλότητι ττατῆρ Ισπιιρ<ν 'Υδάσπης, Άστρίδος (ύώδιιος όμιλησας ύμίναίοις, κονρης ΉίΛιοιο. φάτις· St τις, όττι i μψ~1Ρ Χηιας 'ίΐκιαιοΐο γόνος τίκιιόσατο Κητώ,	Ιά5
ην ποτι παφλάζοιπι δΐ€ρπύζων mpl παστά» ιυμφίος όδατόοΗι γάμο» πηχυνίν * Υδάσπης γνήσιον αΐμα φόρων Ύιτήνιοί’· άρχ<γόνων γαρ όκ λ(χόων Οανμαιπος €γ<ι»πτο δίζυγα φύτλην ΤΙλόκτρη ροδόπηχνς όμ€ΐηότις, ὑν άπά λόκτρων 3βυ και ποταμός βλάστησι και άγγιλος Οι)ρανιώνων, τΙρι? άελλτμσσα καί ώκυρόΐβρος * Υδάσπης, η μ*.ν όπαπνιονσα πόλων δρόμον, ος δ* ροαιο* άμφα» δ’ aiTiKtAtvOov ισην μκθόπονσι πορ€ΐην,
Μρις (ν άθαι-άτοισι και tv ποταμοϊσιν *Υδάσπης. ana Τόσσος ήρα στρατός ὴλ#«· πόλις δ* tcrrtivtTO λαό» και στίχ(ς (ύπήληκ€ς όμιτρωθησαν άίταις,1 τ€τραπόρα»ν πλήσαντις tv άστΰ κνκλα KtAftWiov υ! μίν όπι τριόδοισιν t πητριμοι, οι δ* ἐκι βόθροις, άλλοι δ’ ἡλιβάτοιο προ Τίΐχιος, οι δ* όπι πύργων 370 ιηηδυμον νπιον Γαΐλον ακυντοφοραιν όπι λόκτρων. ηγεμόνων δί φάλαγγας όω (tlviaat ptAaOpa» Αηριάδης, καί πάντις αμοιβαίων όπι θώκων £εινοδόκω βασιλήι μιής ηπτοντο τραπόζης. τοῖσι μῖν tcmtpa δεῖττνα *αι όννυχίου πτ tpov 9 Γ π νο υ 375 μόμβλίτο, και στρατός tύό€ν όνόπλιος ’Aptι γ€ΐτων όγρ(μόθω δ* (νδοντις όφωμίλησαι ovtipai, μιμηλην Αατνροισιν άιαστησανης Ενικό.
1 άίταις Ηο·χ>, άιρταιί Μ»*.
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king’s call. The whole army was led to battle by the emperor of the Indians, son of Hydaspes the watery lover in union with Astris daughter of Helios, happy in her offspring—men say that her mother was Ceto, a Naiad daughter of Oceanos—and Hydaspes crept into her bower till he flooded it, and wooed her to his embrace with conjugal waves. He had the genuine Titan blood ; for from the bed of primeval Thaumas his rosyarm consort Electra brought forth two children—from that bed came a river and a messenger of the heavenly ones, Iris quick as the wind and swiftly flowing Hydaspes, Iris travelling on foot and Hydaspes by water. Both had an equal speed on two contrasted paths : Iris among the immortals and Hydaspes among the rivers.
366	So great then, was the host there assembled. The city was crammed with people; helmeted crowds were surrounded by favourite young squires till they filled the circle of the streets that ran all four ways in the city, some thick at the three ways, some in the moat, some on the height of the* walls, while others lay quietly on the turrets and slept under arms. The company of leaders was entertained by Deriades in his own hall, and all touched the same table as their hospitable king in turns on rows of seats. Feasting engaged them in the evening, the wing of sleep in the night: the army slumbered under arms on the eve of battle, and slumbering they had to do with battlestirring dreams, as they fought against shadows like Satyrs.
319
ΔΙΟΝΓΙΙΑΚΩΝ ΚΙ ΚΟΠ ΟΝ ΕΒΔΟΜΟΝ
m Εβδομον ι ίκ αστόν μίβόπιι στίχος, ἡσι Κρονίων ίίς μόθυν όττλίζ(ΐ Βρομιά* ναίτηρας Όλυμπου.
*Αρτι δἐ λυσιποι·οιο τιιοξαμόνη nrtpov w Γτττου άντολιης ώιξ< Ούρα ς πολιμητόκος *Ηῶς, και Κ €φ<ίλυυ λίπ< λόκτρα σ (Χασφόρα- βαλλόμ*ι·ος ό« άιτιπόριυ Φαόθοντι μόλος Xt υ καινίτα Γάγγης· και φυγάς άρτιχάρακτος όχάζίτο κώνος ομίχλης 5 σχιζόμι ι ος φαόισσι» * από bpootpoio Λ« δίφρου όρθριος clapii'fjaiv όλο vt τ ο καρπός όόρσαις.
Και κλόνος ἡν\
ΦαόΟων δἐ πνριτρςφόων δρόμον ίππων atvacuv ότόων φλσγόεις dvtotipaat ποιμην, γ€ιτονος tiaaiiov κορυθαιολον 'Apt ος ηχώ,	10
και στρατοί’ αιχμάζίΐν προκαλιζίτο μάρτυρι πυρσω, Θερμόν άκοντίζω ν pobotv βόλος* άμφι δό γαῖς αιμαλόης ξόνον όμβρον ἀπ* ικμάδος νότιος Ζεὺς ovpavoOtv κατόχ(ν(, φό\κ>υ πρωτάγγςλον *Ινδῶν. και φονίαις λιβάδίσσιν Ένναλίον νιφ€Τθΐο	15
δίφια κνανόης tpvOatvtτο νοντα κονιης *1 νδώον δαπόδοιο· νίοσμηκτου δό σίδηρον ’Ηελίου σελάγιζε βολαΐς αντίρροπος αίγλη.
Φαινομόνας δἐ φάλαγγας
όττι κλόνον ώπλισεν * Ινδών
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The twenty-seventh deals with the array in which Cronion musters the dwellers in Olympos for battle to help Dionysos.
Now warbreeding Dawn had just shaken off the wing of carefree sleep and opened the gates of sunrise, leaving the lightbringing couch of Cephalos. Dark Ganges was whitened as he met the touches of Phae-thon, and the cone® of gloom newly cleft apart fled away torn by his beams ; the crops were bathed in the spring morning by the drops of dew from his car.
8	Then came tumult. Phaethon, blazing shepherd of the overflowing years, checked the course of his firebred steeds, when he heard the sound of flash-helm Ares rattling close by, and summoned the host to spearthrust, shooting a rosy ray with witnessing torch : Rainy Zeus poured down from heaven a rain of blood,6 a strange shower which foretold bloodshed for the Indians. The thirsty back of black dust on the Indian ground was reddened with those gory drops of battle-shower ; the sheen of newburnished steel glittered against the beams of Helios.
19 Now the battalions of Indians were seen :
e i.e. the conical shadow of the earth.
6 Hom. //. xi. 53, xvi. 459. ν
VOL. II
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NONNOS
Ληριάδης νπύροπλος, ύποτρνιχον δι μαχητας	20
μύθον άπαλητηρος άνηρνγ4 ν αιtitptwvof
" λμάχς 4 μοι, μάριτισθι, π<ποιθότ4ς ηθαδι Νικῃ, και θρασύν ον καλύονσι κιρασφόρον via Θυιυνης λάτριν Ιαοκραίροιο rtXtaaan ^ηριαδηος. κτίίνατ* μοι και Π am? άλοιητηρι αιάι,ρψ €ΐ δ( θ (οι γιγάασι, και ου 04 μις ἐστι δαίξαι 11 ανος* ai-ovnjroio 64μας τμητηρι σιόηρφ,
Πάνα; όρ*σσινόμονς ληίσσομαι, ίνδοθι λόχμης (Θν(α βουκολύοντας (ρτημονόμιυν ίΑιόαιτυη πολλοί Θηρις ΐασι και 4\·0άό4, τοῖσι σννάφαί	3ο
Φηρας ο μοι· και Μάνα; όρ<σσιι·όμον Διονύσου’ κούρη δ’ ημ(τύρη θαλαμηπόλον ίσμόν όπάσσω, δαιννμόνου Μ ορρήος ίτιοδρηστηρα τραπύζης. καί τις αι·ηρ Φρυγίη04%· όμόστολος οΐνοπι Βὐχω Ίΐ'δψου ποταμοιο δι μας λοὑσεκ {κύθραις.	3Λ
αντί δ< Σαγγαρίου π·ιλ·α* ι πατρψον Ύδάσπην άλλος αι·ηρ Άλνβηθιν όμαρτησας Λ ιόνισα*
€νθά8( Θητιύσαι, και αργυρίου ποταμοιο χιύματα καλλ(ίφας πιίτω χρνσαυγία Γάγγην. χάζ(ό μοι, λιόιυσι, φυγών δόρυ Αηρια&ηος·	40
ἐστι και ίνθάδι πόιτος άπιίριτος' αλλά θαλάσσης Άρραβίης με τἀ κύμα καί ημιτίρη 04 Βςχίσθω· €υρντ(ρος βυθός οντος ίρινγιται άγριον* ύδωρ, και Σ,ατύρους και Βάκχον Υπάρκιος ἐστι καλνφαι και στιχα Βασσαρίδων ου μιιλιχος 4νθά&4 Νη/κός, 45 ου Θύτις Ίνδωη θ€ δίδίζιται, υύόί σ€ κόλπω £εινοδόκον μ€τά κύμα πάλιν φ€υγοντα σαώσιι, αιδομίιηη βαρύδουπον 4μοι’ πατρώον Ύδάσπην. 1
1 So Μ****, ί άγκΥλο» I.udwich.
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Deriades the presumptuous made them arm for battle, and encouraged his soldiers as he uttered this menacing speech :
22 “ Fight, my servants, and look for our wonted victory! The bold hornbearing son of Thy one, as they call him, you must make the lackey of Deriades, who also bears horns on his head! Kill me those Pans also with devastating steel. Or if they are gods, and it is not permitted to pierce the body of unwounded Pan with cutting steel, then I make prey of the mountainranging Pans, and they shall tend herds of elephants in the wilderness. There are plenty of wild beasts here also, with which I will join the wildbeast Centaurs and Pans of hillranging Dionysos ; or I will make them a swarm of attendants for my daughter, and waiters upon the festal table of Morrheus.
34	“ Many a Phrygian soldier in the train of Mine-face Bacchos will bathe his body in the streams of the Indian river, and call Hydaspes home instead of Sangarios ; many a soldier who has come from Alybe with Dionysos shall here be a serf—let him forget the water of his silvern a river and drink of the goldgleaming Ganges.
40	“ Give place to me, Dionysos ! flee from the spear of Deriades ! We have a vast sea here also ; then let ours also receive you, after the Arabian waves ! Ours is a wider deep which spouts its wild waters, enough to swallow Satyrs and Bacchants and ranks of Bassarids. Here no friendly Nereus, no Indian Thetis will receive you and save you, like those hospitable waves, when you flee a second time ; for our Thetis dreads the deep rumbling Hydaspes of my
e CL xi. 311.
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άλλ’ €ρ*€ΐς· Κρονίωνος % Ολύμπιαν αίμα κομίζω,' Αιθόρα Γαῖα λόχιικτι χορψ κ * χαμαγμάιυν άστρων* 50 Ονραΐ'όθίΐ' γόνος ίσχις- ιμη ό< at Γαῖα καλύψει· και Κρόνον ωμηστηρα νόων θςπνητορα παιόων Ονρανόθιν γιγαώτα κατόκρνψ* κόλπος άμοιρης, ιιμι Βοριθρασόυς στρατιής πρόμος- ιίμΙ Λυκούργου φ*ρτ(ρος, ος σι BiwKt και άτττολίμους σέο Bcuf^f Μ σόν γόνος ον κλονόιι μι Αιιπιτίς* αΐνομόρου γαρ ση ς Σ(μόλης ηκο νσα πνριβλητους υμεναίους· μη στ ε ροπή ν αγόρ* vt Αιός ι·υμψοστολον €υνης, μη κιψαλην Κρονιωιος η apatva μηρόν tvii/η^ς· ου Αιός ω&ίνοιτος ι μι κλονόουσι λοχηΐαΐ'	fut
πολλάκις ώδινονσαν όμην ιχόησα γυναίκα, συν σοι δ\ ην ι O ίλη, γηνίτης ηός αύτοτόκος /λ w άρσηνι θωρηζαιν άρηγόνα θηλυν Άθήνην, ι\ίκην ην καλόονσιν, Γ»·α πρηώνας άραζας 11 αλλάοος αιμάζω κιφαλην τημησιχροι πη τ ρω	05
η δορι τολμηηντι, και ηύκηράων απἀ τόζων μηρόν αττιιλητηρος όιστίύαω Αιονύσου, βουκηράων Α,ατνρων ι^γητορος, ονταμόνου Bi και Ail και Προμάμ και ΝαΛλά&ι μωμον ανάψω ει δἐ σύν αμφοτόροισι Kopvoatrai άμψιγυηηις, 70 δινομαι Ήφαιστου τιχχηιμοχος, όφρα καί αὐτῷ τιύχια χαλκιυσα* πολύτροπα Αηριαόηι. ου τ ρο μ in) ποτό Θηλυν όγω πρόμον η ι δἐ τιιάσσηι aorεροτὴν γινιτηρος, όχω πατρωιον νόωρ. καί θρασνν, ον καλίουσιν όμό/γνιον αίμα Αυαίου, 76 Αιακόν ουράνιο to Αιός βλάστημα τ οκηος ΖηνΙ καταχθονίω δηδαϊγμόχον *ΑιΒι πόμψω’
β Nice is sometimes a title of Athrna, sometimes the lume of an attendant on her.	* Hcphai&tos.
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home. But you will say : ‘ I have in me Cronion s Olympian blood.’ But Earth produced the sky dotted with its troop of stars : you have your birth from heaven, but my Earth shall cover you up. Cronos himself, who banqueted on his own young children in cannibal wise, was covered up in Earth’s bosom, son of Heaven though he was. I am chief of a spearbold army ; I am stronger than Lycurgos, who drove you away and your unwarlike Bacchant women. Your divine birth does not trouble me, for I have heard of the firestruck nuptials of your ill-fated Semele. Speak not of the lightning which attended upon the bed of Zeus, boast not of Cronion's head or his manly thigh. The childbed of Zeus in labour does not trouble me ; I have often seen my own wife in labour. Let your father help you, if he likes, your father Zeus self-delivered., by arming female Athena, whom they call® Victory, to help you the male : only that I may break off cliffs, and make the head of Pallas bloody with a cutflesh rock or a daring spear, and hit with an arrow from my bow of horn the thigh of threatening Dionysos, while he leads his horned Satyrs ; and when he is wounded may fasten disgrace upon Zeus and Bromios and Pallas! And if the Hobbler 6 shall arm to support them both, Hephaistos the artist is the one I want, to make all sorts of armour in his smithy for Deriades also.0 I fear not the female chieftain :	if she
brandishes her father’s lightning, I have my father s water.
75	“ Bold Aiacos also, who is of kindred blood with Lyaios as they say, offspring of heavenly Zeus, I will smash and send to Hades, the Zeus of the under-c As well as Achilles, II. xviii.
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ουδἐ μιν άρπάζίκ δι* ήίρος ιπτάμ€νος 1*νς καί 7τολόας ΚρονίΒαο ΒίΒονπότας νίας ακοών* ΑάρΒανος όκ Διός <οκ€ και ωλιτο, καί θάχΐ Μίκνς, 80 ο ί δ ί μι»' ιρρνσαντο Λ ιον ταυριυπιΒςς εὲναι* ει δἐ Otpicrrtvti καί tv WiSi, τις φθόνος ΙιΛυίν, Αιακός (ϊ φθιμόχοισι Βικάζίτοι; ήν δ* «’θέληση, κοιρανίην vtKvwv όχότω και σκήπτρα βιρόθρον και όολιχοις μιλόιααιν όπιφανοχπας Όλνμιτον	U
Ιῆγο·ἐας Κύκλωπας όλόσσατι μή όορος αιχμήν γαστρι μ<σΐ] ττηξαι·ης ή αύχόχι, χαλκοβαρίς δἐ οφθαλμι?) τροχοί ιτ ι βόλος τ<τ ορημόνον έστω, μή χΟυνίονς Κάκλα»7τα? όλ/σσατε* *αι yap Ικτίνο»ν Β(νομαι· ’Ιιἡνῖμ hi παρήμίχτ>ς όσχαριώχι	90
Ιϊρόιτης μίν βαρνόονπον όμο'ι σάλπιγγα Τ<Λtoajj βρονταίοις πατάγοισιν ίοόκτνπον, οφρά Ktv ίιην Δ(ύς χθόνι ος, Στερότης ν hi χ·όην άντίρροπον αίγλην άστίροπής Ttv^tit και €\θάό€' καί μιν όλίγξω μαρνάμίνος ΐΐατνροισιν, Για φρόνα μάλλον άμνξτ) 06 Δηριάόην κτνπόοντα και άστράπτοντα Βοκιύωχ ζηλήμων ΚρονίΒης, πίφοβημόνος όρχαμον * Ινδών νφιγόνον φλογο€ντος άκοχπιστήρα Ktpawov. τις φθόνος, tt πρηστήρι μαχημονα χιιρα κορνσσω; μητρός όμής γαότης, φλογίρών όπιήρανος άστρων, 100 αυτός όλος Φαίθων πνρόιις πρόμος* ti Bi τοκήος αϊμα φόρω ποταμοϊο, και ί·δατοεντι fitXtpxiu μαρνάμ(νος μόθον υγρόν άχτιστήσω Διονυσω,
Βάκχων όχθρα. κάρηνα ροαις ποταμοΐο καλνπτων. και βυθιων τμήξαντ€ς άλοιητήρι σιΒηρω
β Son of Zeus and Electra the I'lrUd. anerstor of thr Trojan kings.
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world; Zeus will not fly through the air and carry him off. Indeed I hear that many sons of Zeus have been struck down in the past. Dardanos a was sprung from Zeus, and he perished ; Minos died, and the bullfaced marriage of Zeus did not save him —if he is a judge still in Hades, what do Indians care if Aiacos does become a judge among the dead?6 If he likes, let him be king of the corpses and monarch of the pit! Do not kill the Earthborn Cyclopeans who touch Olympos with their long limbs, do not transfix them with a spearpoint in belly or neck, let the heavy stroke of bronze pierce their one round eye.—No, kill not the Cyclopeans of the earth, for I want them too : they shall sit in an Indian smithy ! Brontes shall make me a heavyrumbling trumpet to mock the thunder’s roar, that I may be an earthly Zeus ; Steropes shall make here on earth a new rival lightning : ϊ will try it in fighting against Satyrs/ that Cronides may be jealous, and tear his heart yet more to see Deriades thundering and lightening—he shall fear the Indian chieftain hurling a newmade fiery thunderbolt!
99	“ Who can begrudge it, if I provide my warrior hand with the fiery whirlwind ? My mother’s father, governor of the flaming stars, Phaethon, is himself a potentate all of fire ; and if on my father’s side I have the blood of a river, I Mill fight even with watery missiles and make watery war upon Dionysos, drowning the heads of my enemy Bacchants in river floods. Go and cut down the Telchines of the deep
b Minos, son of Zeus and Europa, has this position from Homer (Od. xi. 568 if.) on; Aiacos, in the Attic tradition.
e Nonsense ; there would be none left to fight. Either Nonnos is more than usually puzzle-headed or his text is corrupt.
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σώματα Τελχάων τύμβειίσατε γείτονι ιτόντψ, πατρί ΙΙοσειδαιυΐΊ μιμηλότα, Ο·ιιΟαλιον δίφρου γλαύκα λίπαδνα *αι νγροπδρων γίνος ιτπτων νίκης πόντια δώρα κομίσαατε Αηριαόήι* καί ναίτην βαρνδισμον άπαρώδινος * Αθηνης	110
Ήφαιστου πυρόιντος άπόσπορον aWom πνρσψ φλιξart, τοι· καλίονσιν *Κρ4χθ<α" καί γάρ €Κ€ΐνου αΐμα φι ρα πιρίπνστον Ύ.ριχϋίος, ον ποτε μαζψ παρθινικη φυγοδιμι·ος άνίτρ*φ< Παλλός αμητόιρ, λάθριον αγρυπνώ πιφυλαγμιι·ον αιθσπι λύχνοι· 115 μιμνίτω Ίνδωη κι καλυμμένος αίθοπι κίστη, καί κινιώ ζοφιόιντος α ϊρκιι παρθινιώνος -καί τροχάλους Ορη στη ρα ς ιυσκάρθμοιο βο*ίης,
Γόμοιας ινπΐ)ληκος KhoAmmo X°f>*‘ἡν*
άξατί μοι Κορύβαιπας άτιυχίας- όλλυμίνοις hi 120
διχθαδίοις τικιισσιν ιπικλαύσιιι Καβαρώ,
Αημνιάς άκρτ^διμι-ος· άπορρίφας δ< πνράγρην αιθαλόας Ήφαιστον ίής όλιτηρα γίνίθλης ημινον άθρησικν νπιρ δίφρο to Κάβειρων ίππων χαλκοπόδων ίπιβητορα Αηριαόηα. κταίνω μιν Αιδς νιας· *Αρισταίον δι δαμάσσαι ον φθονίω Μορρηι, λαγωβόλον vita Φοίβου, ουτιδανής ιλατηρα φιλόπτολαμοιο μιλίσσης νμιΐς μιν δριπάνοισι καί άμφηπληγι μαχαίρτ) κτιίνιτι Βασσαρίδων άπαλα? στίχος, ΰφίκιρων δ* 130 παϊδα Αιδς κιρόας ποταμηιος νιος όλ/σσα, μη τις νποπτήσσιιιν ίδών ιλατηρα λίθινης η προμον άγροτιρης ιπιβημιινν !{νος άρκτουt 328
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with devastating steel, bury their bodies in the neighbouring sea and let Poseidon their father look after them, and bring to Deriades, as trophies of victory from the sea, the blue harness of their finewrought car and all their seafaring horses ! Burn with your blazing torch the burgher heavychained of the city of maiden Athena, the offspring of fiery Hephaistos whom they call Erechtheus ; for he too has the blood of that illustrious Erechtheus,® whom unmothered Pallas once nursed at her breast, she the virgin enemy of wedlock, secretly guarding him by the wakeful light of a lamp : let him remain hidden in a shining Indian box, and enclosed in an empty cell of her darksome maiden chamber.6
12° “ Disarm me the Cory bants also and lead them captive ; let Lemnian Cabeiro c unveiled lament the death of her two sons ; let sooty Hephaistos throw down his tongs, and see the destroyer of his race sitting in the car of the Cabeiroi, see Deriades driving the bronzefoot horses !
126 “I will slay the sons of Zeus ! I do not grudge Morrheus to conquer Aristaios, that son of Phoibos who hunts the hare and scatters the poor pugnacious bees.d Go you and slay the battalions of soft Bas-sarids with your sickles and twoedged swords ; but the highhorned son of Zeus shall fall to the horned son of a river. Let no one shrink when he sees him riding a lioness, or mounted like a champion on the loins of a wild bear, let none shrink from the grim
a He means Erichthonios, cf. xiii. 172 if. b i.e. she hid him in a box when he was a baby ; now she may have (the ashes of) his descendant sent to her in another. c Mother (in late mythology) of the Cabeiroi. d Cf. Virg. Georg, iv. 86-87.
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135
UO
μη Θηρών ζνγίων βλοσυρόν στόμα τις γαρ άλνξα πόρδαλιν ήε λόοιτα κορυσσομόιων όλι φαντων; '
*12? φαμόνου βασιλήος όττι κλονυν ηιον οι μιν νηtp νώτοιο σώηροφόρων ελεφάντων, οι δε συνεστρατόωντο θνελλοπόδων ιττερ ίππων, και πόλας τ}»· πρνλόιον στρατός άπλετος,
οι μ*ν άκωκάς,
οι δε σάκος φορεοντες, 6 hi κληιΒα φαρότρης' άλλος άνηόρταζεν άνηρ χαλχῆλατον άρπην άμητηρ πολόμοιο, και εστι^εν άλλος άειρων ἀσπίδα και θοό τόξα και τρτμόεντας όιστούς.
Και μόθον εσττμταιτο παρά στόμα γείτονος Ινδού, εις πεδίον προθόοιπες. απ' <vhtvbpoio όε λόχμης II* άσπίσι και ξιφόισσι και αρραγή*σοι πετηλοις θυρσοφόρος Αιόννσος όους εκόρνσσ€ μαχτζτας. και πισνρων ανόμων φλογερής αιπωπιον *Ηοῖς τότραχα τεμιομειτμ· στρατιην εστηετατο Βάκχων πρώτην μιν βαθνόειΒρα τταρα σφύρα
κυκλάΒος “Αρκτου, ISO ἡνι πολναπερόων ποταμών πεφορημόιον όλκώ Καυκάσιου σκοπόλοιο Αιιπετες ερχεται ι·Βωρ, 152 την αΐτηρ' τταρα πόζαν, όπη περιμηκει πορθμω 157 χ€νμα παλινΒιιτμον άγει βαρυόοοπος ' ΧΒάσπης' ΙΜ τί)ν ότόρην δε φάλαγγα συντφμοσεν, όππόθι γαόης 153 μεσσατίης στεφαι-ηδόν ός ό σπόριο ν κλίμα νενων 154 δίστομο? ούρεσίφοιτος όόν ροον *1»·δός ελίσσει, 155 χεύμασιν άμφίζωστον όπιστόφας ΙΙαταλἡνην	15β
και τριτάτην κόσμησα·, όπη iotioj παρά κόλπιρ	ιβΐ
κυματι πορφνροιτι μεσημβρίας ελκεται άλμη*	159
και στρατιην ενχαλκον άναξ εστησε τετάρτην jeo αντολίης υπό πόζαν, όθεν όονακηα όιαίνων	Ιβ2
στελλεται ενόδμοισι κατάρρντος νδασι Τάγγης.
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jaws of wild beasts under the yoke : for who will run before leopard or lion with armed elephants on his side ? ”
136 After this oration of their king, the Indians went to battle, some on the backs of steelclad elephants, some upon stormfoot horses beside them. Close behind came an infinite host of footmen, armed with pikes or shields or capped quiver : one man carried a sickle of beaten bronze like a harvester of war, another marched lifting a buckler and quick bow and winds wift arrows.
144	So they rushed forth into the plain, and opened the fray near the mouth of the Indus. But from the trees of the forest Dionysos, thyrsus in hand, armed his warriors with shields and swords and invincible leafage. He divided his army of Bacchants into four parts, and posted them facing the dawn in the direction of the four winds. The first was among the thick trees by the feet of the circling Bear, where the skyfallen water of many scattered rivers comes pouring down from the Caucasosa mountains, in that very place where heavyrumbling Hydaspes brings his flood eddying in his endless course. The second battalion he placed where twimouth Indus bends his flood, curving through the mountains towards the western district of the land between,6 and surrounds Patalene with his waters. The third he drew up where in the southern gulf the southern sea c rolls with ruddy waves. The fourth mailed army the king posted towards the land of sunrise, whence Ganges moves watering the reed-
a Hindu Kush.
6 Between the two arms of the delta. c The Erythraian Sea (Indian Ocean).
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Κ4κριμ4νης hi φΊλαγγος όυκνημιόος ίκάστης τόσσαρας απτηληκας 4κόσμ44ν ήγ4μονηας,	.
και στρατόν ότρύνων λαοασόον ίαχς φωνήν'
Βασσαρί04ς, και Stvpo χρρ4υσατς, hooptviwv hi κτ(ίιατ€ βάρβαροι φνλα, και ίγχεσι μίζαπ θύρσους, μίξατ( και ζιφ*\σαι· και ήθαόος αντί τραπίζης σάλπιγζ 4γρ<κυόοιμος ιμοίς ^ατνροισι γινίσΰω 170 πηκτις ἐμ τ]· χλο4ρη hi καταιχμάζονσα σιόηρου δούρατα νικησ414ν άκαχμόνα φυλλας όπώρη αντί hi ινκτιλιοιο χοροσταοίης λιοιχ·σου αόλός ἐμός φϋόγξαιτο μιτάτροττον ύμνον Έννονι. τ4ρφηνόον lipo/uoio λιττῶν όπιδόρπιον Ήχω.	17S
(ι μῖν «μοι yma; δονλον ίητοκλίν4ΐ(ν Ύδάσπης prjhi πάλιν Βάκχοισι παλίγκοτον οΪΛμα κορύσση,
4σσομαι (ύάι-τητος, όλο ν hi οι αγλαόν ΰδωρ χίύμασι ληι·αιοισιν 4ς Υ,νιον οίνον άμ4ΐψω, τ(νχων λαρα ρ<4θρα, και άγριάδος λόφον όλης 180 μιτριόσιυ π€τάλοισι και άμττελῶντα τεΛ/σσαι*
4ι 04 πάλιν προχοήσιν άλιξικάκοισιι άριJfei *1νδοῖς· κτ4ΐιομ4ΐ·οισι και υι41 Αηριαδήι# άνδροφυης Kipotaaav 4χων ποταμηίόα μορφήν,
Χ^νμα γ4φνρώσαιτ4ς ΰπ4ρφιάλου ποταμοίο	1W
ίχΐ’4σιν άβρόκτοισιν ό04νσατ4 όίφιον ύδωρ, και γνμιτ) φαμάθω πατόων αυχμηρόν *Τδάσπην π4ζός όνυξ 4υιππος 4πι(υσ4ΐ4 κονίην.
4ΐ hi πολυπτοίητος \\ρ4ΐμαν€ων πρόμος * Ινδών αίθ€ρίου Φα^θοιπος άπόσπορός ἐστι γτνίθλης, 190 και Φαἐ#ωυ πνρο4σσαν 4μοι στηα4ΐ€ν Έ,νυω, θυγατόρος Κ4ρ04σσαν 4ης ωδιι·α γιραίρων, γνωτόν 4μον Κρονιόαο πάλιν Φαε^οντὧι χάρμη πόντιον νδατ04ντα π ορος σβεστῆρα κορύσσω
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beds with his fragrant waves. The host thus divided and under arms, he appointed four helmeted leaders, and addressed a rousing oration to them all :
167 “ Dance here also, you Bassarids ! Slay the barbarian tribes of your enemies, match thyrsus against spear, against sword also; let my harp become a trumpet which stirs war for the Satyrs, instead of its familiar banqueting-table. May the green leafy vintage strike down the steel, may it conquer the sharpened spear! Instead of the nightly dancings of Dionysos, let my pipes take another tune and sing the battle-hymn—let them leave the supper-tune of mindcharming Bromios.
176 “ If Hydaspes would bend a submissive knee to me, and never again arm his rebellious flood against the Bacchoi, I will treat him kindly ; I will change all his glorious water into Euian wine with streams from the winepress, making his waters strong, I will crown the peaks of his wild forest with my leaves and make it all vine : but if ever again he shall help with his protecting flood the falling Indians and his son Deriades, taking the horned river-shape in a man’s body, then make a dam over the presumptuous river, and cross the thirsty water as on a highroad with unwetted feet, and let the hoof of fine horses tread on a dry Hydaspes with bare sand and scrape the dust there.
189 “ if the terrified chief of warmad Indians is sprung from Phaethon’s heavenly race, and if Phaethon should set up fiery war against me to honour his daughter’s horned offspring, I will arm once more my Cronion’s brother a against Phaethon’s attack, a quencher for his fire from the watery sea. I
e Poseidon.
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θρινακίην δ* * ἐττι Χ'ήοον ἐλ<νσομαι, όππόθι ποΐμναι IWA καί βο€ς aWtploio πνραυγίος Ἑνιοχῆοε,
Ήίλι'ου δἐ Θύγατρα, δορικτητην art κονρην, Ααμπιτίην άόκονσαν υπό ζυγά βουλία σύρω, όφρα γόνυ κλίνιι«· και <ις όρος Άστρις άλάσθω, μνρομίχητ) βαρνόισμον όττnom Αηρια&ηα*	200
ίλθότω, ην ίθόλη, μ^τανάστιος *ις χΰόνα Κιλτῶν, όφρα φίττον γιγανία συν Ήλιαζε σαι καί αυτή πυκνά φιλοθρήνοισιν ίπικλαυσικ ρ€ΐθροις. σπαίοατί μοι και κνκλα μιλαρριιχπο προσώπου *Ινδῶν ληιδίιυν Λευκαίνετε μνστιόι γνφψ,	206
καί Θρασυν άμπιλώντι ntpinXtχθ*ντα κορύμβψ . . . νιβρίοα χαλκοχιτυυνι καΟάφατι Αηριαόηι και Βρομίαι γόνυ δούλου υποκλίνων μ» τη νίκην . *Ινδός αι·αζ ρίφιι*ν iov Θώρηκα θικ'λλαις, κρίίσσονι Χαχιηηιιτι &<μας θαφηκι καλνπτων, 210 και πόδα πορφυρόοισι πιρισφιγζικ κοθόρνοις άργνρόας άιόμοισιν ίάς κντ^μιδας ίάσας, και μ€τά φοινία τόζα και ηθαδος tpya κυ&οιμοϋ όργια νυκτιχόρ€υτα Βιδασκόσθω Αιονυσον, βάρβαρα Sivtvwv ιπιληνια βοστρνχα χαίτης.	215
όνσμινίων δἐ κόρηνα κομίσσατ( σύμβολα νίκης Τμώλον ίς ηνιμόιχ-τα, πίπαρμόνα μαρτνρι θυρσψ. πολλάς δ* €κ ποΧίμοιο μ^ταστησιο στίχος ’Ινδών ζωγρησας μετ* ’Άρηα, παρά προπύλαια δὲ Λυδῶν 7τηξα> μαι νο μ ίνο m κιράατα Αηρια&ηος."	220
"Ω? φ>άμ€νος Θάρσυν*ν *π€ρρώοντο δἐ Μακχαι, Σειληνοί δ* άΧάλαζον * Αρηιφίλης μόλος Ήχονς και Σ,άτνροι Κ€Χάδησαν όμοφθόγγων ἀπὸ λαιμών καί τνπάνου κ(λάδοντος όμόθροος εβρεμεν ηχώ
• Cf. Hom. Od. xii. 127 ff.	* C/. xxxviii. 4Si.
* A process of purification in some mystery-cult».
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will go to the island of Thrinacia,a where are the sheep and oxen of the fireflashing heavenly Charioteer, and drag the sun’s daughter Lampetie under the yoke of slavery, to bow the knee like a girl captured by the spear. Then let Astris wander away to the mountains, to bewail her son Deriades a slave in heavy chains : let her go, if she likes, to settle in the Celtic land, that she also may turn into a tree with the Heliads and weep often in floods of sorrowful tears.b
204 “ Make haste, I pray, and whiten the round blackskin faces of the captive Indians with the initiate’s chalkc ; and bring me the bold kingd swathed in clusters of vine ; throw a fawnskin about Deriades in his coat of mail. Let the Indian king bend a slave’s knee to Bromios after my victory, and throw his corselet to the winds, covering his body in a better corselet of fur. Let him press his foot into purple buskins, and leave his silver greaves to the breezes. After his deadly arrows and the deeds of battle which he knows, let him learn the nightdancing rites of Dionysos, and shake his curls of barbarian hair over the winepress. Bring enemy heads as trophies of victory to breezy Tmolos, pierced with the witnessing thyrsus. Many long lines of Indians I will bring away from the war alive after fighting is done, and I will fix on a Lydian gatehouse the horns of mad Deriades.”
221 With this speech he gave them courage. The Bacchant women made haste, the Seilenoi shouted the tune of the battle-hymn, the Satyrs opened their throats and shouted in accord ; the sound of the beating drum rang out, beating time with its terri-
d Something has fallen out.
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φρικαλόον μύκημα, φίλο κροτάλων 6* γυναικών Τ1& χ€ρσϊν άμοιβαιησιν άράσσ*το όίκτυπος ἡχὡ* και νομίη Φ ρόγα ρυθμόν άγίστρατός ίαχ* σνριγξ. JJ7 Καί στρατιής ττροκιλίνθος ΙπιβρίΘουσα κυδοιμώ .ΜΙ Μυγδοπῆ μαρμαίρω δι* η*ρος άλλομένη φλόζ,
Βακχιίην πυρόίσσαν άπαγγίλλουσα λοχςίην Σ,αλψου δ< γίροντος άπ* tvKtpaoio μετώττου μαρμαρυγή σίλάγιζιν όρςσσαύλοιο Si Βάκχης δίσμιος άπλόκτοισι δράκων ίσφίγγιτο χαίταις' και Σ,άτνροι πολιμιζον όλίυκαίνοντο Si γυφω μυστιπόλω, και φρικτόν «ττηουγιμο rap* ιοί ν φ*υόομ€ι·ου χ·οθον ίΐόος άφωνητοιο προσώπου. καί τις ίπ* άντιβίοισι μ*μηνότα τίγριν ίμάσσων δίφρα διιτττοίησίν όμοζυγίων ιλ·φαντων και πολιός κικόρυστο Μ·ῆκυΓ ιλικιιΚΗι Θάλλω, ημ*ρίδων όρττηκι όιασχίζων ώίμας *Ιν3ών	240
μαρναμίιχυν.—καί πάιτ*ς, όσοι νοΛτηρςς *Ολυμπου, 'Δηνι παριδριόωχπις tow Θίοόίγμονος αυλής πασσυδόν ηγορόωχτο πολυχρύσων ίπι Θώκων. τοῖσι δἐ δαιχυμίιοισιν από κρητηρος άφυσσων €υχαίτης γλυκύ νίκταρ ίωχοχόςι Γαννμτβης.	245
ου τότε γαρ Ύρώ(σσιν \\χαιικός *βρ*μ*ν ",Αρης, ως πόρος όφρα κύπίλλα πάλιν μακάρςσσι κιράσση " 11βη καλλιέθειρα, και αθανάτων ίκα,ς tirj Ύρώιος οινοχόος, μη πατρώος οϊτον άκοικτη. τοῖσι συναγρομίχοις αγορησατο μητί*τα Ζεὺς, 250 twtrt δ* Άπόλλα>»·ι και * Ηφαίστω καί *ΑΘηντ)'
“ "Αξονος όμφαίοιο θ(ηγόρ* κοίρανς Πνῦοῖς, τοξοσύνης σκηπτοΰχt, σ<λασΦορ*, συγγον* Βάκχου, μνω€θ Π αpxnrjaaoZo και ύμ*τόρου Διονυσου’
"Αμπελο? ου at λίληθεΐ’ Ιφημ€ρος· οΐσΘα και αυτήν 25Λ άμφοτίρων σκοπέλων διδυμάονα μυστιόα πίύκην 336
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fying boom, the rattling women clanged their double strokes with alternate hands ; the shepherds syrinx piped out its Phrygian notes to summon the host.
231 In front of the army, pushing to the fray, the Mygdonian torch shone leaping through the air, proclaiming the fiery birth of Bacchos. The horned brow of old Seilenos sparkled with light; snakes were twined in the unplaited hair of the hillranging Bacchant women. The Satyrs also fought; they were whitened with mystic chalk,α and on their cheeks hung the terrifying false mask of a sham voiceless face. One lashing a maddened tiger against his foes scattered the cars of linked elephants. Hoary Maron was armed with a clustering shoot, and pierced the bodies of fighting Indians with a branch of garden-vine.
241	All the inhabitants of Olympos were sitting with Zeus in his godwelcoming hall, gathered in full company on golden thrones. As they feasted, fair-hair Ganymedes drew delicious nectar from the mixing-bowl and carried it round. For then there was no noise of Achaian war for the Trojans as once there was, that Hebe with her lovely hair might again mix the cups, and the Trojan cupbearer might be kept apart from the immortals, so as not to hear the fate of his country. Now Zeus Allwise addressed the assembly, and spoke to Apollo and Hephaistos and Athena:
252	“ Prophetic sovereign of the prophetic axle of Pytho, Prince of Archery, lightbringer, brother of Bacchos, remember Parnassos and your Dionysos ! You did not fail to see Ampelos who lived but a day ; you know also the double mystic torch of the double
« C/. 205.
VOL. II
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NONNOS
αλλά κασιγιηητοιο rtov ττρομάχιζέ Λ ναίου,
Βασσαρίδων όπίκονρος *0λνμπια τόξα τιταινων-IIαρνησσοΰ hi yipaipi. τέήν ξυχ·ηονα πότρην, όππόθι κωμάζυυοα χαμαιτυπος Γἐχε Βάκχη, σοι μόλος έΐτύνον·σα *αι ᾶγρὑπνεμ Λιονύσῳ, Αέλφικόν άμφοτόροισιν όμοζιτγον άψαμόνη πυρ. μνώέο (της, κλυτότοξ*, λέοντοφόΐΌΐο Κυρηνης· δός χάριν άμφοτόροισι, και 'Αγρόι καί Αιοννσω· ως Νόμιος Σατνρων ιχ>μίων προμάχιζέ γίνόθλης. “ΙΙρης ζήλον άλαλκέ βαρύφρονα, μή ποτε Φοίβου μητρυίη γελάσοε Λιαηα·σοιο φνγόντος, ή τις όμών μέθιπονσα χόλον και ζήλον όρωτων aiiv όμοις τ€*ί€σσι κορνσσέται* ου σε διοάξω μητόρος υμιτόρης λόχιον πόι-ον, ήνίκα παίδων δίζυγα φόρτον ίχονοα πολύπλαχκ>ς ήΐ€ Λητώ, κόιτροις παιδογόιοισιν ιμασσομίνη τόκε τοῖο, όπττότε ΙΙτμοοΐο φιγός ρόος, όππότ* Αιρκη μητόρα σήν άπ*€ΐπ*ν, στ< δρόμον έΐχ* καί αντος * Ασωπός βαρνγουχ·ος όπίστί ρον ίχνος (λίσσων, <.1σόκ€ Αήλος άμvvt μογοστόκος, €ΐσόκ( Λητώ οντιδανοις π^τάλοισι γέρων μαιώσατο φοίνιξ. και συ, Αιός πατίρος και μητόρος άτρομα κούρη, γνωτω, Παλλός, άμνι·( τ(ής κοσμήτορι πάτρης· ρύέο σονς ναέτήρας όφέσπομόνους Αιοννσω, μηδ( τ€θϋ Μαραθώνος όλωλότα τόκχ-α νόησης*
Ακταίης hi γόραιρέ φέρόπτολιν όζον όλαιης’ Ίκαρίω hi γόροντι χαρίζέο- καί γαρ όκίίνω δώσει ποικιλόβοτρυς όήν Αιόχ’υσος όπώρην μνώέο Τριτττολόμοιο καί έύαρότου Κελεοῖο,
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peaks.® Come now, fight for Lyaios your brother ! Bend your Olympian bow to help the Bassarids. Glorify the cliff of your Parnassos common to both, where the Bacchant woman holding revel has raised her voice in song to you and sleepless Dionysos, and kindled one common Delphian flame for both. Remember your lionslaying Cyrene,b illustrious Archer ! Be gracious to Agreus and Dionysos both : as the Herdsman, fight for the generation of Satyr herdsmen. Repel the heavyhearted j ealousy of Hera, that the stepmother of Apollo may not laugh to see Dionysos run ! She always cherishes jealousy and resentment for my loves, and attacks my children. I will not remind you of your mother’s tribulation in childbirth,0 when Leto carried her twin burden and had to wander over the world, tormented with the pangs of childbirth ; when the stream of Peneios fled from her, when Dirce refused your mother, when Asopos himself made off dragging his lame leg behind him—until Delos gave help to her labour, until the old palmtree played the midwife for Leto with her poor little leaves.
278	“ And you, Pallas, fearless daughter, for whom Zeus was father and mother both, help your brother, the ornament of your country ! Save your people who are following Dionysos, do not look on while the sons of your Marathon perish ! Glorify the growth of your Athenian olive, which gave you a city. Grant this grace to old Icarios,d for one day Dionysos will give his rich bunches of fruit to him also. Remember Triptolemos and the good plowman Celeos, and do not
e The Dionysiac rites held in winter on Parnassos.
6 Cf. v. 215.
c Cf. Callim. Hymns iv. 71 ff. d Cf. xlvii. 34 if.
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μη ταλάρους γονόιιπα? άτιμί/ΐτης Μετανειτῆν* καί γαρ άοσσητηρος ιρισταφνλου σ to Βάκχου Ζεῖς yoiOCiy ωδιι·α πατήρ όγκιμοιι μηρω, θηλντόρην δ* όλόχινσι τεἡν ὡδῖνα καρηνω. άλλα ττὴν Soft ουσα γινόθλιον ηλικα λόγχην, αιγίδα δ αίθνσσονσα κνβιρνητιιραν Ένυοις, γάίό μοι Σ,ατνροισι βοηθόος$ οττι καί αυτοί αιγός όρισσι ιό μου λασίους φορόουσ ι χιτώνας* καί θ ιός αγρονόμων, ιομίης σύριγγας ανάσσων, αιγίδος νμιτόρης ιπιδινιται αιγίβοτος Παν, ος πριν ασυλήτοιαιν όμοίς σκηπτροις συιιριζων μάρνατο \ ιτηνισσι, γαλακτοφόρου δἐ τιθηνης αίγός Άμαλθιίης όρισίόρομος ΐπλιτο ποιμηι ρνιό μιν μιτόπισθι βοηθόον *Ατθΰ>ι χαρμη, Μηδοφόιον ρντηρα τιχασσομόιου Μαραθώνος' αιγίδα σιΐο τίιοσσι προασπίζουσα Αυαίου,
(τιιο κααιγχ·ητον μιλαι·αιγιδος, ος σόο πάτρην ρνσιται όξιλάσας \\οιώτιον ηγιμονηα* και μόλος αι ία 11 ζ ιυ άγριον αστός *Κλιυθονς πιστόν ανει»άζα»ν Άπατονριον via θυωνης, ιι μιγάδην Φριγα ρυθμόν άνακρονσουσιν *Αθηναι Αιμναϊον μιτα Βολυοι *\ίλΐνσινίψ Αιονύοω. ω γόνος άλλοπρόσαλλον *Ολνμπιον ά μέγα θαύμα' ξιίνιν Αηριαδι'μ παρίσταται Άργολις Ήμη.
•	The Klcusininns who rrcrircd Drmctrr in her wandrrtnir*
*	The Boeotians having invaded Attica. it was mttml to settle the matter by single combat between their leader, Xanthos, and the Athenian champion Melanthio*. As thrv were about to befrin, Mrlanthios saw a figure clad in a Murk goatskin behind his om>onrnt, and obj<rctrd to haring to hght two at oner. Xanthos turned round to look, and Melanthios took advantafrr of this to kill him. Somehow identifying the phantom as Dionysos, the Athenians instituted a cult of him under the title MrUnaijns He of the black 340
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insult the fruitful baskets of Metaneira.® For Zeus your fruitful father bore the birthpangs of the helper, your Bacchos of the vine, in his pregnant thigh, and you, the girl-child, in his head. Come now, raise the lance born along with you, shake your goatcape the aegis, the governor of war, be helper to my Satyrs, because they also wear hairy skins of the mountain goats ; the god of countrymen himself, lord of the shepherd’s pipes, goatfoot Pan, needs your aegis-cape. He once helped to defend my inviolable sceptre and fought against the Titans, he once was mountainranging shepherd of the goat Amaltheia my nurse, who gave me milk; save him, for he in the aftertime shall help the Athenian battle, he shall slay the Medes and save shaken Marathon. Shake your aegis-cape and protect Lyaios, your brother in his black goatskin-cape, who shall drive out the Boiotian captain and save your country6 ; then the citizen of Eleutho shall sing a hymn of salvation, calling Euoi for Apaturios the faithful son of Thyone, if Athens shall celebrate together in Phrygian tune, after her Limnaian Bacchos, Dionysos of Eleusis.
308 “ O you family of Olympos, facing all ways! Ah, here is a great marvel! Hera of Argos stands by
Goatskin. See, for some modern criticism of this curious tale, Rose, Handbook of Gk. Lit., pp. 131 f.
Iacchos, an obscure Eleusinian god, was identified with Dionysos (Bacchos) at a fairly early date in Athens; he is the “ Eleusinian Dionysos ” meant here, and was prominent in the historical celebrations under Athenian patronage of the Eleusinian Mysteries. The Apaturia, which Dionysos has really nothing to do with, was a festival at which children were enrolled in their fathers’ clans. Limnaios was a local Athenian title of Dionysos, from the position of his temple in the Limnai, or Marshes, a piece of low-lying ground of somewhat uncertain locality.
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ΚεΑτροπίδα? 5ἐ φάλαγγας άναόπται Άτθις *Αθηνη, μητρι δἐ πιστά φέρουν, ίμόν υιία Βάχχον ίάσας και στρατιήν (")ρηισσαν ίφ^σπομίΐ'ην Αιονυσφ, ρυ€ται Ίΐ’δον όμιλόν ίμός θρηίκιος "Αρης, άλλα πυρ'ι φλογόεντι σνι·αιχμαζων Αιοννσψ, μουνος ἐγὼ πάιπ€σσι κορνσσομαι, *ισόκ€ Βἐκχο? κυανίην προθίλυμι·ον άιστιόσαί γ<νίθλην. και συ, τ(λ(σσιγόνου φιλοπάρθα* νυμφίΐ Γαίης, ηρ(μί(ΐς, *\\φαιστ€, και ονκ άλίγας Μαραθώνοε, ἐχι βίας αγάμου γάμιον σίλας; ου σ€ δὡάξω μυστιττάλους σπινθήρας αειφανίος σίο λἐχνου. λάρνακα παιho κόμου μιμ\·ησκ€θ παρθινιώνος, ω tvt κούρος ίην Γαιἡιος, ω ίνι κούρη σοι· σπόρον αυτοτόλίστον άνίτρ<φ<ν άρσ*νι μαζω' σοι· πίλίκυν κονφιζι μογοστόκον, οφρα σαωσης σώ λοχίω βουπλήγι πής ναιτηρας *Αθηνης. ήριμίιις, "Μφαιατε, και ου σίο τίκνα σαωσ€ΐς; ήθά8α πυρσόν αει ρ* προασπιστή ρα Κάβειρων, όμμα δί σεῖο τίταιι·ε, και άρχαίην σίο νύμφην μ€μφομίιτ)ν σκοπίαζ< τεἡν φιλόπαώα Καβιιράι Αημνιας Άλκιμάχαα τ€ης ἐπὧεὼται αλκής.”
"Ω? φαμίι·ου σπίρχοιπο θ(θι να€τηρ€ς Όλυμπου, ξυνοι άοσσητήρ€ς Άθηναίη και * Απόλλων, και πυρόίΐς "Ηόςιστο? όμάρτ€€ Τριτογ€ν*ίη. άθανάτοις 8* ίτίροισιν ομίλα σύν8ρομχ>ς "Ηρη, "Αρεα χάρος ίχουσα και ινρνρίίθροι 'Υδάσιτην, 8υσμ€νίιον συνάίθλον όμοζήλοιο κυδοιμοΰ,
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Deriades the foreigner ; Athena of Attica renounces the warriors of Cecrops ; my own Ares of Thrace true to his mother deserts my son Bacchos, and the Thracian host which follows Dionysos, and saves an Indian horde ! But I alone fight for Dionysos with my blazing fire, one against all, until Bacchos shall destroy the black nation root and branch. And you Hephaistos, lover of the Maiden, bridegroom of creative Earth,0 do you sit still and care nothing for Marathon, where the wedding torchb of the unwedded goddess is shining ? I will not remind you of the mystical sparks of your everburning light. Remember the casket in that childcherishing maiden chamber, in which was the son of Earth, in which the Girl nursed your selfbegotten offspring with her manly breast. Lift up your axe that played the midwife,0 to save the people of your Athena with your delivering hatchet! Do you sit still, Hephaistos, and will not you save your children ? Lift your accustomed torch to defend the Cabeiroi; turn your eye and see your ancient bride, your Cabeiro, reproaching you in love for her sons. Valiant Alcimacheia d of Lemnos needs your valour ! ”
331	After this appeal the gods who dwelt in Olympos departed in haste. Athenaia and Apollo united together as helpers, and fiery Hephaistos went along with Tritogeneia. Hera joined herself to the other party of immortals, leading Ares by the hand, and wideflowing Hydaspes, to help the enemy with equal ardour. Rout and Terror went in their
6 Obscure. Does Nonnos take some Marathonian rite in which torches were used to commemorate Athena’s marriage with Hephaistos ?
c He split Zeus’s head with it to let Athena out.
d A Mainad ; for her death, see xxx. 192.
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τοῖσι Φόβος καί Λεῖμο? όμόμποροί, oloi καί αυτή αντίπαλος Βρομίοιο 4χρίσταχνς Ικ€Τθ Λ τῷ, ζωογόν ω φθονόο ι*σα 4κλοσταφνλψ Λιοννσψ, οτ τι μίΟης ποτόν tvp*, παλαίτ<ρον «ἐχος ίλίγ(ας Μο ’Ααγρίος αρχιγόχχηο φατιζομ<\·ου Λιοι·νοον.
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company, and with them cornbearing Deo, the rival of Bacchos, being jealous of lifegiving Dionysos who loved the grapes because he had discovered the beverage of wine ; and this dimmed the pride of ancient Zagreus, the god who first of all had the name of Dionysos.®
° Cf. bk. vi., especially 206.
345
ΛΙΟΝΎΪΙΙΛΚϋ.Ν ΚΙΚΟΪΠΌΝ ΟΓΔΟΟΝ
Κῖςοστόυ σ κοπιάζω και όγδοον, ότπτόθι πολλὴν Κυκλώπων πνρό<σσαν ισαθρησιιας ’Κιιημ.
Έΐ'θ(ί τις άπρήυιτος ιην ίρις· άμφότ*ρο« yap ΦαΰΐΌί Άρισταιός re μιαν σνί'όλασσαν Έ»ακυ, οίαιν ιφωμάρτησι και Αιακός, άξια ρόζων Άη νο ς ιού γ ι κ τηρος, vrrip νωτοιο τιταιι·ων όσττιδα χαλκιίην πολυδαίδαλον, ἡς ι vt κύκλω	Λ
δαίδαλα πολλά πόπαστο,
τα πιρ κάμ< \ημνιος ακμών Καί στρατιη κικόρνστο πολύτροπος
€ΐς μύθον Ινδῶν
σπιρχομίνων άγιληδόν ό μιν ταμισίχροι κιοσω κραιπνός ι ς νσμιι·ην πολυδαίδαλα όίφρα νομίύων πορδαλίων όπόβαινιν, ό δι φρίσσοιτι λιπάδνω 10 ζεΰ£εν ’Κρυθραίων όρισίδρομον άρμα λιόντων και βλοσυρήν ιθυνι συνωρίδα, κυανιας δι άλλο? ιριπτοίητος άκοιτίζων στίχος *Ιιόῶν άστιμφης ᾶγάλιι·ον ιτιρπιτο ταύρον Ιμάσσων, καί τις άναΐξας Κυβιληίδος ιίς ράχιν άρκτου	15
ιχραι δνσμινιισσι, και οίνοπα θύρσον ιλίσσων ηνιόχους ιφόβησι ταΐ’υκνημων ιλκφαντων άλλος άκοιτίζων στρατιην ταμισίχροϊ κισσω ου ξίφος, ου σάκος ιΐχι πιρίτροχον, ου δόρυ χάρμης 346
BOOK XXVIII
Look at the twenty-eighth also, where you will see a great fiery fight of Cyclopians.
Now there was implacable conflict ; for both Phau-nos and Aristaios fought side by side, and Aiacos joined them, doing deeds worthy of Zeus his father, shaking the shield over his back, that shield of bronze curiously wrought on its disc with many patterns of fine art, which the Lemnian anvil had made.
7	And the host came armed in all its many forms, hastening in troops to the Indian War. One with his fleshcutting ivy stormed into battle, guiding a fine car with a team of panthers ; one yoked lions of the Erythraian hills to his chariot, and drove the grim pair bristling under the yokestrap. Another sat tight on an unbridled bull, and amused himself by lashing its flanks, as he cast his javelins furiously among the black Indian ranks. Another leapt on the back of a bear of Cybele, and attacked the enemy, shaking the vinewrapt thyrsus and scaring the drivers of long -legged elephants. Another shot at the foe with fleshcutting ivy ; no sword he had, no round buckler,
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φοίνιον, ἀλλά πἐττὴα φυτών όΧικώλςα at ίων	2ο
Χίπτώ χαλκοχιτων κατίκταην α vt ρα ΜαΧλψ. και πάταγος βροιπαΐος όπίκτ νπ*ν « Γ*# Χος αν Κ* η ΣίΐΧηνοι δ’ ίάχησαν ίπιστρατόωιπο hi Οάκχαι, νίβρίδας ως Οώρηκα κατά στιρι·οιο βαλονσω. καί τις όρίοσιιόμων Σατύρων, άτ( πώλον ίλαννων, 2Λ ποσσι διχαζομύνοισιν tarip ράχιν ήστο Χ«αίνης
’Ινδοί δ’ άι-ταλάλαζοί', άοΧλίζων hi μαχητάς βάρβαρος όσμαράγησιν άγύστρατός αυλός *Ε,νυοΰς" στέμματα μιν κορνθίοσιν,
ίπόκτνπ* h* αιγίόι Θώρη(, ίγχισι Θύρσος ίθνσι, καί ισάζοντο κοθόρνοις	30
άντίτνποι κΐ'ημΐάις' όμοζυγύων hi φορήων στοιχάδίς άΧΧήΧησιν ἐπτμχίδοι-το βθ€Ϊαι, και πρνΧί*ς πρν\/<σσιν, άιρσιλόφψ hi καρήνω Χ\υγδονίην πήΧηκα 1Ιελασγαός ώθα πήληξ.
Καί κ Χον ς ἡ ν προμάχων ΐτίρότροπος-
ος μ4ν άίίρων 35
Βακχίίης όΧίΧιζί μετάρσιος* άλμα χρ^κίης,
6? hi πίσών στινάχιζίν, ο 5* €κροτάλιζ( πίόΐλαι, ος hi τνπί'ις ήσπαιρςι·, ό h' όσκίρτησς Λ ναίω* άλλος από στομάτων ποΧιμήιον ήχον ίάλλων “Αρ*ος ΐγχος ῖμελπεν, 6 δ* €ΐλαπά·ην Λ»οννσον 40 και τίΧίττ} Β ρο μ ίο ιο σνι·€σμαράγησ€ν Έιιχν,
Etua δ’ ίαχ€ ρόπτρα, καί ήγητίίρα κυόοιμοί1 λαόν άοΧλίζονσα σιη·ίκτνπ€ πτ)κ·rihi σάλπιγζ, σπονδή Χυθρον ΐμιξί, φόνο ν δ* (Κ€ρασσ€ χορ*ίτ].
*Ενθα ποΧυ πρώτιστος, όώ ποθι κονφος ό μούσας, 46 αντία ληριάδαο κατηκόιπιζί Φαλην€νς, και τύχ€ν άρρήκτοιο σιδηρ<ίοιο χιτώι·ος’ ου hi τιταινομίνη χροός ήφατο λοίγιος αιχμή, αλλά παραΐζασα πάγτ) χθονί’ Χυσσαλόος hi 318
DIONYSIACA, XXVIII. 20-49
no deadly spear of battle, but shaking clustered leaves of plants he killed the mailed man with a tiny twig. Thunder crashed like sounding pipes : the Seilenoi shouted, the Bacchant women came to battle with fawnskins thrown across their chests instead of a corselet. And a Satyr of the mountains sat astride on the back of a lioness, as if he were riding a colt.
27	The Indians on their part raised their warcry, and the barbarian pipes of war sounded to summon the host and assemble the fighting men. Garlands knocked against helmets, corselet against goatskin, thyrsus rushed upon spear, greaves were matched against buskins ; rows of shields pressed against each other as the ranks which carried them met together, footmen against footmen; Pelasgian helmet pushed Mygdonian helmet with highnodding plume.®
35	Many and various were the fates of the fighting men. One bounded high in air with the Bacchic dance ; one lay groaning upon the ground ; one merrily stamped his shoon ; one gasped under a wound ; one skipt in honour of Lyaios. Another let out the warcry from his lips, and sang of Ares’ lance, another of the festival of Dionysos ; the warshout resounded together with the worship of Bromios, Euian tambours roared, trumpet blared with harp leading the combat and gathering the people, mingled gore with libation, confused bloodshed with dance.
45	There well to the front lightly poised on his foot, Phaleneus cast a spear straight at Deriades and struck the unbreakable coat of mail ; the deadly point thus cast did not reach the flesh, but glanced off and stuck in the ground. Mighty Corymbasos
α Imitated from II. xvi. 215-217.
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Αηριάόη πάλας όχθρόν ιπαΐασοντα νοήσας	βθ
άλκιμις €κίχησι Κορνμβασος t όσσυμόιου Si λαιμόν άπηλοίησ( μ€ααίτατον άορι τάφος, και κεφαλήν ημησ<· όαϊζομόιου Si καρηνου αιμοβαφης άκάρηι-ος όπι χθόνα πϊπτ* Φαληνεῖς.
Άμφι δἐ οι μάθος ώρτο πολυϋροος' άχροτατον Si Μ Λεξίοχος Φλογίοιο μισάφρυον t(tat χαλκω, πλίθας άκρα μότωπα ΟιχαζομΑ·ης τμι·φαλιιης αιnap υ ταρβησας, ολίγον γοιν γοιαός άμιίβων, μηκ(όαιτ} κίκάλυπτο κασιγχαμοιο βθ4ιη,	5β
Λαρόανίης άτ( Τ<νκρον ourrttrrfjpa γ€νόθλης	61
€ις σάκος επταβοειον όόόχνυτο σνγγονος Αίας, β2 πατρώτ) συνάίθλον αδελφῶν άσπίόι κίυθων. αύτίκα δ’ (κ *οΛ<οῖο Κορνμβασος άορ όρνσσας ανχόνα Αίξιόχοιο κατ4πρηνιξ€ μαχαίριΤ και ταχύς άστταίροντι βορών π* ριοόλρομ* \τκρώ ΛΛ οίστρομανης Κλιπιος, πρνλ/ων πρόμος· νφιλόφου Si κραιττχός όριπτοίητος άκόιτισ* Αηριαδήος· άλλα δόρυ προμάχοιο παρακλιδόν ότραπ(ν ’Νρη, και Κλντίω κοτάονσα και *Ι»·Οοόςνα> Λιονὐσιμ·
Ζμπης δ* ον κ άφάμαρτ€ ταχύς πρόμος*
άλλα τορησας 70
θηρός άμαιμακότοιο ττ (.λώριον avOtpuZva ορθοπόόην όλόφαιτα κατόκταν€ Αηρια&ηος* και μογόων όόννησιν 6λην ότιικιξιν άπηνην αύχόνι κνανόιρ π ( ριόό ξ ιος ηλίβατος θηρφ και γόνον αι θ άσσων σκολιην προβλήτα προσώπου "δ αιμοβαφή ζυγίων άκσιιρασ* θέαμα λ€παδνων άλλα πολνκληιστον υπό ζυγόν άορι κάμφας ανχενίων άνόκοφίν όμόζυγον ολκόν ιμάντων ηνίοχος ταχν€ργός· α ττ* cύρυβάτοιο Si φάτνης ύφιφανη νόον άλλον όλων ε£ενῦ< Κελαηπὐτ 350
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noticed the enemy as he rushed at Deriades, and madly attacked him—struck his neck as he charged and sheared it through with his sword, mowing off the head : at the shearing stroke, Phaleneus headless and bathed in blood fell to the ground.
55 About him rose a tumultuous din. Dexiochos grazed the forehead of Phlogios,0 and his blade cleft the helmet and cut the brow : the wounded man, startled, moved back step by step b and took shelter behind his brother’s great shield, as Aias used to receive his kinsman Teucros, that shooter of arrows against the Dardanian nation, under his sevenhide shield, and sheltered his brother and comrade under his father’s targe.c In a moment, Corymbasos drew sword from sheath, and cut through the neck of Dexiochos with his blade. Quickly with a mad leap over the palpitating body came Clytios, a leader of the footmen, and raging wildly cast at high-crested Deriades ; but Hera turned the spear away from the man, for she hated Clytios and Indian-slaying Dionysos both. Yet the warrior’s quick shot did not miss ; it pierced the monstrous throat of the straightlegged elephant which Deriades rode, and killed the furious beast. The mountainous creature in agony cleverly shook the whole car which he carried on his black neck ; and shooting out the trunk which curved round his face, disengaged the bloodstained ropes of his yokepads. The driver quickly dived under the famous yoke, and sword in hand, cut the mass of knotted straps which held the yoke over the neck ; then Celaineus brought a new one hightowering from the wide stables and got it ready.
e See xxvi. 45.	b From II. xi. 547.
c See xiii. 461, and Hom. II. viii. 266.
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Και Κλὑτιος θρασύς ίσκ*ν u»*i«cck ίλπΣΒ« νίιτης* Δε^ιόχοι; δἐ όςιῇα καλίσσατο θυιάΒι ώωνή,
Χοίγιον νβριστηρι χιών ίπος avOtp^wvf “ Στὸνι, kvwv, μη φςνγ*, Κορνμβασ*,
καί at Βιόά(ιυ,
οϊοι άκοχ-ηστηρςς όπάονίς (ίσι Λναίου.	8i
υ μίας ιις Φρυγίην Χηίσσομαι, άστε α 6* Ιιόωκ Βηώσίΐ δόρυ τοντο, και 'ΙνΟοφοιὉι μετά ιἐκην ΑηριάΒην θςράποιτα ΛιαηῬσοιο πλίσσω' παρθινικη Β άνάιΒνος ίἣν Λὑσεκ κορςίην,
Btyyvpiioj Α»ατνροιο όασυστίρχνυς νμ·ι<αιους,	ίΚ)
*ΙνΟἡ Μιὰρονίοιο μιαΛνομίνη σχςόον 'Κρμον.
“Ω? φαμίιου κςχόλωτο Κορύμβασος, όφιμόθον* Bi φθίγγομίνου ΚΛιττίοιο Βιίθρισιν άνθςρςώνα* και κίφαλή π«ττότητο μετ αραιός άλματι Μ οίρης, αίμαλίη ραθάμιγγι π<ριρραΙι·ονσα κονίην.	Μ
Καί νεκι/ν όρχηστηρα παλινΒίνητον ίάσας Α,ίΐΧηνούς ίφόβησί Κορνμβασος, ίζοχος * Ινδών, ίξοχος ήνορίην μ€τά Μορρία και βασιλήα. αιχμητην Bi Σ,ίβητα βολίον νττίρ άντυγα μαζοΰ χαλκίον ωθαν ίγχος ίσω χροος, αίμαλίον Si 100 Sov par ος ίλκομίχοιο χιτη κατίβαλλ* κονίη.
OΙνομάω Β' ίπόρονσίν 6 μ(ν φαγάς ·ίκ*Χος ανραις €ΐς στρατιην ΙΙρομίοιο τι&ηπότι χάζίτο ταρσῴ* καί μιν ίΒών ίόίιοκίν όπίσπρος, €ν δ* dpa vurrut μςσσατίιν δόρυ πῆἔπ όιαισσουσα Bi punj	106
γαστίρος άχτπτόροιο παρ' όμφαλον avdopcv αιχμή· αντάρ 6 φοιί'ηαπι πιπαρμίνος άμφί σίδηροι πρηνής άρτιΒάικτος ίπιυΧίσθησ( κονίη· τον Bi κατά βΧίφάρων θαιπτηφόρος ίσκςπιν άχΧΰς ovBi μόθων άπίΧηγί πίλιορ πρόμος· άλλα μαχηται 110 1 So χ: I.udwioh άφψόθον.
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81 Now Clytios grew bold with hope of victory undisputed. He challenged the slayer of Dexiochos in a madman’s voice, and uttered fatal \vords with insulting tongue :
84 “ Stand, dog ! Flee not from me, Corymbasos ! I will show you \vhat javelin-throwers are the servants of Lyaios ! I will lead you all captive into Phrygia —this my spear shall devastate the cities of India— after the Indian-slaying victory I will make Deriades the lackey of Dionysos ! The virgin shall loose her maidenhood \vithout bridegifts—she shall accept a shaggychested Satyr for husband, an Indian ravished beside Mygdonian Hermos ! ”
92 Corymbasos was infuriated by these words. Clytios was too late—the other shore through his throat as he spoke. The head bounded high with a leap of fate, raining drops of blood on the dust.
96 Corymbasos left the dead body dancing and rolling on the ground, and scattered the Seilenoi, Corymbasos chief of the Indians pre-eminent for valour next to Morrheus and their king. He struck Sebes the spearman above the circle of his breast, and drove the spear of bronze into the flesh, drew out the bloody spear and left him there in a heap of dust. He leapt upon Oinomaos : he \vas retreating quick as the wind \vith startled foot to\vards the army of Bromios, but the other saw him and pursued, and thrust his spear into the middle of his back—the point leapt in and went through the belly with the thrust and out at the midnipple. The man transfixed with the bloody steel and ne\v-slain sprawled flat on his face in the dust; the mist of death came down on his eyelids. But the prodigious hero did
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τίσσαρ*ς ίνπηληκις ίνί KTtix-ovro φονηι.
Τυνδάριός τε Ηόων τε και Αιττεσἷαν ircu ’Ονἀγ.
Και πολύς‘ άρτιδάικτος ὲνν νίκνς,
οι) χθονί πίπτων
πρηχ'ης, ον 8απίόω τΐταννομίχχ>ς ΐΉτιος avtjp' άλλα θανών α τάχιστος €π<στηρίζ< το Yaifl,	ΠΛ
μαρναμιχω προμαχώ παι·ομοιιος, ως όάρυ πολλών, ως τανύων θοά τόξα και ως βέλος <»V σ*σιτ<>ν ΐλκωχ και νίκνς άλκηιις ποθίων μιτά πότμον 'Κήπο ΐΊ)ματα Mot/xiu/r ιβιηοατο, όονρατι κούφψ (Γκιλος αίχμάζοχπι, πολνσπιρίων από τόξων	120
€Κ κιφ<ιλής βι λι ι σοι πίπαρμιχ·ος ιις πόόας άκρους,
"Αριος ορθόν άγαλμα· καί αίχμητηρα Θανόντα όμμασι θαμβαλιοισιν ιθτμμιαχτο μαχηται,
(γχ°ς «τι κρατιοντα και ον ριφαΛπα βοιίην,
νικρόν άκοχπιατηρα και άττνοον άσπιόιωτην.	Ι2Λ
Καί τις ’Αθηι-α ίοιο τυχών όασπλ ιτιρην ημησι, βραχιοχ·ος άκρον η δι κνβιστησαοα φόνου βητάρμονι παλμω ήριπιν άρτιόάικτος, όμηλικι σνμπλοκος ώμω, ξανθά διαστίζοι·σα κατάρρυτα ι·ωτα κονίης.	130
καί νν κιν άλλομίιημ ταχαόν όόρν χοίρος (ρνσσας *ΥΧ€ι τηλιβόλω παλιχάγρ^τον ιΐχ€ν Κ νικά, και λαιη πολίμιζι όορνσσόος άντίτυπος χ€ιρ αλλά μιν άχτικίλινθος άιάρσιος ίφθασίν άνηρ, και λαιην προθίλνμχ-ον άμοιβάόι τυφι. μαχαίριy	135
καί παλάμη χθονί πϊτττιν, άκοντίζων δἐ φονηα αιμαλιης ίρραινιν ί κη βόλος ολκός ί άρσης πορφυράαις λιβάόισσιν, ίτπιρ όαπΐόοιο δἐ δειΛἡ άλμασιν αντοκνλιστος ιπάλλιτο μαινομενη χ€ιρ αίματι φοινιχθίΐσα, καί αγκύλα δάκτυλα γαίη ΜΟ €νπαλάμω σφηκωσι μίσω γαμφώιυχι &€σμω,
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not cease from slaughter. Four helmeted warriors were killed by this one slayer, Tyndarios and Thoon and Autesion and Onites.
113 Many a dead man also was there, just slain, yet he fell not forward to the ground, he lay not stretched out on his back : no, though dead he stood firmly on the earth, like a warrior fighting in the front, as if poising a spear, as if drawing bow and aiming a quick shot at a mark. The valiant dead, yearning for battle after fate had found him, compelled the threads of the Fates, like one casting a light spear, pierced from head to foot with arrows from countless bows, a standing image of Ares. The warriors gazed with wondering eyes at the dead spearman, who still held his spear and had not dropt his oxhide, a spearman corpse, a targeteer without life.
126 One struck an Athenian, and shore off his right arm with the dreadful steel, cutting through the top of the shoulder ; the limb just cut off with shoulder attached, fell rolling in the dance of death and scoring along a stretch of yellow dust. The man would have pulled the long spear out of the rolling hand and made fight again with a long throw, battling with spear throwing left instead of right ; but an enemy blocked his way and got in first, cutting off the left at the shoulder in its turn. The arm fell to the ground, and a farshot spout of bloody dew struck the slayer and drenched him with crimson drops ; on the ground the poor hand went madly rolling and jumping, reddened with blood, while the curved fingers caught a good handful of earth in its imprisoning clutch, as 1
1 So mss. : Ludwich Πτίλος.
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οΓα nt ρισφίγγουηα πάλιν τιλαμώνα βοιίης. καί τινα μύθον ιιιπιν * *Αρήια δάκρυα λιιβυη
" "Αλλην tinίτί χ<ίρα λιλαίομαι, δφρα τιλόσσιο τριχθαδίαις παλάμησιν ιπάζια Τμτογο*€ίης*	141
ιμττης καί μ(τά χΰρας α σίραιον άνδρα όια>ζα/ τούτο μοι ψοριης «τι Α* ίψαιον, όφρά τις <Γπρ εἐκος* 'ΑΘηι·αιιυν πιριόίξιον, οττι καί αύτοΐς ποσσιν άριστινονσι δαιζομόνιον παλαμαιον.
"Ως dnojv προ^ιάχοισιν όπιδραμιν ιίκιλος αυραις, 1δ( νσμίνην άσίδηρον ιπιντνιχον όλιτηρι. οι δι μιν άθρησain’t? ιθάμβιον άλλος ἐν* <£λλῳ, και πρόμον ημιτιλιστον ικυκλώσαντο μαχηταί άμφιλαφιϊς* 6 δἐ μούιος άφκιδόι δόκτο μαχαιρη πληγην αλλοπρόσαλλοι· άμοιβαίοιο σίδηρου*	13ί
και μόγις (Ις χθόνα πϊπτ(ν ιην δι τις * Αριος (Ικών όφιγόνψ ι·αιτηρι φυλασσόμενη γε»πτῆμα.
Ού τότε μονιος όμιλος ιτιμνττο π(ζός όδίτης, άλλἀ καί ιπττηισσιν ιην φόνος· ιστιχι δ* άλλος άλλα) ποτ μοι· άγιον ἐλατὴρ 3* (λατηρα κιχησας, 1β< η προτιμία φιυγοιπι μετάφρι ι·α δουρι δαίζων, η σχιδον άιτιόοηπα κατά στιρνοιο τυχησας, ιππόθιν άρτιδάικτον ἐπεστυψἑλι^ε κονίη. καί τις νπιρ λατχάρην β( βολή μόνος ίππος όιστώ ιίς πέδον ηκόντιζιν άπόσσυτον ηνιοχηα,	ιβἱ
οΐος αι ρα ιπότητος άλημονι σύντρομος αΰρτη Χ\ηγασος ιοκνπιτης άπισιίσατο Ηιλλιροφόντην
β Their is a pun on the mmr, λλ if it contained the word “ third.” The difference of quantity would not be heard in
the speech of Nonnos.
* Double-handed is said of those who arc equally strong with both haruR Here it means double glory, for hands
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if gripping again the shieldstrap. The man shed a soldier’s tears, and spoke :
144 “ What I Mrant is another hand, that with three hands I may do deeds worthy of Tritogeneia ! ° Never mind—I will pursue the enemy, if I leave my hands behind. So much remains for my valour ! Then all may tell a double-handed glory for Athens, how her sons are heroes when their hands are cut off and they have nothing but feet! ” b
150	So saying, he rushed like the wind into the battle, and attacked his destroyer unarmed. The enemy stared at him in amazement one and all, and surrounded the half-soldier on all sides ; he quite alone received stab after stab, as the steel struck again and again with merciless blows, until at last he fell to the ground, a warlike image preserving the memory of the progenitor for a citizen of later days.0
158 Not only those who fought on foot were cut down ; there was death for the horsemen too. On they went, one bringing fate for another. Rider caught rider, piercing his back with a spear as he fled before, or striking him face to face on the breast ; he shook him awayd in the dust, new-slain, as he sat his horse. One horse struck by an arrow in the flank, shook off his rider headlong upon the ground, even as Pegasos flying high in the air as swift in his course as the wandering wind, threw Bellerophontes.*
and feet both, but the word neatly glances at the special circumstances.
c Very dubious; the text is corrupt. Cynegeiros is supposed to be meant. He was the brother of Aeschylos, and at the battle of Marathon seized hold of a Persian ship with one hand ; when this was struck off, he seized it with the other.	d i.e. cleared his lance-point.
* ΛΝΤιβη Bellerophon tried to ride him up to heaven.
357
NONNOS
άλλος έριπτοίητυς όλισθηρων άττό νοττίον όρθιος ίππςίης δι α γαστέρος ςις χθοι·α πίπτων κνμβαχος έστηρικτο πάρωρος, άμφί hi γαίη κράτα βαλο)ν tκνλισσς, λιπών πόδα? ςίς ραχιν ίππον.
Καί βριαροί Κάκλα*π<? ςκνκλιόσαντο μαχητάς, Ληνός άοσσητήρςς· ομίχληςντι hi λαια
*	λργίλιπος σιλάγιζς άχρανγςα &αλό»' atipwv,
και χθονίιρ κςκόρνστο πνριγλιυχινι κςραυνψ	17ί
μαρνάμιιος hath*σοι' και ςτρςμον αίθοπςς *Ιι£οι ουράνσυ πρηστηρι τιθηπότςς αντίτνπον πυρ' και πυράς ις πρόμος ήςν ςπ* άιπιβίιον hi καρηνοις Γηγςνέος σπιι-θήρςς ςτοξςνοντο κςραυνοΰ* και μςλιας νίκησς και άσπςτα φάσγανα Κυκλωφ, ΙΜ σε ίω ν θςρμα βςλςμνα και αιθαλό^σσαν άκιοκήν, δαλόν (χων άτς τόξα· και άσπςτον άλλον ἐπ* άλλοι
*	Ινδοί- όιστιυτηρι κατςφλςγςν ait ρα πυρά ω, ούχ ςι·α Σα.λμιυΐ'ψι, ιόθιο δ* ήλςγζς κιραυνψ'
ούχ ϊνα μοννον ςπςφνς Θςημάχον ου μια μοννον ΙΛί Kvahinj στςνάχιζς μαραιι-ομένον Καπανῆος.
Και Στςρ<ίττης κςκόρνστο σέλας μιμηλον έλισσιυν, αίθςρίαις στςροττησι φάριον αντίκτυπον αιγλην, σβιστόν ϊ χων αμάρυγμα,
ΤΟ π*ρ TtK€V Ύ.σπςρίη φλόξ, σπέρμα πυρός Σικςλοΐο καί αϊθοπος έσχαρςώνος· 1W και νςφέλη σκέττας ςΐχςν όμοίιον, έν&όμνχον hi
β 'Πη* mention of Salmoncns hrrr i> gTT»trs<|urljr inappropriate. He was kinp of Klis and prrtrndcd to be Zeus, imitating the thunder and lijrhfnmif with β bron** implement of Mime kind nnd torches. Arm thrrrforr killed him with real lightning. The Indians air not mimicking anything, they are beinp killed with the Cyclops's imitation lightning !
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Another in terror slipt off the horse’s back and fell to the ground at full length over the horse’s belly and hung by his side like a tumbler, and rolled along dragging his head on the ground with his feet on the horse’s back.
172 Now the grim Cyclopes, allies of Zeus, surrounded the fighters. Argilipos lifted a shining torch and shed light on the throng through the dark clouds. He was armed with a firebarbed thunderbolt from the underworld, and fought with firebrands : the swarthy Indians trembled, amazed at that fire so like the heavenly firebursts. A champion all of fire he was, and the sparks of earthborn lightning showered upon the enemies’ heads. The Cyclops conquered ash-pikes and countless swords, shaking his hot missiles and his flashing points, with brands for his arrows : one upon another, countless, he burnt the Indian men with the blazing shafts, chastising with pretended thunderbolt not one Salmoneus® alone, slaying not only one enemy of God ; not one Euadne alone groaned, or only one Capaneus was scorched up.
187 Steropes also was armed with a mimic lightning, which he brandished like the lightningflash of the sky, but an extinguishable brand, the child of Western flame, seed of Sicilian fire and that smoky forge ; a dark pall covered it like a cloud, and beneath it he
Capaneus was one of the Seven against Thebes ; he was just mounting the walls when he declared Zeus himself could not stop him now; Zeus took up the challenge and killed him with a thunderbolt. His wife Euadne grieved for him so bitterly that she threw herself on his funeral pyre. It is just possible that Nonnos means in 186 that many Indian women had occasion to perform suttee, but his ignorance of their customs is so dense that it is far from certain he had ever heard of such a thing.
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κρνπτί και άφ άνίφην* σόλας όιόυμαχηι παλμψ, φόγγίος ονρανίοιο φάριον τόπον άστ€ροττη γσρ ίρχομίΐΎ) φίόγονσαν όχι ι πολινάγρ€τον αΐγλην.
Και Ιΐρόντης πολίμιζ* μόλος κ(λαδίΐνον άρασσα»» , 195 βρονταίοις πατάγοισι χίιον αντίκτυπον ὐχώ*
Λα ι ζίίνη ραθάμιγγι χαμαιγίνόος ιιφιτυϊο πυιητόν προχίιον μιννώριον αιθρίαν ύδωρ μιμηλαις λιβάδισοι νόθος πόλιν άιι·ι φίλος Ζιλ. βροιτής δ’ ισοτόπου τίχιτ'/μοιη δοϋπον όασης 200 dV φόνον άιπιβίιυν Ι^ικιλώ κικόρυστο αιθέριο, κ αι δονόιον ραιστηρα μ* τάρσιον νψόθιν ώμων δυσμινία»ν ῆρασσε καρτμιτα πνκνα σιδηρά» τόπτι δ’ «Vιστροφάδην ζοφχρας στίχος, οϊά περ αὶ<ι AiTitiito ττ α τ άγιο σφνρηλατον άκμονα τόπτιον. 205 και σκοπιής πρηώνα τ α ιτ»κρηπιδος άράζας όγχιϊ πιτρτμντι κατιτριχι Αηριαδήος· και παλάμη πιρίμιτρον αφ*ιΛ«'ι πότρον ίάλλίον άιπα κυρνσσομιι·οιο μιλαρρίνου βασιλήος στηθια λαχιτμντα χαραδραίη βάλει* αιχμή·	210
αυτἀρ ό τοσαατίιυ μιθόων μνλοιιδόι πότρψ στόρνον όλον βιβάρητο' φόιαν δ* ήμιηνν Ύδασπ~ης παιδός ιον βληθόιπος. ό δι θρασό*ς, ιλκιϊ κάμνων, α καμάτων δόρυ θονρον ίών άπισιίσατο χιιρών, χαλκίον ιικοσίπηχυ, πιδιο δ* ιρριφι βοιίην	215
αιόομόναις παλάμησί’ και άδρανις άσθμα τιταίνων, μαρμαρίη yAcu^m τιτυμμιι·ος άνπτ)'α μαζοΰ, ηίρόθίν προκάρηιος απ' ηλιβάτον πόσι 8ίφρον, ιας όΧάτΐ] πιρίμιτρος νπίρλοφ>ος- -η δι πισοΰσα άσπιτον ινριίης πιριδιδρομι κόλπον άρούρτης—.	220
άμφι δι μιν προχνθίντις ϊ ς άρματα κοόφπσαν *Ιν&οί, δαδιάτις Κύκλωπα δυσειδἐα, μη τινι pnrrj υφιτιχ·η πάλιν άλλον ίλών πρηώνα κολώνης 360
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now hid the light, now showed it, in alternating movements, just like the flashes in the sky ; for the lightning comes in flashes and goes again.
195 Brontes also was in the battle, rattling a noisy tune with a din like rolling thunderclaps : he poured an earthborn shower of his own with strange drops falling through the air, and lasting but a moment— an unreal Zeus he was, with imitated raindrops and no clouds. Then leaving the artificial noise of this mock thunder, he armed himself with Sicilian steel against the enemy ; swinging the iron hammer high over his shoulders he smashed many an enemy head, and struck the dusky ranks right and left, with a clang like the blows as if he were ever striking on the hammerbeaten anvil of Etna.
206 Next he broke off a crag from a farspreading rock, and rushed upon Deriades with this stony spear. He hurled the huge rock with merciless hand against the blackskin king who stood ready, and struck his hairy chest with its rocky point. The king was wholly staggered with the heavy blow of this huge millstone full on his chest, like a drunken man ; but Hydaspes rescued his stricken son from death. The bold king, crushed by the blow, dropt the furious spear from his never-tiring hands, the twentycubit spear of bronze, and threw his shield on the ground out of his shamed grasp, with little breath left in him; struck on the round of his breast by the pointed stone, he fell down headlong out of his lofty car like a tall high-crested firtree, which falling encompasses a vast space of wide earth. The Indians crowded round him and lifted him into the car, fearing that the ugly Cyclops might get another crag of some lofty hill and throw
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τρηχαλίιρ βασιλήα κατακτιίν*ι* βςλίμνψ, μήκος *χιυν ισόμ* τ ρο ν ά*ρσιλι>φου II ολυφήμου. -Ι& και βλοσυρού προμάχοιο μί'σιμ σελάγιζε μςπυττιμ μαρμαρυγή τροχό*αιτα μονογλήι-οιο προσώπου· και βλοσυρού Κ νκλιυπος υποπτιμισοιπςς όπωπήν θαμβαλόιυ δ*δόνιμτο φόβ<υ κυα\·όχρο*ς ’ Ι»*6οί, ονρανόθο* 8οκ*οιπ*ς *( Ολυμπίάς όττι 2£εληνη	230
Ι ηγ* it ος ΚάκΛαιττον *ναντ*λλουσα προσ ιό π φ πλησιφ<ιής ήιττραπτ*, προασπίζουσα Λυαιου.
/**ύς δ* πατήρ, Κι·κ·λιοττος ιόών μίμημα κυόοιμού, ύφινίφής *γ*λαασιν, ότι χθοιάων \*φ* λαιυν 8*χνυμ*\π) ξ<νον όμβρον άπαρήτου διά κόλπον 215 νίφ*το μιν τότε γαῖα, χυτήν δ* ούκ «Γχεν «Υρσην άβροχα ι·ιυτα φόρων γι^μι·ονμανι δίφιος αήρ.
Και Ι ράχιος κικόρυστο'
κασιγχημτψ δ* άμα βαινων, ήλιβάτορ παλάμη δονόων σάκος Ισον *ρΐπ\·η, ύφιν*φής *λ<ίτην π*ριμήκ*τον *1χ€ν ’Κλατρ*νς,	240
*γχ*ι δ*νδρή*ντι καρήατα δήια τόμιιυν.
Κύρυαλος κ(κόρυστο· διατμήξας hi κυδοιμώ €Κ π(δίοι· φ* υγοντα πολνν στρατόν άχρι θαλάσσης, κόλπον *ς ιχθνόιιπα π*ρικλ*!ιυν στιχας Μι·δῶι', δυσμ€νίας νίκησιν άκοντοφόρου διά πόντου,	245
όρθιοι· ίΐκοσίπηχυ δι* ῖ>5ατος άορ ἐλίσσων και δολιχώ βουπλήγι ταμών άλιγα'τονα πότρην ριφζν ἐπ' άιτιβίοισιν άτνμβ*ίηονο hi πολλοί διχθαδίης όνόησαν άλιβρόκτου λινα Μοίρης,
"Αρ*ϊ κνματόότι και όκριόιισι β(λόμνω.	250
Γοῖ? α/1 α συγγονος άλλος άριστίυων Άλιμήδης 2Α7 ήλιβάτοις μελ€*σσι ττόλωρ βακχ*ύ*το Κνκλιυφ,
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again, and slay their king with the rough missile— for he was as tall as highcrested Polyphemos.® In the middle of this grim champion’s forehead glared the light of one single round eye ; the blackskin Indians shook with wonder and fear when they saw the eye of the grim Cyclops ; they thought Olympian Selene must have come down from the sky and risen in the earth-bom Cyclops’s face, shining with her full orb, to defend Lyaios.
233	Father Zeus, seeing how the Cyclops imitated his own noise, laughed on high in the clouds that the earth was then flooded with a strange kind of shower from earthclouds upon its bosom, a new experience, while the thirsty air had no downpour through its bare dry expanse.
238	Trachios also reared his head: and Elatreus, marching beside his brother, held and shook a shield like a towering crag, and held a long firtree high in the clouds, sweeping off the enemies’ heads with his treespear.
242	Euryalos reared his head. He cut off a large body of fugitives in the battle, away from the plain and down towards the sea, shutting the Indian companies into the fishgiving gulf; so he conquered his foes over the lancebearing main as he thrust his twenty-cubit blade through the water. Then with long poleaxe he split off a rock near the brine, and threw it at his adversaries ; many then felt the threads of Fate in double fashion without burial, struck with the jagged missile, and brinedrowned in watery strife.
257 Another Cyclops of the tribe went raging and scattering his foes, the prime warrior Halimedes, a
α The Cyclops in the Odyssey, who nearly sinks Odysseus’s ship with a stone, ix. 480 if.
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καί δηίους ιφόβησι · φυλασσόμινος δἐ προσώπου κνκλαδος όμφαλόι ντα προΐσχαif νῶτα βοιίης. 200 καί μιν ίδιον Φλόγιο* κταμιικον τιμήορος 'Ιι&ῖν τό£οι- cor κνκλιοσι, καί ήνιμόιν βόλος ΐλκιυν μισσοφκιιῆ τττιρόιιπι βαλιιν ήμιλλι βιλιμνιρ' άλλἀ τιτνοκομίνοιο μαθών άντώπιον ορμήν δόχμιος ισσνμιιοιο βολήν αλιιιινν οιστοΰ	2βΛ
Κνκλιοφ ΰφικάρηνος' ο οι πρηώνα τινάσσοιν ρίπτι κατά Φλογίον κραιαον βέλος* αίττὸν ό φχυγιυν άρμασι βουκιράοιο παρίστατο ^ηριαδήος, κ α ι μόγις ήιρόφκητον άλεάατο μαρμαρον αιχμήν, κιΐθι μινιον Korean* δι πιρί Φλογίοιο φυγόντος 270 λοιγιον άνθι ριιονα διαπτνζας ' Αλιμήδης δώδικα όκοτας ιπιφνι μι ἡ? μνκήματι φκονής, λνσσαλιης προχιιον ολισήνορα βόμβαν ίιοής.
Κυκλώπιον δ' άλαλητός ιπισμαράγησιν *0λύμπιρ γλώσσαις σ/ι«ρδαλιησι. και όρχηστηρις *Κ.ννονς, 275 Δικταίοι Κορνβαντις ίπιστρατόοηπο κυδοιμω.
Δαμνινς μιν πολιμιζιν άνάραια φύλα όιώκιυν . . . 277 tv πιδίιυ δ* άλαλητός" όριιομίνησι Si Βάκχαις 251 IIρνμνιύς ινδιος ήλθιν, άτι πρνμναιος άήτης ρυόμιιος πλωτήρα σννιττπι νο ιτ α θνίλλαις’ και στρατιή πολνινκτος ιπήλνθιν, οΐος ίκάνιι ι·ηυσι τινασσομίιη^σι γαλψ·αιος ΙΙολυδεὑκηε,	255
ιννήσας βαρν κνμα θνιλλοτόκοιο θαλάσσης.	256
Ιίοσσί δ’ ιλαφροτιροισι διιπτοίησι μαχητάς 278 Ώκύθοος* πολεας δι κατίκτανιν όξιι πότμιρ, τόν μιν ινι σταδίη δαμάσας δορί, τον δι βιλίμνιρ 280 τηλιφανης, ιτιρον δι ταμών δασπλήτι μαχαίρη*
a With his brother Castor. The apprarnnor of the two (in the form of St. Elmo's tirr) on the ringing of a &hip is a portent of escape from a storm.
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monster with towering limbs ; guarding himself he held before his great round eye a bossy oxhide shield. Then Phlogios the avenger of the slain Indians saw him ; he rounded his bow, and drew back the windswift shaft to pierce the eye in that forehead —and he would have done it, but as he aimed, the highheaded Cyclops saw the coining attack, and dodged the blow of the flying arrow by shifting aside. Then the other poised a rock and threw the rough missile at Phlogios ; but he retreated and stood by the car of oxhorned Deriades, and thus just evaded the sharp stone flying through the air, and there he remained. But Halimedes, angry that Phlogios had retreated, opened his deadly throat, and with one loud roar slew twelve men by pouring out one man-destroying boom of his furious voice.
274 The warcries of the Cyclopes made Olvmpos ring with their terrible sounds ; and the dancers of battle, the Dictaian Corybants, joined in the battle.
277	Damneus fought and pursued the enemy tribes. . . . On the plain the warcry sounded. Prym-neus succoured the excited Bacchant women, like a fair wind which blows astern and saves the mariner riding with the gales; full welcome he came to the army, as Polydeuces a brings calm to buffeted ships when he puts to sleep the heavy billows of the galebreeding sea.
278	Ocythoos b with light quick step scared away the warriors. Many he slew with speedy fate, bringing down one with spear in stand-up fight, one with a shot at a distant view, cutting down another with
b See xiii. 144.
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άλλου ετι προϋίοιτα, πιφιτ/μίνον tiKtXov ανραις, λνσσιμ ις όκίχησ€ ποόήν*μα γονι·ατα πολλών t €ις δρόμον Ίφίκλο* πανομοίιος, ος τις ἐπείγων ταροά ποδών άβατοι υ κατ ιγραφκν άκρα γαλήνης, 2ΗΛ και σταχυων ίφόπ«ρθ€ μιτάραιον *Ιχ( πορ*ίην, άνθιρίκων πάτοι· άκρον άκαμπία ποσοο· ὁ3<ι>α»ν. 'ίΐκυθοος πόλ* τοῖο? άίλλάϊτος. tv hi κν&οιμοΐς ίίλιπόδην tcm^at Μίμος ίυρυθμον Τῖνυὡ, και στρατόν € πτυίηο*., χοροίτυπον άορ (λίσσων, 290 σκαρθμόν ϊχων άγόλαστ ον όνόπλιον ιόμονι τα pout, υιόν οτc Κρονίοισιν υπ* ούασι όούπον όγςίρων \\νρριχος Ιόαίοισι σάκος ξκφόισσιν άράσσων φαώομόνης αλάλαζ« μόλος μιινόιμον Ήχοι·*·,
7.η νός ΰποκλόπτων πάλι να υξόος ϊγκρικφον ηβην 29S τοῖον ϊχων μιμηλόν όνόπλιον άλμα χοριιης χαλκοχιτων όλόλιζ* Μίμος άν<μιόδ<α λόγχην* τόμνων δ* ιχθρα κάρηνα, σι&τμχα λτμα χάρμης,
* 1 νδοφόνοις π<λόκ*σσι και άμφιπλήγι μαχαίρτη δυσμ€\·όιυν ἐτίταιι·ε θαλνσια μάρτνρι Βάπχιν,	300
<ΐ»*τι θνΐ)πολίης βοόης και όθήμοι-ος οίνου λοιβήν αίματό<σσαν όπισπόι-δκον Siuvvotu.	3<ι2
Καί ττοθοί άσταθόος κνκλουμ€νος ΐδμονι ταρσώ, 309 σύντρομος 'ίΐκυθόω κορυθαίολος ηκν * Ακμών'	310
μάρνατο δ' άστνφόλικτος άτί σφυρήλατος άκμων, ασπίδα κουφίζων Κυρυβαιτίόα, της tvl μ* σ σ ω πολλάκις ΰπνον lavtv tv ovptai νηπίαχος Zcvy* και Λῶ? οίκος Ζην ολίγον σπόος, Ζι·θα t Ktivrj αιζ Uprj γλαγόίντι νόθω μαιώσατο μαζώ,	315
£ίΐνον άναβλυζουσα σοφόν γλάγος, turt βθ€ιη κλ€φιτόκοις πατάγοισι σακόσπαλον Ζβρ*μ€ν *\\χω,
• Hom. //. \xiii. ff.
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horrid knife; another still running onwards and flying like to the breezes the furious pursuer caught, plying his knees and feet quick as the wind—as good a runner as Iphiclos,® who used to skim the untrodden calm only touching the surface with the soles of his feet, and passed over a field of corn without bending the tops of the ears with his travelling footsteps. Ocythoos was like him windfootecl.
288 Mimas was in the thick of the fray, making a dance of battle with woven paces and frightening the host, swinging a capering sword, the dancer-at-arms skipping in dead earnest with knowing leaps ; as once the pyrrhic dance raised a noise in the ears of Cronos, and clanged sword on shield on Mount Ida, and rang out a valiant din to deceive the enemy, as he screened the stealthy nurture of growing Zeus. So mailclad Mimas brandished his spear in air in mimicry of the dance-at-arms, as he cut down the heads of his foes, an iron harvest of battle; so he offered the firstfruits of the enemy to witnessing Bacchos with Indianslaying axe and doublebiting sword ; so he poured his libation of blood and gore to Dionysos, instead of the sacrifice of cattle and the wonted drinkoffering of wine.
309 Beside Ocythoos, Acmon with brilliant helmet moved his restless circling feet in kno\ving leaps. He fought unshakable like the hammerbeaten anvil of his name,6 holding a Corybantic shield, which had often held in its hollow baby Zeus asleep among the mountains : yes, a little cave once was the home of Zeus, where that sacred goat played the nurse to him with her milky udder for a makeshift, and cleverly let him suck the strange milk, when the noise of shaken shields resounded beaten on the
367
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τυπτομίισ) μύσα νώτα κνβκττητηρι σιτῆροι.	31H
on· χάριν ασκήσασα λίθον ψίνλήμονα Ἐειη	322
ἀντίδοτον Κρουίδαο K/xhou παρίθηκ* τραπ/ζη. 323 *0 ξνφκπ)ς δ* *Ιδαίο? «'δὐτατο κ ώμον Έννοις, 303 ορχησπηρ πολίμοιο πολύτροπον ϊχιχη; ιλιασιοι, άσωτος Ιι·δοφοιχηο μύθον άίόοΐ'ημύΐ'ος οΐστρψ. 305 Και ζοφ<ρην στίχο, πάσα»* άν*πτοΐησί Μιλχοσειτί θύρσος ίχιον αθονητον €πωννμίην Si φνλάσσων φρικτά κορνσσομίνης μιμησατο κ € vt ρα μιλισσης* 308 και βολίον Κονρήτος ακοιπιστήρα τιταινιυν	3*®
μάμμαρον άιπιπόροιο Μιλισσίος ήμβροτ* Μορ/χὑε, 320 ήμβροτίι·· ου γαρ coi/cc μνλψ Κορνβαντας όΑισσαι. 321 Ξιτὴν δ’ ιίς cv unnc? ομόζνγον <ΐχον 'Κινώ 321 "Αρ€ος ορχηστηρ€ς άτιρπύος· ημφι Si δίφριη	32-5
ληριάδην <rr«*xunjS0v ίμιτρώσαντο βο*ίαι< τ(ύχ<α π€πλιγγοντ(ς, iv €νρνθμω Si κνδοιμψ πύργον Ικνκλίυσαντο φ*ρ<σσακ((σσι χοριίαις.
IX1) δ* ή^ρόφοιτος avtSpaptv €ΐς Λιός α ιλύς,
και κτύπον άμφοτίροη· ίπεδεὧιον ίΰποϊχς Ψίίραι. 330
• Mrlih^d U α l»cr.
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back with tumbling steel to hide the little child with their clanging. Their help allowed Rheia to wrap up that stone of deceit, and gave it to Cronos for a meal in place of Cronides.
303 Sharpsighted Idaios entered the revels of war, that dancer of battle turning his intricate steps, incessantly shaken with the mad passion for Indian carnage.
306 Melisseus also scared all the dusky host with boldness unshaken. True to his name," he imitated the bee up in arms with her terrible sting. Morrheus hurled a hurtling stone against the quick Curetian who faced him, but he missed Melisseus, he missed him—for it is not seemly that a Corybant should be killed with a millstone.
324 So the dancers of cruel war fought all together as one. Round the car of Deriades they gathered in a ring of shields, beating their armour, and surrounded the tower in rhythmic battle and shieldbearing dance. And the noise mounted through the air to the palace of Zeus, and the fairfooted Seasons trembled at the turmoil of both armies.
VOL. II
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ΔΙΟΝΥΣΙΑΚΩΝ ΕΙΚΟΣΤΟΝ ΕΝΝΑΤΟΝ
Κικοστω δ* όι-άτω πολέμων άποχάξιταχ "Αρη?, οΐά ττγρ ός γάμον άλλον (π€ΐγόμ<\·ος Κυθςρςίης.
ΊΙρ^ 3· οκ ῖι·ὐχσε δαιζομίνων στίχος ’Ιιδῶν, δύσμαχον ιμβαλ< θάρσος αγηι·ορι ^ηριαδηι. και ττ λ toy οίστρον ιρωτος ιδίξατο δηιοτητος φρικτός άναξ’ ττρομάχοις δι χιών λυσσωδ<α φωνήν κυανίην στοιχηδόν ολην π(ριδόδρομ€ χάρμην,	&
λαοί· όλον φ€ άγοντα παλισσντον *ις μόβον «λκιον. άλλον ϊντμίτι /κτανεὑμο·ος, άλλον άπιιλη. και θρασύς ίττλίτο μάλλον όμηγ€ρ€€ς δἐ καί αυτοί Kt κλομινον βασιλικός ἐττί κλοιοί tpptov *Ι^δοί. καί λατόμιον στΐχα πάσαν
ϊκηβόλος ισχία* Μ opp* is, 10 πη μιν ἐττ’ άιπιβιοισιν όπισΰοτόιχυν από τόξων πιμπων ηιρό4>υιτον ιπασσντίρων νόφος ίων, τῇ δι παλινδιί'ητον ιον δόρυ θονρον Ιλίσσων Γαληνών κιρόισσαν άνιπτοίησι γιΐ’ίθλην.
Eνχαίτης δ’ ' Υμόναιος ιμάρι-ατο φάσγανα σι ίων, 15 ΘεσσαΑικης άκίχητος νπίρ ράχιν ημίνος ιίτπου, Ιυδοῖς κνανιονς ροδοιιδίι χιιρί δαιζων αγλαιη δ’ ηστραπτιν ϊδοις δι μιν ιίς μισόν * Ινδών Φώσφορον αίγλήαπα δνσιιδίι συι·δρομον ορφντμ 370
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In the twenty·-ninth, Ares retreats from the battle, being urged to another wedding by Cythereia.
When Hera saw the companies of Indians being-destroyed, she threw on proud Deriades courage invincible. The terrible king felt the pride of an intenser ardour for strife. He went about through the whole black army rank by rank, pouring forth his frenzied voice among the forefighters, and rallying all the fugitive host back into the fray, changing one man’s mind by gentle words, one by threats. He grew bolder still, and the Indians themselves recovered and rushed into battle at the summons of their king. Then farshooting Morrheus cut through the whole body of Satyrs : now he discharged a cloud of arrows through the air from his backbending bow against his adversaries ; now he cast his furious spear again and again, and disordered the horned generation of Seilenoi.
15 Longhaired Hymenaios fought s\vinging his sword, out of reach on the back of his Thessalian horse, and cut down black Indians with his rosy hand. He blazed in radiance : you might see him in the midst of the Indians, like the bright morning star against ugly darkness. He drove the enemy to
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καί όηίους όφόβησα·, tntt νύ οί «Γνεκα μορφής 20 μαρναμόνω Λιόίτλσος Λ’ἐπ»<ο' ειλεόν αλκήν.
Ί ου μίν ίδων Ίόβακχος apicrrt νοντα κνόοιμώ τῖνπετο, και σιη-άιΟλον όης ονκ TjOtXt χάρμης άστιροπόρ· Κρονιωιχ>ς, όσον μςλίην ’V/icrouw. α ποτε πώλο ν ίλαννιν άπόσσντον ςις μύθον ’Ινδών, όαιώιλόων Λιό»ΊΗ7ος όμάσταν ανχόνα Θηρών, ίππω δ’ άρμα πόλαζί παρ* ηβητηρι θαμΐζων, κούρον όχων, άτε Φοῖβος· *Ατνμνιον ίστοτο h* aid όγχιφαιημ, όρό<ις bi καί όλκιμος ttv tvt θςσμώ τμθόω μ fit'α ι vt φανήμ ο·αι* tv bt κνόοιμοις	30
καί Γίφ/αtv ίφαvt συιτιιχμάζων * Υμιναίψ. tv bf t μονι·ον όριν<ν, ότι χθονίης από φισλης νιος 0ην Φλεγιίαο, και ου ΚροιίΑαο τοκηος. κ·αί οι fit ι παρόμιμνς, πατὴρ arc παιόα φυλασσων, btipaivutv, Γι·α μη τις όκηβόλος ιον ιηλας	33
κούρον oitrrtvatitv ίπςρχομάιον &ἐ βολάων bt^iTtprjv tTiTaivt προασπίζων ’ Yptvaiov. καί οι άρισπνοντι τόσην όφθόγ(ατο ὸνηἡν*
ΙΙῖμπε βόλος, φιλί κονρ<,
και ούκότι μαίνεται *Αρης· κόλλα Βάκχον όβαλλίς όιστtvrijpa Γιγάντων,	40
βάλΛε τεοΓς· βίλαηαι και αφρονα Ληριαόηα, bvoptvtwv βασιληα Θίημάχον, όφρά τις είπρ*
' άμφοτόρων ότνχησί βαλών ’Χ μόνοιος όιστόυ,
€ις χρόα Ληριάόοο καί ίΐς κραόίην Διονύσου.’ ”
"Ω? φαμόιου Βρομίοιο πολύ πλόον ηφατο χάρμης 45 ιμ(ρόας * Υ μόνοιος όκηβόλος, ω «ττι χοίρων οιστρηας Διόνυσος ίδάσατο μάλλον Έ,νυώ και ζοφςρην προθόλυμνον όλην όφόβησ€ γςνόθλην 372
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flight, since for his beauty’s sake Dionysos inspired him fighting with strength divine.
22 And Iobacchos was glad when he saw him a champion in the battle ; he would not have chosen Cronion’s lightning for ally in his war rather than the ashplant of Hymenaios. If he drove his colt into the throng of escaping Indians, Dionysos flicked the neck of his motley wild beasts, and brought up his car to the horse; he kept close to the youth, and took him as his boy, as Phoibos with Atymnios.® He was always to be seen by his side, and desired the youth to notice him as lovely and valiant at once ; in the conflict he touched the clouds with pride to be Hymenaios s comrade in arms. One thing only incensed him, that the boy’s father was earthborn Phlegyas and not Cronides. He was always near him, like a father guarding his son, for fear that some farshooter might let fly an arrow and hit the boy : as the shafts came, he held out his right hand to protect Hymenaios as with a shield. He encouraged the young champion with such words as these :
39	“ Shoot your shot, dear boy, and Ares will cease to rage ! Your beauty was the shot which hit Bacchos, whose arrows bring down the Giants. Shoot Deriades also with your shots, that foolish king of our enemies, that enemy of God ; that men may say, ‘ Hymenaios hit two marks λυΉΙι one arrow, the body of Deriades and the heart of Dionysos !
45 At this speech of Bromios, the lovely farshooter Hymenaios attacked the battle with more vigour than before ; and Dionysos enamoured, rejoicing in him, rushed in Avith more fury and scattered the whole black nation out and out. One who saw Dionysos
a See xi. 230.
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καί τις· ι8ών Λιό»ΊΚ7ον άφ<ι8ίι λαίλαπι χάρμης *\ν8ωαtv άκόρ7)τον oicrrtvrrjpa καρηιινν	βθ
τοῖον ίπος κατίλίζί φιλοκτ(άνιρ Μελαιῆι*
Το£ότα# τΓῆ αίο τόξα και ήινμό*ντ<ς όιστοί; ήμίας άβροχίταινεί όιστ< νο νο ι γυναίκ€ς. άλλα βίλος προΐαλλι μιιαη·θαδιιμ Λιονὑσατ μη σ€ παρ<ιπλάγζ€ΐ<ν *()λι»μπιον οννομα φήμης· 55 μἡ τρομίοις ποτ* Βάκ·χον, ός οτ χθονίοιο τοκηος ώκάμορον λάχ<ν αίμα, Λιός δ* ίφςνσατο φντλην. btvpo βίλος προίαλλ( καί, ιΐς σκοπόν αι Κ€ τντῆοῃι. δέχι-νσαι άσττετα δώρα βαθυπλοάτου βασιλήος, αΓ κ€ΐ' Γὐχ Λιό»ακ7οι*, αγιρ·ορα παϊδα Ηικὑντ/ε, βθ πνρκαϊής ϊ πιβάιπα Τ(ώ δμηθίντα β<λίμνψ (ν δἐ βίλας λι*«τ*ιο όλοι* μόθον. άμφστίροις δέ, ΰδατι χ€ῖρα? ά(ΐρ* και <ΰχ€θ μητίρι Γαίη* ρίζαν δ’ άμφοτίροισι θιτηπολίας μςτα vitnjv άφιάστοις στομάτισσιν νπόσχςο' και παρά βιυμψ W τανροφυης ίχίτιο κιρα^λκία ταύρον Ύδάσπης,
Γαία δί κνανίη μ(λαιόχροον άρια δίχίσϋω.”
"12? (ίπών παρίπασίν οιστοβόλον Μελαιῆα, άνδρα νοοπλανίιυν KTtavwv δ*δονημίι·ον οίστρο»· αντάρ ό σιγαλίος γνμι·ώσατο πώμα φαρίτρης 70 ῶν ἐλῶν προβλήτα, καί <ιρνοα· ήθάδα ντνρην τοξον όπισθοτόνω παλάμης κυκλονμςίΌς όλκώ, άκρότατον δε σίδηρον ίρασάμαυς πςρι τόξιυ φοινία vtvpa βόιια πςλάσσατο γείτονι μαζατ καί βίλος ιθυκίλινθον άπίπλάγχ&η Λιοννσυυ	"5
Ζ,ηνος ίρητνσαντος, ίνστςφάιου 8* ' Τμτναίον αίμοβαφής τττερόο-τι χαράσσςτο μηρός οιστώ.
Ου δἐ λάθςν Λιόννσον άττήορος ιός αλήτης 374
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like a merciless tornado in the field, piercing Indian heads insatiate with his arrows, said something like this to avaricious Melaneus ° :
52 “ Archer, where is your bow, where are your windswift arrows ? Women in dainty dress are shooting their arrows at us ! Come, aim a shot at shortlived Dionysos ! Let not the legend of his Olympian name mislead you. Never fear Bacchos, who has in him the mortal blood of a quickfated father, and lies when he calls himself son of Zeus. Here—let fly your shot, and if you can hit the mark, accept infinite gifts from our wealthy king, if he sees Dionysos, Thyone’s haughty son, brought down by your shaft and laid on a pyre. One shot would finish all our troubles. Pray to both—stretch out your hands to the Water and pray to Mother Earth, and with truthful lips vow to both sacrifice after victory ; at the altar let bullshaped Hydaspes hold a hornstrong bull, and let black Earth receive a black ram.” b
68 With these words he persuaded Melaneus the archer, a man with a passion for mindbeguiling riches. Silently he took off the cap of his quiver and chose a long arrow ; then drew back the bowstring as he knew how to do, until the bow was rounded by a backward pull of his hand : he brought the deadly oxgut close to his breast till the steel point touched the bow, and the shaft sped straight — but Zeus made it swerve aside from Dionysos, and the winged arrow pierced the bloodbathed thigh of garlanded Hymenaios.
78	But Dionysos failed not to see the arrow swerve
a See xxvi. 257.
6 Black victims are regular offerings to chthonians, i.e. deities living in and under the earth.
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ιττταμα·ος ροιζηδόν, άφιιόέι σι·\Ορομος ανρη·
άλλα διισσυμένοιο βολήν τὴλιη·εν ὁιιττου,
και φονίην άλάιοσιν έκτ^βολίην Μελανῆος*
καί 11 αφίη γλιοχΐνας άπηκόχτιζ* β<λέμχ·ον,
σνγγοι·ος ιμίίροιπι χαριζομέιη) Αιοχ·νσψ,
και βέλος Ιτραττί τόσσον άττό χροός, ιός ότ< μήτηρ
80
παιδῖς «'τι κι·ῶναοιτο? άλήμονα μυΐαν έλάσση, ι) ρέμα φιίριος άκρο ν έτταιθίΌσυικτα προσιόπιρ.
Και χροος άγριον έλκος ίρ*νθομέχου δια μηρόν άγχιφαί’ης 'Υμέναιος έδ^ίκνιπ γείτοιη Βὼτχ<£>, δάκρυ ^έων έρατ€οὐτ ῶτ* όφρέκτιν, οφρα νόηση δ«£ιτ«ρην Επίκουρον άλ*ξικάκου Διοχικτον, ίητρου χατέιον ζιοαρκέος’ ainnp ο λιυκης χ€ιρος έχιον 'Υμέναιον έης έπέβηθ€ν άπηχηης, καί μιν άγιον ἐπάνειfOt πολνφλοισβοιο κνδοιμοΰ νιοθρον έπι σκιόιχτι πέδιρ παρά γιιτοχι φηγψ θήκ€ καρηβαρέοιπα· και ιός 'Υάκινθον * Απόλλων έστινιν άιδροφόιχρ β* βολή μόνον όζέι δισκίο, μ€μφόμ(ΐος Άιφυρον ζηλήμοχης άσθμα θνέλλης, ο vt ιο και Διόνυσος άνέσπασί πολλάκι χαίτην, ομμασιν άκλαντοισιν έπικλανσας 'Υμα·αιιρ. και χροος έκτος tόντας ίδιον πιόγιονας όιστοΰ άσπάσιον λάχ€ θάρσος’ άφ' αιμαλέοιο δι μηρόν λιυκόν έρ^υθομέχου διδυμόχροον έλκος άφάοσιον Φ«ιδομέναις παλάμησιν άνιίρνσιν άκρον όιστοΰ. δάκρυα δ* ηβητηρος όδυρομέχΌΐο δοκ€ΐχον άμφοτέροις κιχόλιοτο, καί Άρει καί Μελανῇι* και γλυκερούς Ιδρωτας άποσμήζας Ύμίναίον μςμφομένοις στομάτ(σσιν νποκρνφίην χ€€ φατῆν*
“ “Αμπελον εκται·ε ταύρος,
"Αρης 'Υμέναιον όλέσσα.
Μ
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aside, as it flew whizzing by, quick as the cruel breeze. But he softened the force of the flying shaft, and made of little avail the deadly longshot of Melaneus ; the Paphian too brushed away the barbs of the shaft, in grace to a sister’s love of Dionysos her brother, and kept the shot just out of the flesh, as when a mother drives off a vagrant fly from her sleeping child, fanning his face with a corner of her robe.a
87 Hymenaios came close to Bacchos, and showed him the angry wound on his reddened thigh. An adorable tear dropt under his brows, that he might make sure of the helping right arm of Dionysos his protector : he wanted a physician to save his life. Then Dionysos caught Hymenaios’s white arm and helped him up into his car; he took him away from the tumult of battle, and made him sit down on the ground in the shade of an oak not far off, heavy and drooping his head. As Apollo bemoaned Hyacinthos,b struck by the quoit which brought him quick death, and reproached the blast of the West Wind’s jealous gale, so Dionysos often tore his hair and lamented for Hymenaios with those unweeping eyes. When he saw the barbs of the arrow outside the flesh, he was glad and took courage, and just touching the white-red wound with gentle hands, he drew out the arrow-point from the reddened thigh. Then seeing the tears of the sorrowful boy he was angry -with Ares and Melaneus both. He wiped off the sweat from sweet Hymenaios, he said reproachfully under his breath :
108	“A bull killed Ampelos, Ares will kill Hy-
This scene is modelled on Hom. II. iv. 88 ff. 6 See x. 255.
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αιθ( hi πάντα? επεφι·ο*, όσους όκόρυσσα μαχητής, καλλ(ίφας ῖνα μουντή· άνούτατον «V πολίμοις γαρ 110 ποιον αχός κλονόιι μι όαϊζομόνοιο Κάβειροι;; ιυτειΛἡ Α,ατνρου πότε που, ποτε Βάκχον όρίνη; Φίληνος π(οότω σταφυλητόμος* Ισμος άλάσθω ΪΙασσαριόων, και μοϋνον άπήμονα παιδα νοήσω. ίλὐτοι κΆιττότα^οί· Άρισταίοιο ττεσὐττος	115
ποιον (μοι ποπ πόνθος, (νρραθάμιγγος οπωρης κρ(ίσσονχι κικλήσκοιτος όής ώόΐνα μιλισσης; ου τάχα μοι πόπρωτυ φυγεΐν ποτε παι6ος άνιην, ΰττι πάλιν τάχα τούτον όλιυλότα παΐόα γοήσω. τις βαρνς άμφοτόροις φθόνος όχρα(ν; d Θ (μις undv, 120 "Ηρη 6(ρκομ('νη ζηλήμονι Βάκχον όπωπη και ι τον άμητήρα μ(λαρρίνοιο γ(\·(θλης,
■ηιθιιυ φθονίουσα και Ιμςίροντι \vatcp
ώπλισί θουρον "Αρηα βαλίΐν 'Χμόναιον όιστψ,
Ίνόψην μ(θ(ποντα νόθην άγνωστον όπωπήν,	125
όφρα νόον όνσόρωτος άνιήσςκ Αυαίου.
άλλα βόλος ταννων ή φοινία τόζα τιταινων
φ(υόαλόιυ Μελάνηι κορυσσομαι, όφρα τςλόσσω
ποιιημ ιμιρόατος όφαλομόνην ‘Τμεναίον.
αι κ( θάνης, 'V/u»xuc, λιπώΐ’ άτόλαττον Έηκό, 130
χάζομαι όκ πολόμοιο καί ούκότι θύρσον α€ιρω.
άυσματας ξυμπαντας όγώ ζώοντας ίάσω,
άμήσας ίνα φώτα, Τ(όν Μελανῦα φονηα.
ου κτάιτ Αηριάόης σε, καί d κοτόα Αιονυσω.
ίλήκοις, Κυθόραα· μετά θρασνν υΐόα Μύρρης	135
μ€ΐλιχον άλλον “Ahiuvtv αμαλιχος ῆλασεν “Αρης,
ήλασ( και ροόόου χροός ήφατο, καί haι μηρού
άρτι πάλιν κ(λάρυζ(ν όπι χθονι λύθρος 'Ερώτων*
αλλά τ€α> ποθόοντι χαριζομόνη Αιονυσω
πόμπό μοι όνθάόί Φοίβον άδελφεον, Γόμο να τόχνης 140
S78
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menaios ! Would he had killed all the warriors whom I have armed, and left me this one unwounded ! What pain troubles me if a Cabeiros is slain in battle ? When could a Satyr’s wound excite Bacchos, when, I ask ! Let the grapewreathed Seilenos fall, let a swarm of Bassarids be scattered, so long as I see the boy alone unhurt. If Aristaios fell—forgive me, illustrious Archer ! what should I care for one who calls the travail of his bee better than the drops of my precious vintage ! I seem to be destined never to be without sorrow for some boy, now I seem likely to be in mourning again for the loss of this one. What heavy spite has attacked both ! If I dare to say so, Hera looked with jealous eye on Bacchos and the young reaper of the blackskin nation ; to spite the young man and enamoured Lyaios, she armed furious Ares to shoot Hymenaios with an arrow, disguised unknown under an Indian shape, that she might plague the mind of Lyaios deep in love. Well, I will assail this false Melaneus, aiming a bloodthirsty shot or casting a lance, that I may exact the price due for lovely Hymenaios. If you die, Hymenaios, I will leave this war unfinished, I will retreat from the battle and lift my thyrsus no longer. I will leave all my enemies alive, when I have mown down one fellow, Melaneus your slayer. Not Deriades killed you, even if he hates me. Ungentle Ares has assailed another gentle Adonis after the bold son of Myrrha—forgive me, Cythereia! He assailed him and touched his rosy flesh, now once more the blood of all the Loves has trickled from a thigh on the ground. O be gracious to your Dionysos in his passion ! Send me here Phoibos our brother, who
379
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λυσίπονου, και κούρον άκόσσιται. ΐσχ(θ, φωνή· Φοίβον (α κατ' Όλυμπον άκηδεα, μὴ μιν άρίνω (λκ(ος ίμ(ρό(ντος άναμνήσας * * 1 ηκινΗην, ττ (μ 77 ί μοι, ήν (Θόλης, ΙΙαχὑοι·α* κ(Ιι·ος Ικόσθω· άμμορός ἐστι πόθων, άλλότριός (στ ι ν *Κρωτων. * ^ ώτιιλής τύπον άλλον ισιόρακον (ν πολίμοις γάρ άλλος αι·ηρ κινιώνα τνπς'ις φαινίααίται αιχμή, άορι δ’ άλλος ιχα παλάμης πόνον, ος δἐ β(λ(μνψ (ις λαπάρην, (Τ(ρος δἐ οι ονατος' (ν κραόιη οἱ λοίγιον (λκος όχοιπι σννουτήθην * Υμιναιψ.'	ΙδΟ
Είπε και (πτοίητο παρακλιόον ομματι λο(ώ ώταλήν χαρίιντος 6πιπ(ύων Υμςι·αιου. μηρ<ο δ* (ιθα και (νθα φιλινιον άνθος ίλίζας, λ(vkov (ριυθομίνω όιόνμόχροον (λκος άφάσσων,
κούρον άν(ζώγρησ(ν (ώ παιήονι κισσώ,	155
οίνον άλ(ξ·ητηρα π(ριρραίνων ' Υμ(ναίω. ως δ’ οτ οπος ταχνκργάς, (π(ΐγόμςνος γάλα ττηξαι, 157 χιονόης κνκόων άπαμ(ίρ(ται νγρον ((ρσης,	160
οφρά μιν όντυνικ πιπηγμόνον αιπαλος άνηρ κυκλώσας ταλάροιο τύπω, τροχοίιΒ(ι ταρσω'	*59
ὡ? ο γ( φοίνιον (λκος ά*<#σσατο Φοιβά&ι τἐχηγ ΙβΙ καί νόος άρτιμόων παλιι·άγρ(Τον (Ιχ(ν Έ»Ίκύ, χ(ΐρος άκ(σσιπόι-οιο Αιωιισοιο τνχήσας. και βόλος ή(ρόφοιτον όκηβάλον (ις σκοπον (λκων τόςα πάλιν κύκλωσ(, τιτνοκόμ(\χ>ς δἐ βιλόμιω 165 ἀντίδοτον πόρε*' (λκος οιστοβάλω Μελανῆι.
Και θρασύς (σοιno κούρος* (φ(σπόμ€\·ος δἐ Α ναίω aid φώτας (βαλλ( και ονκότι λ(ίπ(Τθ Βάκχον. ως δ’ ότ( τις σκιό(ΐς τύπος άνόρος, άπνοος Ιρπων, άγχιφαι>ης αχάρακτος όμόόρομος άιόρός oScvfi, 170
• See iii. 1Λ8.
* Imitated from Iliad v. 902-904.
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knows the art of healing all pains, and he will make the boy whole.
141 “ But stay, my voice ! Leave Phoibos undisturbed in Olympos, or I may provoke him b)r recalling the wound of his beloved Hyacinthos.0 Send me Paieon, if it be your pleasure: let him come ; he has no part in desire, he is alien to the Loves. This is a new kind of wound I have seen. On the battlefield a man is struck in the flank with a spear and the red blood runs, another has a sword-wound in the hand, another is shot in the side or through the ear ; but when Hymenaios got his death-wound, I was struck to the heart with Hymenaios.”
151	He spoke, and shivered as his eye glanced aside and saw the wound of charming Hymenaios. Gently fingering the tricolour white and red of the wounded thigh, he twined about it the plant of Euios, and gave the boy new life with his healing ivy, sprinkling Hymenaios with the wholesome Mine. As the quick-working figjuice b that curdles milk in a trice, mixes with the white liquid and takes away its wet, when a goatherd prepares to compress the stuff in the shape of a cheese-basket on a round mat, so quickly he made the bleeding wound whole by Phoibos’s art ; and the young man sound and whole began fighting again, after a touch of the healing hand of Dionysos. Again he rounded his bow and drew an airflying long-shot upon the mark ; he took aim at Melaneus who shot the arrow, and dealt him a wound in revenge with his own arrow.
167 Now the boy rushed boldly forward. He followed Lyaios, and never fell behind Bacchos now, striking and striking the enemy. As the shadowy shape follows a man, moving inanimate, marching
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καί οι αει crrrtvOovri συνόσπίται, ίοταμόνου Si Γσταται, όζομόνον Si παρίεται, ἐν δἐ τραπόζη μιμηλαΐς παλάμησι συνόμπορος *ίλαπινάζ*ι ᾶς ο γε κούρος tptpvtv όμό8ρομος οινοπι Βἐκχω. οΰδε μάχης Διόνυσος όλώφ<(ν' άλλα τορήσας 176 μεσσοπαγή κουφιζι πίπαρμόι·ον ait ρα θνρσω άρθιον ΰφιπότητον, όν ή*ρίη Si κ*λ*νθω *Ιυδόν όλαφρίζων ζηλήμονι Stixvvtv Ή νη*
Και τίλιων τρισσήσιν ιπιυι·υμιηοιν Ήιιχΰ Θΰος \\ρισταΐος, 8ίδαημόνος "λρ*ος Άγρίύς, 180 ως Νόμιος πολόμιζί καλαόροπα χ€ροί τινάσσων, νυμφίος Αυτονόης όκατηβόλος· ἐν Si κνόοιμοΐς τόςον όχων κλυτότο(ον όόν μιμείτο τοκήα, θάρσος όχων ύπόροπλον όιστοβόλοιο τίκούσης,
Κνρηνης προτόρης 'Υφηί8ος· αίιομανή Si	180
όόσμιον όζώγρησίν άνάρσιον άτρομος *Αγρίύς άγρτύσας arc Θήρα· και άντιβίων όλίτήρα ήθάSι χ*ιρΙ τίταινε βαρνν λίθον, οΧον iptiaας πιαλόης όθλιφ( χυτος ωλινας όλαίης·
8υσμ€νόας δ* όφόβησιν αγηι·ορας ηΘάSι ρόμβω, 190 σε ίω ν χαλκόν tKtiiav, ον tv παλάμησι τινάσσων φοιταλόης όφόβησι μ€μηι·ότα κόντρα μίλίσσης.
θρηικίης Si Σ,άμοιο πυρισθίν0€ς ποΛιῆται Αημνιάόος δυο παΐ8(ς όβακχίνοντο Καβίΐροΰς·
*Ηφαιστου Si τοκήος tptvQo μόνου πνρος άτμώ 1W
σνγγίνόας σπινθήρας άνηκόντιζον όπωπαί.
τοῖσι μιν όξ ά8άμαντος όην οχος· άμφί Si πώλοι
χαλκζίη κροτόοντις άρασσομόνην κόνιν οπλή
καρχαλόον χρ*μ€τισμον άνηρνγον άνθίρίώνος,
ονς γίνότης “Ηφαιστος άμιμήτω κάμ€ τόχνη	200
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close beside him without a mark on it, as it goes with him when he runs, stands when he stands, sits beside him when he sits, and at table shares the meal with an image of hands : so the boy kept beside Bacchos the winegod as he went. And Dionysos rested not in his fighting : nay, he ran a man through the middle and spitted him on his thyrsus, lifted him high aloft upright, and holding the Indian up in the airy ways displayed him to jealous Hera.
179 That divine warrior also played his part, Autonoe’s farshooting bridegroom, as befitted his three names, Aristaios the divine, Agreus the hunter wellskilled in war, Nomios the fighting herdsman cudgel in hand. He held his bow in the conflict, like his bowfamous sire, full of the pre-eminent courage of his archeress mother, Cyrene daughter of Hypseus in the olden time.0 Fearless Agreus hunted one mad enemy like a wild beast and took him prisoner. With experienced hand he hurled a heavy stone for the death of his adversaries, as if he were crushing and pounding the melting travail of the fat olive ; he scattered his proud enemies with his favourite bull-roarer, swinging the bronze plate which he used to whirl when he scattered the maddened stings of the swarming bees.
193	Two iirestrong citizens of Samothrace also ran wild, sons of Lemnian Cabeiro ; their eyes flashed out their own natural sparks, which came from the red smoky flame of their father Hephaistos. They rode in a car of adamant ; a pair of colts beat the dust Anth rattling hooves of brass, and they sent out a dry whinnying from their throats. These father Hephaistos had made with his inimitable art,
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πυρσόν απόλυτη ρο. διαττχΎίοχπας όόόντων, οϊα και Αιήτη, βριαοιυ σΐ)μάντορι Κόλπον, χαλκυπόδων μόρφ<υα€ σιηχυριδα δι ζυγά ταύρων, τίύχιυν χ*ρμά λόπαδνα *cu ίμπνροχ ίστοβοήα. ίΟΙ \Ίνρυμόόινν μιν ίλαυνι, πυριβλιρτω hi χαλινω 211 ιμπυρον ηνιόχων* οιδηροπόδων γίνυν ίππων'	212
χιιρι hi \ι}μνιον ΐγχος, 6 περ κάμι πάτριος άκμων, 20Λ διζιτιρή κυνφπζιν, «ττ* ιι·φικισσι hi μηροίς φάσγαχον ήώρησι σιλασφόρον ci ht τις άνήρ, άκροτάτοις ονύχισαι λίθον rim βαιον α·ιρας θηγαλόης ήρασσι πνρίόρομα νώτα μαχαίρης, αυτόματοι σπινθήρας όιστιυοχπο σιδήρου.
*Αλκών δ* αιθαλόιχτι συχ·ηρμοσι χ(ΐρα βίλίμνω, πατρωης 'Κκάτης θιασιόδςα πυρσόν ἐλίσσων.
Καί φάλαρον σιίοχπις άιρσιλόφον τρυφαλ*ίης Αικταΐοι Κορνβαχτις όπιστρατόωχπο κυδοιμώ, ιίς μόθον οίστρηθόχτις· όμιλλητήρι hi χαλκω φάσγαχ-α τυπτομιχ·ησιν ίπίκτυπι γνμχ·α, βθ€ιαις σκαρθμόίς ἐιτττύποισι' φιρισσακιος Si χορςιης ρυθμόν όμιμήσαχπο ποδών όλικωδίϊ παλμώ,
"Αρύ βακχιυθίχπις. όρισσαυλών hi χ·ομηων Μι·διτὴ hihaipcro γονή Κουρήτι σιόήρω' καί τις άχ^ηρ προκάρηχος όπωλίσθησς κονίη,
(Ισαιων μ ν κη μα βαρυγδούποιο βοςίης.
Καί τι? άιρτάζονσα φιλάνθιμον *γχος *Ε.ννοΰς ϋασσαρις ήκόντιζιν άβακχιύτου hi γ€νόθλης άρσινα πολλά καρηχ·α δαιζιτο θήλ(ϊ Θνρσω. και λασίη παλάμη σκοπιήν λοφώσσαν άίίρων ούρ€ος άκρα καρηχ·α ταμών όκορύσσιτο Αηνςύς, πίμπων όκριόισσαν ἐπ* άχπιβιοισιν άκωκτγν.
Βάκχη δ* άμφαλάλαζί· και άμπιλόςχπις οιστοι κισσοφόριυι παλάμησιν όδινινοχπο γυχ·αικων.
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DIONYSIACA, XXIX. 201-232
breathing defiant fire between their teeth, like the pair of brazenfoot bulls Avhich he made for Aietes the redoubtable ruler of the Colchians/1 with hot collars and burning pole. Eurymedon drove and guided the fiery mouths of the ironfoot steeds with a fiery bridle ; in his right hand he held a Lemnian spear made on his father’s anvil, and by his wellmade thigh hung a flashing sword—if a man picked up a small stone in his fingertips and struck it against the firegrained surface of the sharp blade, sparks flashed of themselves from the steel. Alcon grasped a fiery bolt in one hand, and swung about a festal torch of Hecate from his own country.
215 The Dictaian Corybants joined battle, shaking the plumes of their highcrested helmets, rushing madly into the fray. Their naked swords rang on their beaten shields in emulation, along with resounding leaps ; they imitated the rhythm of the dance-at-arms with quick circling movements of their feet, a revel in the battlefield. The Indian nation was ravaged by the steel of those mountaineer herdsmen, the Curetes. Many a man fell headlong into the dust when he heard the bellow of the heavydumping oxhides.
225	The Bassarid lifted her leafy weapon of war, and cast: from that Bacchos-hating generation many men’s heads were brought low by the woman’s thyrsus. Leneus cut off the peak of a hill to arm himself, and raising the crested rock with a hairy hand, he hurled the jagged mass at his adversaries. The Bacchant women shouted their warcry around, and viny arrows were whirled by the hands of ivy-
α It was Jason’s task to yoke them, see Apoll. Rhod. iii. 409 if.
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ινθα μόλος πλίξασα και "Αριι και Λιοννσω Κύπιτάλη κικόρνστο, φιλοσταφύλω δἐ πιτήλψ κ t ιτ ο ρα κισσόν ιπιμπιν άλοιητηρα σιδήρου,	-35
Ινδαὑμ' δρνόιιτι γονην ολίκονσα κορύμβψ. και δηιιυν κ Χον t ουσα νιφος ρη(ήνορι θνρσω Τερ^ιχόρτ; φιλόβοτρνς ιπισκίρτηοι κνδοιμω, κύμβαλα δινιύουσα βαρύβρομα διζυγι χαλκό*· ου τόσον * Μρακλόης Σ,τυμφηΧίόας ηλασι βάμβα» 240 χαλκόν ίχιυν βαρύδουπον$
όσον στρατόν ήΧασιν *(>Οῶν Τιρφιχόρη κτνπιουσα χορού ποΧιμήιον •Ηχ ώ. καί Ύρυγίη βαρυγουι·ος ιΧιίπιτο νόσφιν όμιλον υστατί!) και ιπηξι φόβιυ πόδας· ουδό rt? αῶῆ ~ιιληνα»ν παριμιμι·(· Χιπον δι μιν αυτόθι μουνην ταρβαλίην, χατίουααν άρηγόνος· ακροπότη δι χιιρας όριξι Μάραη·ι, Μαμών δ* άπιιιπι γιραιήι, όττι χορούς άνικοπτε φιλακρήτων Κορνβάντιυν και Σ,ατύρων aid δι Θιοις ήρα το δαμήναι γηραλίην αι·οιητον υπ' ίγχιΐ Αηριαδήος.	250
και Καλύκτ) ποΧιμιζι παρισταμίιη Αιοννσω οιστρομαιης. τρομιρής δι μι&ης ΐΧιΧίζιτο παλμό»
0ivwihj προθιουσα· βαρυνομινη δι κυδοιμα» γούνατα μιν μογίισκι, φιλακρήτοιο δι νύμφης οιδαλίοι σμήριγγις ιδινιύοντο καρήνον.	255
Και στόνος ήν βαρύδουπος· όμοζήλω δΐ κυδοιμω Αστράιις Σ,ταφύλην, Καλύκην δ* ι δία» κ t KcAcurtiV Σ,ιιληνών δι φάλαγγα δορυσσόος ήλασι Μoppevs
• Not the Muse but a “ dance-cnioyinfr” Ba.vsand. k His fifth labour. Sec Rose, Ifrib. of Gk. Myth., p. 213.
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bearing women. Then Eupetale wove a lay for Ares and Dionysos, and attacking cast the piercing ivy, which smashed the steel with leaves of the vine, and destroyed the Indian nation with clusters of leaves.
237 Grapelover Terpsichore a danced about in the turmoil, sweeping off clouds of enemies with manbreaking thyrsus, and swinging round the double plates of the heavyresounding cymbals. Not so loud was the bang of the heavy thumping rattle of Heracles, when he drove away the Stymphalian birds,6 as the noise Terpsichore made, when she drove away the Indian army with the battledin of her dance.
243	Trygie with limping knee was left behind the company last of all, her feet frozen with fear. Not one of the Seilenoi kept beside her; but they left her there alone frightened, without a helper. She held out her hands to Maron the hard drinker, but Maron would have nothing to do with the old woman because she only hindered the dances of winegreedy Corybants and Satyrs : he did nothing but pray to the gods to let the silly old hag fall before the spear of Deriades.
251 Calyce also fought by the side of Dionysos, mad with fury. But Oinone c ran to the front, and danced in the staggering steps of drunkenness. Her knees were weary and heavy in the struggle, the tippling girl’s soaking locks were swinging about her head.
256 The din was deafening ; with emulous tumult Astraeis chased Staphyle, Celaineus chased Calyce. Shakespear Morrheus drove off a company of Sei-
e These names mean something like Winy, Bunchy, Cuppy or Poddy, Petally, Bowery.
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θειι·ομενην βουπληγι' μιη δ* ελατήρος όμοκλη ' λστραίος δεδόνητο, Μάραιν φυγεν, ώκλασε Αηνεύς, 2βθ Σειληνού τρία τί κ να δασύτριχος, ος δίχα λεκτρω ν άσπορος αύτολόχευτος ηνίδραμε μήτρας ήρονρης ιμερτην δε. Λόρυκλος άνετττοῖςαε Λυκᾶστην. . .
Τῆσι θεός χραίσμηαε, vcoiπτητων δε γυναικών ελκεσι φάρμακα πάσσεν ΈνυαΑάμ δἐ σιόηρψ 2<W τε ι ρομενην ποόος α κ ρο ν άνάμπνκα ρνσατο Γοργήν, κλήματος άμπελόεντι περισφίγξας ποΛα θε σ μ* υ
Κύπετάλης 5* ίχώρα νεόσσυτον εσβεσεν οίνω, και Σταφυλής χυτόν α ϊ μα κατεπρηυι·εν άοιδτγ Μυμτοΰί 8* ούταμεΐ'ην παλάμην ίησατο μύρτω, 270 και Καλνβην εσάωσεν άνειρνσσας βίλας ώμου, 27* ελκεϊ φοινηεντι περιρραίνων πόμα ληνού’	273
\νσης δ* άλγος επαυσε νεουτητοιο προσώπου,	272
χρίσας ένθα και ένθα παρηίδα λευκάδι γυφω·	274
ομμασι 8* άκλαυτοισιν επεστενάχιζε Αυκάστη. 275
Άλλ* ©τε Βασσαρῶα>ν άθιλ·ας πρηννατο τίχνη θνρσομανί^ς Διόνυσος, εμάρνατο μείζοιι χάρμη. καί τις άμερσιιάοιο κατασχετος άλματι λύσσης Βασσαρις Μνδόν mΑρηα μετεστιχε θυιας *Κνυώ, άμφι σε, .\ύ8ιε δαιμον άπδ πλοκάμοιο Βἐκχτ/ς 280 άφλεγε'ος σελάγιζε κατ* αύχενος αυτόματον πυρ.
Και βριαρων προμάχων ετερόζυγόν εσμόν εγείρω ν αυλόν επεσμαράγησεν άγεστρατον "Αρεος %Υ\χώ, και διδνμαις παλάμησι φιλοσμαράγων Κορυβάντων άιπυγες άμφιπλήγος άνεκρονοντο βοειης,	285
κύμβαλα δ’ εκροτάλιζε, μεταλλάξασα Si μολτὴν ΙΙανιός ηδνμελεια μύθους εμελίζετο συριγζ' άντιβίων δι φάλαγγες επεβρεμον άμφιλαφεϊς δι 388
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lenoi, beating them with his poleaxe : at one shout of the driver Astraios was shaken, Maron fled, Leneus collapsed, the three sons of shaggyhaired Seilenos, who himself sprang up out of mother earth unbegotten and self-delivered ; and Doryclos scared away the charming Lycaste. . . .
264	These the god helped, and besprinkled the womens fresh wounds with healing drugs. Unveiled Gorge he saved, when wounded in the foot by a hostile spear, wrapping the foot in a bandage of vine-leaves. He staunched the newly-flowing ichor of Eupetale Mith wine, and stayed the stream of blood from Staphyle with a charm, healed Myrto’s wounded hand with myrtle, saved C-alybe’s life by pulling the arrow out of her shoulder, and pouring the draught of the winepress on the bleeding wound ; he ended the pain of Nyse’s just-wounded face by smearing her cheeks on both sides with white chalk. With tearless eyes he mourned over Lycaste.
276 But after he had soothed the pains of the Bassarids by his art, Dionysos thyrsus-mad fought with still greater fury. One wild Bassarid, possessed by the throes of sense-robbing madness, was harrying the Indians in the conflict, for thy honour, O Lydian god ! and from the Bacchant’s hair shone a spontaneous flame about her neck, which burnt her not.
282	Yet another swarm of sturdy champions was soon stirred up by the sound of the drooling pipes which gathered the army to war, and the loverattle Corybants beating their hands on both sides of the rounded skin, the tinkling cymbals, the syrinx of Pan with its changeable sweet notes tuning up for battle. The enemy ranks answered with tumultuous noise,
389
NONNOS
ήιρόθιν πτιροιχτις άνιρροίζησα*· ὁκττσί. λιγξι βιόΐ, βόμβησι λίθος, μυκήσατο σάλπιγζ. ΝΟ *Αλλ* οτε δἡ πόρον Ι(ον, όπη πιφορημόνος όλκώ λινκόν ν8ωρ μιθχ^οχπι ρόω φοινιξίν * Γδάσττης, δἡ τότε Βάκ^ον άνσι βαρυσμαράγων ἀπἀ λαιμών, όππόσον ιχνιάχιλος ιπιβριμιν ισμός 'Κνυοΰς φρικτόν όμογλά^σσων στομάτων θρόον- άσταθίις δι 2Μ ξαχΌόν άλυσκάζοχπις επί ρόον ώκλασαν *Ινδοί, άλλοι δ’ ιν πιδίω’ στρατιη 8* ιμιρίζιτο Βάκχον, δυσμινιας κτιίιονσα και ι ν 8απι8ω καί ’Υδὅσπῃ, δίψη καρχαλιη κικαφηότας, όππότι γαίης ήώς μισσον άνίσχι, και «τριμι Θιρμος όδίτης	300
αιθοπος ' Μελίοιο μισημβρίζονσαν ίμάσθλην.
Και θιός άμπιλόιις προκαλίζιτο κοιραχ·ον Μιδών, μνθον άπιιλιγτηρα χιών λι·σαο*8ιΐ λαιμω'
" Τις φόβος;
(ϊ ποταμοίο φόριι γιχ·ος όρχαμος Ινδῶν, ουραχ·οθιν λάχον αίμα· χιριιότιρος δι Αυαίου 305 Αηριάδης νπιροπλος, όσον Διός ἐστιν 'Υδὁσττης. ην δ* ιθίλω, νιφιων σχιδον ίσταμαι· ην 8* ιθιλήσω, ί£εται Ιθυκίλιυθον ιμόν βόλος άχρι Σ,ιλήνης. ιί δι μιγα φ ρονιάς μιθίπων κιραιλκια μορφήν, ιί δυνασαι, προμάχιζι βοοκραίρω Διοχνσω.”	310
"Ιῖς φαμιχ·ου βροχηδόν ιμυκησαχπο μαχηται* αλλω δ* άλλος ίριζι σνχ·αιχμαζων Αιοννσω. αίγιίοις δι πόδισσιν ιμαρχ·ατο μιιλίχιος Παν, όξν δι τοξιυτηρος όλον κιχ ιώνα χαράζας θηγαλίη λ\ιλανηος άνίσχισι γαστίρα χηλή, ποινήν ΐλκος ιχοντος άπαιτίζων Ύμιναόον,
390
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showers of winged arrows came whizzing through the air : twanged the bow, banged the stone, bellowed the trumpet.
291 But as soon as they came to the ford, where Hydaspes rolling along had reddened his white water with drunken streams, then Bacchos shouted from his deep-roaring throat as loud as the horrid clamour which comes from the throat of a swarm of nine thousand men roaring together as one.° The Indians could not stand; restless they fled away, and crouched some in the yellow stream, some on the land. The army of Bacchos divided, slaying the enemy both on land and in the Hydaspes, panting with dry thirst, at the time when day has reached the middle of the earth, and a heated wayfarer trembles under the midday lash of blazing Helios.
302 Then the vinegod challenged the Indian king, and poured a menacing speech from his furious throat:
304	“ What is there to fear ? If the Indian chieftain claims descent from a river, I have my blood from heaven ! Overweening Deriades is as much less than Lyaios, as Hydaspes is less than Zeus ! If it be my pleasure, I can rise to the clouds ; if it be my pleasure, my shot will go straight to the Moon ! If you are proud because you have a hornstrong shape, fight if you can a duel with horned Dionysos.”
311 As he spoke, the warriors roared and gnashed their teeth : man vied with man in fighting by the side of Dionysos. A friendly Pan fought with his goatsfeet : with a sharp stroke of his pointed hoof he tore all down the holloAV flank of archer Melaneus and laid open his belly ; this \vas his revenge for
α An echo of Hom. II. v. 860.
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όφρα πνρισφριργιστον (λαφρίσσί κν άνίην όμμασιν άκλαύταισιν όδυρομίνου Αιοννσου.
Ανσστμις δ* Ίόβακχος ίπίδραμ* δηιοτητι, και νιφίων Ιφανσι και ήφατο χ^ρσιν Όλυμπον, 330 αλλο7( μηκνι·ων ταναόν 04μας, αιθίρι γ*ίτων, και χθονι ταρσοί· ίπηζ(, και ηίρα τνφ< καρηναι.
Τοῖσι δ« μαρναμίιοισιν ίπη\νθ<ν m Εσπερος άστηρ, Λάϊον * Ι ι·δοφὁνοιο Θ« μπίλια δηιοτΐγτος.
"Αριΐ ό* ῶη·ιόοι·τι παρίστατο ιννματι *Ρ€ὑμ	325
φάσματα ποικίλλοιΜτα δολοπλοκία όφις όιιϊρον, τοῖον εττοί βοόωσα, νόθτ) OKuxibti μορφί
" *.\ρ4ς, "Αρε?, σν μίν ιιΌι, 0νσιμ*ρ*,
μούνος ιαόων
χαλκοχιτων II αφίην 04 το Otvrtpov ύφόθι λίκτρων νμιτίρην Ήφαιστος «χει προτίρην *Αφροδιτην, 330 ἐκ δἐ δόμων ίδίωκ* \άριι·, ζηλημοι·α νύμφην άρχαίην δι δάμαρτα τταλίιδρόμον ςις γάμον ίλκων αντος "\'.ρο>ς τόζιν€ν άικιινομίνην Άφροδίτην,
* ΙΙὁαίστιμ γ(ΐ·€τήρι φόρων χάριν. *ίΑΛά *αι αὑτη Ζῆι·α μίγαν παρ<π€ΐσ€ πόθων άδιΒακτος Άθήνη, 335 παρθινικη δολόμητις, όπως ’Μφαιστον άλι'ζη, μι'ησαμόΐ'η νόθα λίκτρα πιόοτριφίων ’Ύμίναίων, μη προτιρον /«τα πότμον Ήρ€χθίος άρσίνι μαζώ άλλον άε^ὑσοε vtujTtpov υιόν αρούρης. eypto, και θρψσσαν ίων ίπι πίζαν (ρίπνης	340
δίρκ€ο σην Κνθίριιαν ίθήμοιος ίνδοθι Αημνου, δίρκ€θ, πώς προπύλαια 11 αφού και ίδίθλια Κόπρου άνθίσιν ίστίφαιχυσιν όμόστολος ίσμός 'Ερώτων,
* Hephai>tos in the Iliad is married to C hans; in the bard*» song of the <>dytr*%i, to Aphrodite. The reason for the difference is presumably that lx>th marrUqfrs are rather allc-
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the wound of Hymenaios, to relieve the firesealed agony of Dionysos mourning with tearless eyes.
319 Madly Iobacchos rushed into the fray ; he lengthened his tall body until he reached the clouds and grasped Olympos with his hands, near neighbour to the sky, standing firm on earth and touching heaven with his head.
323 So they fought, until the evening star came on them and razed the foundations of the Indian massacre. Then at Rheia’s nod a deceitful vision stood by Ares, painting fantastic pictures in his sleep, and spoke thus in shadowy counterfeit shape :
328	“ Sleep on Ares, sleep on hapless lover, now you lie alone in your coat of mail ! But the Paphian —Hephaistos lies again in his bed and possesses Aphrodite, once yours ! He has chased out of the house Charis his jealous bride a ; Eros himself has shot reluctant Aphrodite with an arrow, and brought back the ancient wife to a second marriage to please Hephaistos his father. Indeed, Athena herself, λνΉο knows nothing of love, has persuaded great Zeus— the cunning virgin ! She wants to evade Hephaistos,5 for she remembers the makeshift marriage on the nourishing soil, and would not nurse another son of the earth on her manlike breast, a younger brother of Erechtheus now the first is dead.
340 “Awake! Go to the upland plain of the Thracian mountain, and see your Cythereia in her own familiar Lemnos. See how her swarm of attendant Loves have crowned with flowers the portals of Paphos and the buildings of Cyprus ; hear the women of Byblos
gory than myth, much less cult: Craftsmanship marries Charm or Beauty.
6 CL xiii. 17 Γ if.
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Ηυβλιάδων 6* ίπάκουι μιλιζομίνων Αφροδίτη* καί νιαρην φιλότητα παλιννόστων υμεναίων.
ΤΑρις, ίιοσφίσθης σίο Κύπριόος- άνδροφόνον γαρ 6 βραδύς ώκύν “ Αρηα τταρίόραμι. μίλπι καί αντος '\\φαίστω ττυρόε ιτι συναπτομίνην * Αφροδίτη*,
Σικιλίης δ* ίπίβηθι, παρισταμίνονς Bi καμίνψ λίσσιό μοι Κ·* λούπας άριστοπόνον hi καί αὐτοὶ Γδμονις ' ΙΙφαίστοιο, σοφών ζηλήμοιις έργων, σοι δόλον ιντύνουσι, και αρχαία» σίο δισμώ όττλότιρον τιλίσουσιν όμοίιον, όφρα καί αντος άμφοτίρους δολίησιν άλυκτοπιδησι πιέζω* δήσης φώρα γάμοιο τιώ ποινητορι Οισμώ, ιιλιπόδην Ήφαιστον ίπισφίγζας * Αφροδίτη· καί σ« θιοι ξύμπαντις ιπαινησουσιν Όλυμπον δίσμιον άγριύσαντα τ ιών σνλητορα λίκτρων. ίγριο, και συ γιι·οιο δολοπλόκος- ίγριο, νύμφης αρπαμιι·ης άλίγιζι. τί σοι κακά Δηριαδγος; σιγή ίφ* ημιιων, Φαίθων μη μύθον άκονση *12? φαμι'νη πιπότητο. και αύτίκα κώμα τινάζας πρώιον άρτιχάρακτον όπιπέύων φάος *Ηοῖς Θιρμος “Αρης άνίπαλτο, Φόβον καί ΛιΙμον ιγιίρας ζιύζαι φοιι·ιον άρμα ταχυδρόμον· οι δι τοκηι σττιρχομίνω πιίθοντο' και άγκνλόδοντι χαλινώ Λιΐμος ίρΐΊττοίητος ίπισφίγζας yow Ιππων δίσμιον αυχιι·α δοΰλον ίπισφηκακτι λιπάδνω, ζιύγλην δ* άμφις ιδησιν "Αρης δ* ίπιβησατο όίφρον και Φόβος ηνιόχινιν οχον πατρώον ιλαννων, ιις ΙΙάψου ίκ Λιβάνου πιφορημίνος, ι κ 3ἐ Κυθήρων άστατον ίτραπιν άρμα
Κι ρα στ ιδος ιις χθόνα Κύπρου* πολλάκι, πολλάκι Λήμνον ίδίρκιτο, καί πλίον άλλων ζηλημων σκοπίαζι πυρίπνοον ίσχαριώνα,
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DIONYSIACA, XXIX. 341-371
celebrate Aphrodite in their hymns, and the fresh love of a wedlock renewed again.
346 “ Ares, you have lost your Cypris ! a The slow one has outrun murderous Ares the quick ! Sing a hymn yourself to Aphrodite united with fiery Hephaistos ! Set foot in Sicily, put your prayer, if you please, to the Cyclopes standing by their forge. They are in the secrets of Hephaistos the master craftsman, they can rival his clever work ; they will invent an artifice for you and make a later imitation of your net, that you too may smother them both in galling meshes, and fasten the thief of your marriage in avenging toils, and bind limpfoot Hephaistos to Aphrodite. Then all the gods of Olympos will applaud you, when you have caught the ravisher of your bed in those bonds. Awake ! be the cunning schemer in your turn ! Awake— attend to your stolen bride ! What are the woes of Deriades to you ?—But let us be silent, or Phaethon may hear.”
362 She spoke, and flew away. At once lusty Ares threw off slumber and saw the early streaks of the morning’s light. In hot haste he leapt up, and awoke Rout and Terror to yoke his deadly quickrunning car. They obeyed their urgent father. Furious Terror set the crooktooth bit in the horses’ mouths, and fastened their obedient necks under the yokestrap, and fitted the neckloop on each : Ares mounted the car, and Rout took the reins and drove his father’s chariot. From Libanos to Paphos he sped, and turned the hurrying car from Cythera to the land of horned Cyprus. Often, often he looked towards Lemnos; most of all he jealously watched the firebreathing forge·,
° See Hom. Od. viii. S2\); and the rest of that scene.
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Kimpiv άνιχνι vojv r ρο χαλώ ζηλήμονι ταρσψ,	375
εΓ μιν ισαθρήσικ παρ* ' Hφαίστοιο καμίικπς, ως πάρος, ισταμινην, και ἐΛ« ιόι*, μτί οι όπωπην καπνός άμαλ&ύνιι* μιλαιι·ομινης * Αφροδίτης. ΐίόρ*ιμ* και μιτά Αημι·ον ι ς ουρανόν, όφρα σιΒήρω νυμφιόίην μακάρισαιν άι·αστησ€ΐ€ν Ένικυ,	3*»
και Λᾶ καί Φαὑ0οντι και *Μφαίστψ καί *Αθήντ).
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tracking Cypris with swift jealous foot, if perchance he could see her standing as long ago beside Hephaistos’s furnace, and feared the smoke might hide Aphrodite’s face with black. Then he left Lemnos and rose into the heaven, that spear in hand he might arouse battle for his bride among the Blessed, confronting Zeus and Phaethon and Hephaistos and Athena.
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ΔΙΟΝΥΣΙΑΚΩΝ ΤΙΊΑΚΟΣΤΟΝ
Έν Bi τριηκοστώ μετά νερτερον οΐκον ανάγκης Τεκταφον ΚνρυμεΒων όεόαιγμενον Άιδι πίμπει.
Τῖς 6 μιν επτάζωνον ες ουρανόν εΒραμεν "Αρης ζηλήμων, βαρύ μήνις. ες νσμίνην Bi χορεύων Θαρσιμις Διόνυσος επεχραεν αίθοπι λαῷ, πη μιν ενί πρωτοισι θορων ει·οσιχθονι παλμό», πη δε μίσος προμάχοισιν άκοντιστηρι Bi θυρσω Λ κυανεης ημησε θαλύσια Βηιοτητος,	β
Βύσμαόος Bi φάλαγγος ίμαίιντο φόλα Βαιζων 8 και Σατυρους θάρσυνεν ες 9 Apt α ΑηριαΒηος,	7
ως ϊδε Βάκχος "Αρηα λελοιπότα φύλοπιν ’Ινδών 9 άλλα» δ* άλλος εριζε. κορυμβοφόρου Bi κνΒοιμοΰ 10 Βεξιτερόν στόμα λάβρον επιτρεφας Αιοννσιο λαιόν *Αρισταιος κόρας ετρεχε Βηιοτητος.
Και Βρομίου θεράποντος όπιπευων ετι Μ ορρούς μαρναμει·ους πετάλοισι καί αι·θε μόεντι βελεμνω άφρονι ΑηριάΒη πολυθαμβεα ρηξατο φωνήν	15
“ ΑηριάΒη, τί το θάμβος; εμοι πίπτουσι μάχητοι, βαλλόμανι θυρσοισι καί ουτιΒαι·οισι πετηλοις, οπλοφόρους Β* όλεκουσιν άνάσπιΒες' άκλινεες Bi ΒασσαριΒες, πελεκεσσι και άμφιπληγι μαχαιρη τυπτόμενοι, μΐμνονσιν άνούτατοι. ει θε μις είπεΐν, 20 καί συ, λιπών, σκηπτούχε, τεην χαλκηλατον αιχμήν 398
BOOK XXX
In the thirtieth, Eurymedon sends Tectaphos slain to Hades, into the lowest house of constraint.
So Ares rose to the sevenzone sky, jealous, heavy with rancour. But Dionysos danced boldly into the battle and assailed the swarthy people, now leaping upon the first ranks with earthshaking bound, now right in the midst of the forefighters. With his darting thyrsus he mowed the firstfriiits of his black harvest, and furiously cut dowri the tribes of the enemy throng. When he saw that Ares had abandoned the Indian contest, he cheered on the Satyrs to attack Deriades, and each outdid the other. Aristaios left to Dionysos the boisterous right wing of the clusterbearing host, and ran to the left of the battle.
13	Now when Morrheus saw the servants of Bro-mios still fighting with leaves and flowery shafts, he called out in great amazement to foolish Deriades— 16 “ What is this marvel, Deriades ? My warriors fall, struck with a thyrsus or rubbishy leaves—the shieldless slay the armed ! Nothing shakes the Bassarids; strike them with axe or two-edged sword, they remain unwounded ! You do the same, if I may say so, my lord king—let be your bronze-
399
NONNOS
οίνοπα θύρσον αει /χ μιαιφόχον, όττι σίδηρον όυσμενάς πολύ μάλλον άριστεύουσι κορύμβοις. ου ποτε τοϊον άπωπα μόθου τύπον οντι8ανοχ 3ἐ θύρσοι άκοιπιστηρες άρε ίοι·ες είσιν *i*wTan*	25
δός καί ῖμοι κλοιοί ι ν χλωρόν βέλος- ήμετεροι γάρ άπτολύμου ιάρθηκος ενικήθησαν όιστοί'
&ός μοι ξανθά ττ/διλα φορημεναι, οττι και αύταί άρραγε'ες κνημιόες ίητεκλίνοιπο κοθόρνοις. τί πλέον, ει χάλκειον εχω σάκος, cure ywouncy 30 μάλλον άριστεύουσιν άτευχεες, εν hi κνόοιμοίς κύμβαλα 8ινεύονσι, icai όκλάζουσι μάχηται, και στεφάικης τρνφαλεια καί εικαθε νεβρίΐόι θιορηξ; πολλά* ι δ* άντικελευθος άιχηττητου Διονύσου ώίσάμην άρρηκτον άνασχίσσαι κενεώνα,	35
ττἐμττων εύσκοπα 8ούρα, και ώς 4φαν* Αυαίον, όξνβελής άγναμπτος εκάμπτ4το χαλκος σκόντων.'
"Ω? φαμει·ον μειόησεν άναξ Θρασύς,
άμφΐ Οἐ γαμβρώ
ομματα λοξά τ Ιτ αιι·4 χόλου κηρυκι σιωπή'
καί οι άπ€ΐλήτ(ΐραν άπερροίβόησεν ίωήν	40
“ Τί τρομεεις Λνη·υσον άτευχεα, νήπιε Wopp4V. ὴδῖς ό 8ειμαίνων Σατύρων παίζουσαν *Κννώ."
"Ω? φάμ€νος Θάρσνν4ν άταρβει γαμβρόν απαλή, καί li ρο μ ίου προμάχοισι
πελιυρ εκορύσσετο Μ ορρούς' σίττα σε δ* Κόρυμὡοντα, μέσον βουβώνα χαράξας 45 εγχεϊ φοινηεχτι* διαχσσονσα 8ε μηρού πιαλεην τ άμε σάρκα λι πόχροα Θυιάς σκωκή' γούνατ ι δ* ο κ λάζο vt ι χαμαί πεσε. χαλκοχιτων 8ε *Αλκών ούκ άμελησε κασιγνητοιο πεσόντος, αλλά βιαζομενω πρόμος ήλυθεν εγχος άείρων καί σάκος εύ8ίνητον ολον 8* εκάλυπτε μαχητήν,
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beaten spear and lift a vinethyrsus, if you \vould shed blood, since the enemy are much more triumphant with their bunches of twigs than steel. I never saw a conflict of this kind : the rubbishy thyrsus in volleys is better than our javelins.
26 “ Give me too a green weapon to shake ! for our arrows have been beaten by the unwarlike fennel. Give me yellow boots to wear, since even our unbreakable greaves have given way to the buskins. What good is it if I have a brazen shield, when women are more triumphant unarmed, and swing their cymbals in battle, \vhile warriors collapse, while helmets yield to garlands and corselet to fawnskin ? Often I have met unwounded Dionysos and thought to tear through his unbreakable flank : I have let fly my spear \vith good aim, and Avhen it touched Dionysos, the unbending sharp point of the bronze was bent ! ”
38 When he finished, the bold monarch smiled, and looked askance at his goodson in silent witnessing anger ; then he broke out into bold menacing words :
41	“ Why do you tremble at unarmed Dionysos, you fool Morrheus ? A nice thing to fear Satyrs playing at battle ! ”
43 This fearless boast encouraged his goodson. The prodigious Morrheus attacked the \varriors of Bromios. He -wounded Eurymedon, cut through the groin \vith his blood-stained spear : the mad point ran through the thigh and tore the skin from the fat flesh ; collapsing he fell on his knee to the ground. Mailclad Alcon did not neglect his brother’s fall; but lifting spear and round buckler he made for the fallen man, and covered the warrior well, holding the
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άσπί&ι πυργώσας 8ίμας άνίρος, άντιβιοις δἐ σιίιον ίνθα και ίνθα παλιι·8ίνητον άκωκην γνιοτίϋ γΐϊυτος άμννι· και οντα μίνιο πιριβαίιωι , οια περί σκυμνοισι λι ιον, βρυχησατο λαιμά, χιίλιϊ λνσσήιντι χίιον Κορυβαντῶα φωνήν. καί μιν όπιπίνιον κύκλον μ (ι·ον ιδμυνι r αραιό γνιοτοϋ κικλιμίιοιο προασπιστή ρα Καιβιίρον ισοφυης Ύνφίονι πίλωρ βακχινιτο Μ ορρούς, γνιοτοϊς όιχθαόίοις κικορυθμίιος, όφρά κι μήτηρ όίζνγα όακρνσι ιιν όλιολότα r<V»*a Κάβειροι, dV μίαν ήριγίνιιαν ίνι τμηθίιτα σίδηροι. καί νυ Κ€ν άμφοτίρους ίσοιλκίι Ch υ κι ν όΧίθρω, ὶλλἀ δια στομάτιον βιβιημίι·ον άσθμα τιταίνιον Αήμνιον Κ νρυμίόιον γ ι vt τη ν ίκαλίσσατο φωνή·
“ΤΩ πάτερ, ίργοπόνοιο πυρίπνοε κοίραν€ τίχνης, 8ός μοι όφιιΧομίνην προτίρην χάριν, όππότι μουνη ~ικιλίην τρικάρηιον άλωιας ήρπαοι Λτ/ώ, δώρα καλυπτομιι·ης οπτηρια 11 ιρσιφονιίης, ΎΙσπιρίους 8* άιι’κοφι τιους φυσίρτορας ασκούς 70 και πλατύν ίσ^αριιονα και άρπαγα σεῖο πνράγρην αλλά μιν ίπτοιησα προασπίζιον γινιτηρος, άκμονος νμιτίροιο βοηθόος· ι ζ ίμίθιν 8ί σώ ΣικιΧιο σπινθηρι μιλάς Θιρμαίνιτοι αήρ. ρνιό μοι σ ίο παι8α, τον άγριος οντααι Μορρεὐτ" 75 Είπε, και ούραιάθιν πνρόιις "Ηφαιστον όρουσας σνγγονον άμφιλίΧιζι ποΧυσχι8ίς άλλόμινον πυρ, δινεάων παλάμη πυρόcv βίλος* άμφί δἐ 3ciρην Μορρίος αντοίΧικτος ίλίσσιτο πυρσός ίχίφριον, ανχίνι μιτριόσας πνριθαλπίος όρμον ανάγκης (ίλνφόων· πυρόιν 8ί μιτά στίφος άνθιριώνος ταρσόν ις ίσχατόιοντα θορων ίπιβήτορι παΧμώ άμφι πόδα προμάχοιο πνρίπλοκον ίπλικι σιιρήν,
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shield tower-like over his body, and thrusting right and left his unresting spear, brother protecting brother against the foe. He straddled across the wounded man, as a lion over his cubs, shouting loud and letting out mad Corybantic cries from his lips. When Morrheus saw him moving with neat steps about his brother, defending the fallen Cabeiros, the monster went raging like Typhon and attacked both brothers, that Cabeiro might shed her tears for two dead sons, slain in one day with one spear. And now he would have dealt equal destruction to both, but Eurymedon called upon his Lemnian father with voice that gasped and strained from his mouth:
66 “ O Father, firebreathing lord of our laborious art ! Grant me the boon once earned, when Deo of the threshing-floor alone seized threecliff Sicily, as sightingprize for Persephoneia hidden there, and knocked over your windblown bellows in the west and your wide forge and gripping tongs : but I defended my father and scared her off, protecting your anvil. You owe it to me that the air is black and hot with your Sicilian sparks ! Then save your son I pray, whom savage Morrheus has wounded ! ”
76	At these words fiery Hephaistos leapt down from heaven, and sent a flame leaping and fluttering with many tongues about his son, whirling in his hand a shoot of fire. About Morrheus’s neck the flame crawled and curled of itself as if it knew what it was doing, and rolled round his throat a necklace of fireblazing constraint ; the blazing throat once encircled, it ran down with a springing movement to the end of his toes, and wove a plait of fiery threads
403
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σε ίω ν ἐν όαπίόω σταθερόν σάλας άλματι π*ζώ Θ(ρμάνθη δἐ κάρηνον άναπτομίνης τρυφαλιίης. 85 καί νύ Ktv ίπρηνικτο τνπ*ΐς φλογάατι βι λάμνω, ει μὺ Αηριάδαο πατήρ ήμυν(ν Ύόάσιτης' ἡ στο yrip να μ ϊ νη ν διδοκημά ι·ος νφάθι πάτρης, ταυροφυης νόθον (ιδος άχων βροτο<ιδάι μορφή* ος μιν άν*ζωγρησ€ χάων αντιπι·οον ύδωρ,	90
ψυχών θ<ρμον αημα πνριβλητοιο προσώπου, λύματα τ(φριμντα διασμηχων τρι*φαλεἡμ'
Μ op/κ α δ* άρπάζας ζοφ<ρη χλαιι·ωσ(ν ομίχλη, πορφυράη vt φίλη κκκαλυμμίνα γυια καλύψας, μη μιν απακτ€ιν(1€ σέλασφορος άμφιγυτμις,	μΛ
Αημνιον αίθύσσων Θανατηφάρον άιττόμασν πυρ, μη προτάρου φθιμάχοιο γύρων φιλότ<κχ·ος ' Γ&άσττης γαμβρόν ίδη πάλιν άλλον όλωλάτα Αηριαδηος, μηδ* μάρον Μορρηος άμα κλαύσα€%· *0ρ6ντη.
Πυρσοφάρος 3* "Ηφαιστον όλους άδίωκ€ μα^ητάς 100 ίσταμάνους π(ρι παιόα χνούτατον, ύψόθι δ* ωμού υιόν άλαφριζων άπ€ρ<ίσατο γατονι φηγώ, νοσφιν άττό φλοισβοιο, και άζώγρησ* πίσόντα,1 ούταμάνω βουβών ι άχράσβι α φάρμακα πάσσων.
Οὑδἐ μύθου προτάροιο
λίλασμάχ-ος άπλίτο Μορρινς-	IU6
ἀλλά πάλιν κ€κάρυστο φυγών πυρό*σσαν 'Km« και πράμον άστράπτοντα και αιΘαΑ6*σσαν άκωκην και ΦΛόγιον Στροφίοιο πολύστροφον υϊα κιχησας άκταχ^ν, ορχηστηρα φιλοσκάρθμου Aun-ύσον, ῖς τις άδακρύτοιο παρ* €ΐλαπίνησι Λυαίου	ΠΟ
αντιτύπων ίλάλιζ( πολύτροπα δάκτυλα χαρών, και θάιητον Φαάθοντος άχάφρονι χαρι τινάσσων
1 So Μ'**.: Ludwich ναΒόντα.
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over the warrior’s foot, and there firmly fixt on the earth scattered its dancing sparks—the helmet caught fire and his head was hot enough! And now he would have fallen flat, struck with the fiery shot, had not Demades’ father Hydaspes come to the rescue. For he sat watching the battle high on a rock, his bull-form having a false guise of human shape. He poured a quenching stream and saved the man’s life, cooling the hot blast from the firebeaten face, brushing off the ashes and dirt from the helmet. Then he caught up Morrheus wrapt in a darksome cloud, covered and hid his limbs in a livid mist ; that the firebearing Crookshank might not destroy him with his blazing stiver of deadly Lemnian flame ; that old Hydaspes, the tender-hearted father, might not see another goodson of Deriades perish after the first, and lament the death of Morrheus along with Orontes.®
100	But firebearing Hephaistos drove away all the . warriors who stood round the just-wounded boy. Then lifting his son on his shoulder he took him out of the fray and rested him against an oaktree hard by ; he spread wholesome simples upon the wounded groin, and saved him alive after his collapse.
105 Yet Morrheus had not forgotten the fight he had begun. He reared his head again, having escaped the fiery attack, the blazing assailant, the flaming points. He caught Phlogios the son of Strophios rolling about and killed him ; that dancer of spring-heel Dionysos, who at the banquets of tearless Lyaios, used to flicker the twisting fingers of his mimicking hands. He would depict by gesture Phaethon’s death with sensitive hand, until he made
“ See xvii. 262 if.
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δαιτυμάνας ποίησιν άήθ(α δάκρυα	ιν,
ψινδαλέου Φαίθοιπος έ π ικλαίο ντας ολέθρψ· και νέον αιθαλθ€ντα και αίτοκυλιστον νφαίνων Ι ΙΑ λ(υγαλίον πόρ* πέι-θος άπινθήτιρ Λιονυσω. τούτον than· σκαΐροντα δορνσσόος cvrcne Μορρούς· \\λλοϊος χορος οντος,
ον ϊπλικ<ς ᾶγχι τ^απέζης· ορχηθμον γιλόωντα παρά κρητηρι τιταινων ορχηθμον στοι·οοπα πάθιν μ€τά δῆριν ύφαίν€ΐς; 120 €ι 0€ και οίστρος €χ€ΐ σε χοροστασίης Διονύσου,
"λιδι μυστι πόλει/ε, και ου γύψοι ο χατίζίΐς αντοβαφή μιθέπων κ€Κονιμ€\*α κύκλα προσώπου* ην έθέλης δε, χόρευε φιλοθρηνιρ παρά Αήθτ), ΙΙερσεφιτῆ δ’ αγέλαστος άγαλλέσθω σε'ο /χολττῇ/’ 125 "Έννεπε κυδιόοιν, καί έπέδραμιν Ισος άέλλτ), Σ.€ιληι*ους δ* έφόβησ^ν. άμαιμακέτω 5ἐ μαχαιρη Ύέκταφος ώμάρτησ€ σακέσπαλος, ον ποτε δησας Δηριάδης €κρνψ€ν ίσιο γλαφυρόΐο β*ξ*Θρου. ούδ( φνγ<ϊν μάρον €νρ< το δίύηρον tv γάρ ανάγκη 130 τις δ ιη·α τα ί ποτε ποτ μοι· άπ* αν* ρος έχθρον tpvKfiv, πηλης πανδαμάταρα θαν*ΐν δτ€ Μοΐρα κιλιύιι; ου γάρ Ύέκταφον εύρε δόλος θνησκοντα σαώσαι, ος τότε λνσσώιον στρατιάν ίδαο^ε Αυαίου,
€νκ(ράων Σ,ατύρων φιλοπαίγμονα γυια δαίζων 135 έγρ^μόθου δ* ημησ€ ΙΙι·λαιῶν avBtptwva,
Όνθνρίου δἐ μέτωπον άφίΐδέι τύψ€ μαχαίρη, και ϊ\ίθον €υρύστ€ρνον άττηλοίησ€ σιόηρω. καί νύ κεν άλλον όμιλόν
έπασσντέρων κτάν€ Βάκχων, αλλά μιν Eύρυμέδων ταχύς έδρακ€, καί οι νπέστη 140 δίστομον άντιβίην Κ ορυβαντίΒα χ*ιρι τι νάσσω ν Ζθλασ* δ* άκρα μέτωπα· διχαζομέιου δἐ καρηνου 406
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the feasters weep with tears quite out of place, mourning the death of an imaginary Phaethon ; as he depicted the young man blazing and hurtling down, he would bring painful grief upon Dionysos who feels no grief. When shakespear Morrheus saw him tumbling there, he said :
118 “ That was a different jig you danced near the table ! You played a merry dance by the mixing-bowl—why do you pace a groaning dance on the battlefield? Well, if you have a passion for a dancing turn of Dionysos, go show to Hades vour mystic rites. You need no chalk—your round face is well dusted of itself. Or dance if you like before Lethe the dirge-fancier, and let unsmiling Persephone have the pleasure of watching your capers.”
126 So he cried exultant, and leaping swift as the Mind on the Seilenoi put them to flight. And shake-shield Tectaphos followed with devastating sword : he was the one whom Deriades once kept imprisoned in the deep pit; but he could not escape fate a second time. For when necessity comes, who can save a man from cruel destiny, when hard all vanquishing Fate bids him die ? Nor could a trick now save Tectaphos from death. Madly he then pursued the army of Lyaios and sliced the sportive limbs of the horned Satyrs : he shore through the throat of Pylaieus the broilbreeder, he struck Onthyrios’s brow with pitiless blade, he destroyed broadbreasted Pithos with bare steel. And indeed he would have killed a crowd of Bacchants besides ; but quickfoot Eurymedon saw him and rushed up, shaking his Corybantian twibill against him. He smashed his forehead and
t07
NONNOS
όρθιος αιμαλόης άν(κήκκν αυλός (όρσης· και πρόμος €ις χθόνα πῖτττε, π(ριρραίνων δἐ κονίην •ημιθανής κ(κύλιστο, π(δοσκαφόος δ( μέλαθρον 115 αρχαίην κακότητα και όπλοτόρης λινα Μοίρης εστεΐ'ί, και δολίου μ(μνημ(\-ος (ισότι φίλτρον παιδός άλ(ξικάκον κιι·υρη βρυχησατο φωνή, τον δ( κινι>ρομ/νοιο κατόρρ<( δάκρυα λύθρω'
Μῆτ€p <μη και μαία, 0ολοπλόκ( δύσγαμ€ κούρη, 150 τίπτί μοι ον σχ(δον ήλθ(ς,
στ' ίγγύθα· ήλθον όλόθρου; νυν πόθα· ον χραίσμησας ἐμοι πάλιν,
άτρομε κούρη;
πη σ(ο φίλτρον (βη φνσίζοον; ἡ ρα φνλάσσας πίστα τ (to ζώοντι και ου Θνήσκοντι τοκηι;
(ί. δόλος (ξ *.\ίδαο δν\ησ(ται άνδρα κόμιζαν, 1W δίζ(ό μοι δόλον άλλον άρα'ονα, δι ζα) βουλήν κ(ρδαλ(ην θανάτοιο, μ(τα χθονίους κ(ν(ώνας όφρα πύλας \\ίδαο και ἐν πολόμοισιν άλνξιο,
(ι π(λ( νόστιμος οϊμος άικκττήτοιο βίρόθρου."
Τοῖοι* εττος μο·/ις (Ιπ(, και ουκότι π(ίθ(το φωνή. ΙβΟ και γα·(την όρόιυσα ν(θύτατον νφόθι πύργου οικτρή ποικιλόδακρνς αν(βλυ( πα-θάδα φωνήν *\\(ρίη’ σκολιήν δ( κόμην ησχνι* κονίη, στηθ(α γνμνωσασα δαίζομόνοιο χιτώινς, και κ(φαλην ήρασσιν άιηκόστω δἐ τοκηι,	Ιβδ
οΓά π(ρ (Ισαΐοχτι, τόσην (φθίγξατο φωνήν Τ 1( πάτ(ρ βαρύποτμ(
γαλακτοφόρου σ (ο κούρης, σήμ(ρον άπτ(ύστοις (πι χ(ίλ(σι σεῖο Θανόντος ποιον (χω γλάγος άλλο φίρόσβιον, ω eπι δαλή φνχην νμ(Τ(ρην παλινάγρ(τον (ις σἐ κομίσσω; ποιον (γ ω πάλιν άλλον άρηγόνα μαζόν ορό ζ ω;
408
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clove his head—a jet of bloody dew spouted up and the champion fell to the ground, soaking the dust. Half-dead he rolled on the ground, lamenting the ancient torture of the earth-dug pit, and the threads of this later Fate ; remembering still the clever scheme of his daughter which saved him from death, he Availed and mingled his tears with his blood:
150 “ O my mother and my nurse, my girl, O clever unhappy wife ! Why did you not come near me when I was nigh unto death ? Why could you not help me πολύ again, fearless girl ? What lias become of your lifegiving drink ? Are you true to your father while he lives, and not while he is dying ! If a trick can bring back a man from Hades, seek me another and better trick, seek a plan useful against death, that after the hollow pit in the earth I may escape the gates of Hades in Avar as well, if there be a way to return from the pit whence no man returns.”
160	He could scarce finish these words, when his voice failed him. Poor Eerie on the lofty walls could see her just-wounded father, and amid showers of tears she uttered a cry of mourning. She stained her tangled hair with dust, she rent her garments and bared her breast, she beat her head ; and cried aloud to her father although now past cure, as if he could still hear :
167 “ My son ! illfated father of the daughter who gave you her milk ! To-day there is no breath from your lips ! You are dead—what milk have I now to give you life, to bring back your soul again, ah me unhappy ! What breast can 1 offer you now to give
409
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αΐθί και *Αιδοιή)α διτῆσο/ιαι ηπιροπιναν. σοι, πάτερ, «ν γόρας άλλο φύλασσετοι* ου γἀμ ιάσιο μονι-ον (νί φθιμΑ·οις at · συ δ( κταμόνης σ (ο κούρη? δείο και ανχόνος αίμα μετά προτόρου γάλα μαζοΰ. 175 (λθ(Τ(, Αηριάδαο φυλάιςτορες, άντι δε κ(ι%ου 6(ίξατ( μοι μυχόν άλλον ίσιο χθονός, ἐχι μόλυνση vt κρόν όμόν γ€ vt ττ/ρα. πάλιν ζιυοντα Τ(λόσσιο * οι)* * Α ίδης φνλάκίσσιν όμοίιος, οφρα πλίσσω λυσίποι·ον δόλου άλλον άοσσιγτηρα τοκηος. ηθ(λον cl op όκίϊνο μιαιφόΐΌΐ, οφρα δαμείην πατροφόνιυ βαρύθυμος άλισθήσασα σιδήρψ. οντος, os' ψκτόρου κιφαλην ΐτμηξ( τοκηος,
KTtlvt και '\\(ρίην μ(τά Ύόκταφον, οφρα τις εΓπρ* κ·αι γ(ν(την και παϊδα μιῆ πρήνιξ( μαχαίρρ.’ "Έιτειτε δακρνχόοικτα· πόνο? δ* ηόζ(Το μ(ιζιον. και διδνμαις στρατιησιν tntppiπιζ(ν i’.iXHo . . . Γαιι·αριδην δ* ῖντεινε Λασάλλιον άο/κ Moppets?, μἡ ποτε δνσμ(ν((σσιν άπορρίφαντα βοείην, αιπιβίοις άτινακτον *Αμυκλαιον πολιητην, γχ·αθμου δ(ζιTtpoio παρ* άέττεοι» ἐχχο? ερείσας.
(κταν( δ* *Αλκιμάχααν όρίδρομον, tlv ενί θ(σμώ ηνορεην και κάλλος xrrrtprtpov ηλικος ηβης, κούρην *Αρπαλίωνος όρισταφύλοιο τοκηος, η π(λ( τολμη(οσα και (Ις δόμον ήλνθεν "Hρης κισσόν ά(ρτάζονσα, τον *Αργολις εστυγ( δαίμων, άσσον (ρ(υθιόιυοαν (θημοια φίλατο ροιην και βρότος (ύποίητον όμάστκν οινοπι θνρσιυ, χάλκ(ον άμπ(λόεντι δόμας πλήσσονσα κορύμβω, μητρυιην βαρύμηνιν άτιμάζουσα Αυαίον. ούδ( χόλον δασπλητα καθαφαμενης φύγεν "Hρης Λημνιας Άλκιμάχαα Θεημάχος· ἀλλ* cvi γαιη όθν(ίτ) KTtpticrTO, μετά, πτολόμους δε τοκηα 110
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you help ? O if I can cajole Aidoneus too ! For you, father, only one tribute remains for me to render : I Mill not leave you alone among the dead. Accept the blood of your slain daughter’s throat as once you took the milk of her breast. Come here, warders of Deriades ! Show me another pit in the ground instead of the old one, where I may enter and once more make my dead father live.—But Hades is not like those warders, to let me devise another trick for my father’s help and solace his pains. O if I had that deathdealing sword, that I might fall and perish in my despair by the steel that murdered my father ! You man who cut off my father’s head, kill Eerie as you killed Tectaphos, that men may say— ‘ Both father and daughter he destroyed with one sword ! ’ ”
186 So she cried amid her tears. Now the battle grew fiercer : Enyo fanned the flame in both armies. Morrheus killed Dasyllios Tainarides with his sword, driving the blade through the right jawbone : Dasyllios the man of Amyclai, ever unshaken by any assault, who never lost shield to an enemy. He killed also Alcimacheia the highland girl, for beauty and valour alike pre-eminent above her yearsmates. She was daughter to Harpalion famous for his vines ; she had dared to enter the temple of Hera laden with ivy, which that goddess of Argos hated as much as she loved her favourite red pomegranate, dared to beat the fine statue with the vineleaves of her thyrsus, to beat the brazen figure with bunches of grapes—insulting the resentful stepmother of Lyaios ! But she did not escape the frightful wrath thus kindled in Hera :	no, Lemmon Alcimacheia
who defied the gods was buried in a strange land—
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ονκ Γδεν ' Αρπαλιωι·α τ6 δεὑτερον, ονκ 2>« πάτρην, Λήμνον Ίησονίης ννμφήιον 'Ύψιπνλ^ίης*	205
άλλἀ παρά ξίίνοισι χυτή Κ€κάλντττο κονίη, πότμον άμε ι βομόιτ) τ ιμήορον. ὁ μ€γα 8*ιλή, ήμβροτίν * Αρπαλιωι·ος, €ιοσφίσθη Οἐ Λναιον.
Οίδἐ δα ϊζομ€\·ης ζα μ* νη ς ίκορίσσατο Μ opp€VS Matvei δ os' \\λκιμάχης θ^οπαΐγμονος·
άλλα καί αυτήν 210
"ΙΙλιδα ναατάονσαν *0λνμπιον οόάας άρονρης * Αλφειόν παρα χεῖμα φιλοστ€φάι·ου ποταμοΐο €κταν€ Καλδιόντμ* ίτι παρθόνον. ΓΛατε, Μοφαι, ον πλοκάμους ίλεαιμε μαραιι·ομιχτηο καρψ·ου, ον ροΒίην άκτινα κονιομιι·οιο προσώπου*	215
ουδἐ π€ρι στίρνοισιν Ίσον τροχο*ι8ίι μηλω μαζον ιδών (λίαι pev, άκαμπτα κ € ιτ ο ρα μίτρης, οΰ8( βαθυνομ/νοιο τομήν ή&όσσατο μηρού, άλλα τόσον κτάν€ κάλλος άώριον ουταμ/νη δἐ ή μῖν όπι χθονι πΐτττ€ν· άπ*ιρ€σίας δἐ διώκων	220
Μαινάδα? ϊνπίπλονς κορυθαίολος €κταν€ Μ ορρούς, Ενριτπνλην Σ,τ^ρόπην τε Σὸςν τ* ήμησ€ μαχαίρη, καί Σ,ταφνλην €0άιζ(ν, (ρ^νθαλόην τε Γιγαρτώ ουτασ€, και ρο80€ντος νπίρ μαζοΐο τορήσας στίρνα Μ(λικταίνης φονία> πόρφνρ* σίδηρο».	225
Και φθονεροί Τεὐχῖνε? €π€στρατόωντο κυδοιμω, ος μιν ϋχων Πλάτην π€ριμήκ€τον, ος δἐ κρακίου θάμνον ολον προρριζον, 6 8ἐ πρηώνος άράξας άκρον άττηλοίησ€, και €ις μόθον ήΐ€ν *Ινδῶν λάαν άκοντιστήρα μ^μηνότι πηχ€Ϊ σε ίων.	230
• The Argonauts touched there on their way to Colchis, 412
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she did not return from the war, she never again saw Harpalion her father, she never saw her own country, Lemnos, the bridechamber of Jason and Hysipyleia a ; death avos her punishment, and she lay among strangers under a mound of earth. Ah hapless girl ! she lost Harpalion, she was severed from Lyaios.
209	But furious Morrheus was not content with slaying Alcimache, the Mainad who mocked the gods ; he slew also Codone, still a maiden, whose home was the Olympian soil of Elis beside Alpheios, the garland-loving b river. Forgive me, ye Fates ! He had no pity for the tresses of that head which was soon to wither, none for the rosy glow of that face soiled in the dust ; no pity when he saw the breast with its two round apples, and the firm pressure on the breastband ; no respect for the deep cleft of the thigh. No ! all that beauty he killed in the bud. Struck down she fell to the ground ; and Morrheus with nodding plume chased Mainads innumerable in their fine robes. Eurypyle, Sterope, Soe he mowed down with his sword, Staphyle he cleft asunder, ruddy Gigarto he wounded, and pierced Melictaina’s breast above the pink nipple, staining his deadly steel with crimson.
226	The spiteful Telchines also joined the battle. One held a tall firtree ; one had a cornel, trunk and roots and all ; one broke off the peak of a cliff and rushed against the Indians, whirling his darting rock with furious arms and crushing the foe.
and mated with the Lemnian women, who had killed their own men ; Hypsipyle, their queen, had twin sons by Jason.
6 Because the Olympian Games were celebrated on its bank.
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*\\ρη δ* αλλοπρόσαλλος έπιβριθονσα Αυαίφ 8ώκί μένος και θά ρα ος άγηνορι Αηρια&ηι, καί οι άριστ€υοιτι σιλασφόρον ώπασ(ν αίγλην ίΐς φόβον άιτιβίοισι* κορυσσομέιου 3ἐ φορηος άσπιδος Ίνδώης άμαρυσσ€Τθ φοίνιος αίγλη, και κυνέης σελᾶγιζεν ῶτἐρ λόφον άλλομένη φλό( καί θρασύς €τρ<μ€ Βάκχο?, όπως ἰδε Αηριαοηος όμφαλόν άστράτττοιτα πνριβλιρτοιο βο*ίης και σέλας η^ρόφοιτον άνατττοαένης τρυφαλίίης τον μιν ἰδῶν Λαηακτος έθάμβ*€ν, ουδέ οί €τλη άντιάσαι, νοέων δι κορυσσομένης δόλον "ΙΙρης ποσσιν άναινομέιοισιν έχάζίτο όηιοτητος.
Και τότε θαρσιμντ€ς έπί κλόνον ήιον ’ Ινδοί, ύσμίνην Μ ρο μ ίο ια λίλοιπότος· € ίσο ροών 3ἐ Αηριάδης έόάιζίν έπασσντέρων στίχα Βάκχων έγ^(ίην έκάτ(ρθ( παλινδίνητον έλίσσων.
Ασχαλόων 5* * Ι όβακ^ος^ άνηιιν *ις βάχιν όλης, καί κλονέιιν άνέμοισιν ιπέτptntv έλπ&α ^άρμης, μητρυιης τρομέω ν χάλον άγριον, ήλθί δ Άθηνη ούρανόθςν προ γάρ ἡν< διόπτομαι ύφιμίδων Ζλ νς, 250 γνωτόν όπως φίύγοντα, φόβω π(φοβημένον "Hρης,
€ις ένοπην έρύσ(ΐ€ μίταστρέφαντα μίνοινην στη δ* όπιθεΐ’, ξαι·θης δι κόμης έδράζατο Βάκχου, μουνω φαιιομένη βλοσυρή θ<ός· έκ δέ προσώπου μαρμαρυγήν πυρο€σσαν άνηκόντιζον όπωπαί'	255
καί νο€ρούς σπινθήρας έππτνίίονσα Αυαιω μ€μφομένη κ οτ έουσα φιλοτττολέμω φάτο φωνή*
Πῆ φ<ύγ€ΐς$ Διόνυσε;
τί σοι φόβος αντί κυδοιμου; πη σέΘζν όλκιμα θύρσα και ὰρπελὁεντες όιστοί; ἀμφ! σέ0€ν τινα μύθον έμω Κρονίωνι βοησω; 2β0
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231 Fickle Hera, still heavy against Lyaios, gave courage and spirit to lordly Deriades, and showed a brilliant glow upon his triumphant course for the terror of his foes. When he came forth in arms a fatal glow sparkled from the Indian shield, dazzling flames leapt over the crest of his helmet. Bold as he was, Bacchos trembled when he saw the flashing boss of Deriades’ fireshot shield and the plumes of the helmet burning in the air. Dionysos was amazed λνΐιβη he saw, and had not the heart to meet him ; but he retreated from the battle with unwilling feet, when he understood the device of Hera in arms.
243	Then the Indians took courage, and moved to the fight as Bromios left the field ; Deriades saw it, and swept the thronging ranks of Bacchants while he swung his blade right and left again and again.
247 Iobacchos in distress retired to the woodland ridge, and left the winds to blow away his hope of victory, since he feared his stepmother’s fierce resentment. But Athena came down from heaven ; for Zeus ruling on high sent her, on the errand to change the mind of her brother, now a fugitive in dread of Hera, and to bring him back to the battle. She stood behind him, and caught Bacchos by his yellow hair,a seen by him alone, that grim goddess : from her face the eyes flashed a fiery gleam, and breathing sparks of good sense upon Lyaios she spoke angrily in warlike tones of rebuke :
258 “ Whither do you flee, Dionysos ? Why flight instead of fight ? Where is your mighty thyrsus and your arrows of vine ? What word shall I tell of
0 After Hom. II. i. 107.
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ποιον Γδο»' κατιι δῆριν ἀλωλοτα κοιραι·ο ν * Ινδών; ζιύει ΑηριάΒης και μάρχαται ιίσίτι Μορρ*υς. ποίηι’ δ’ ονρανίην ιπιΒ(ίκνν(ς ιμφντον αλκήν; ῆ Αιβνης ιπίβης; η IIιρσιος <ίχ(ς άγώι·α; η Α,θιΐΎονς ΐΒις όμμα λιθώπιΒος ή( και αντης 2ύύ δι'/σμαχον \Ίνρνάλης μνκοιμινο» άνθ<ρ«2η·α ; τ) πλοκάμους (νόησης ιχιΒνοκόμοιο Μὡοὑσ^ε, καί σε πολυστνῳιουι' πιριό(Βρομ( χάσμα Βρακοιτων ; ον Α,ιμίλη tc’kc παὧα μαχημοι·α· Γοργοφόνον Bi όςιον υΓα λἐχευσο' εμού Λῶς *Ακρισιωνη·	270
ου γάρ (μήν Βριπαι·ην
πτιρόι ι ς άπ<σ<ίσατ ο Μιρσινς, *Κρμείαν Si γίραιριν (ών όνυτήρα πιοΐλαιν. γείτονα μάρτυν ϊχιο π(τρ<1»Βια Θήρα θαλάσσης· ειρ(ό μοι Κηφήα, τά περ κάμ( lieρσίος άρπη άντολίην S' €pt€ ιχ·€ και ϊ σπάρον άμφοτ(ρον γάρ, 275 Χηρ(ίΒ(ς τρομιονσι τ ον % Αι·ΒρομιΒης παρακοίτης, Εσπερίδες* μιλπονσι τον άμητήρα Μ(Βουσης.
Αιακός άπτοίητος όμοίιος ον π (λι Βᾶςχιο, ον φνγι ΑηριάΒην, ονκ (τριμι φνλοπιν Ι*6ῶν. χθιζά πάλιν σι φόβησιν *Αραφ πρόμος; (ζ(τι κιίνον 280 άζομαι "Αρια θονρον ίΒ(ΐνι γινιτήρα Ανκονργον, άΒρανίην βοόωντα φνγοπτολιμον Διοννσον. σῖς και ιμός γινίτης ονκ ιτριμι Βηιοτητα, ιντι θιοι Ύιτηνις ιθωρήχθησαν Όλνμπψ. ποίην Όρσιβόην ληίσσαο Βισπότιν *Ινδῶν;	2Α5
Χιιροβίην ονκ (tSi Βορικτητην σίο *Ρ«η. ιλήκοι Αιός (νχος, άΒ(λφ(όν ον σι καλόσσω
1 Ludv* irh ίδ<ν». Krydr11 ίίκΐν. Athena ‘►peaks.
β See on xviii. 291 ff.	* Danur.
' \Vifr of IWuidos : μι· xxvj. S.W.
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you to my Cronion ? Have I seen the Indian king dead on the battlefield ? No—Deriades lives, Mor-rheus fights on !
263	“ What have you shown of inborn heavenly prowess ? Have you set foot in Libya ? α Have you had the task of Perseus ? Have you seen the eye of Sthenno which turns all to stone, or the bellowing invincible throat of Euryale herself ? Have you seen the tresses of viperhair Medusa, and have the open mouths of her tangled serpents run round you ? No fighter was Semele’s son ; Acrisios’s daughter b bore the Gorgonslayer, a son worthy of my Zeus, for winged Perseus did not throw down my sickle, and he thanked Hermeias for lending his shoes. I have a witness ready here, the monster of the deep turned to stone ; pray ask Cepheus. what the sickle of Perseus did. Ask the east, and ask the west ; for both know—the Nereids tremble before Andromeda’s husband, the Hesperids sing him who cut down Medusa.
278 “ Aiacos was not affrighted, he was not like Bacchos, he did not run from Deriades, he did not shrink from the Indian battle ! Did the Arab chief frighten you again yesterday ? I am still ashamed to look at Ares, the furious father of Lycurgos, when he publishes abroad the cowardice of runaway Dionysos.
283	“ Your father and mine feared not battle, when the Titan gods armed themselves against Olympos. Where is Orsiboe—have you taken the Indian Queen ? c Rheia has not seen Cheirobie d captive of your spear. Zeus forgive my boast—but I will not call you brother, when you run from Deriades
d Wife of Morrheus.
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Δηριάδην φαύγοντα και άπτολέμιυν γένος Ινδών, άλλἀ λαβών σ ίο θνρσα πάλιν μιμνησκαο χάρμης, και στρατιης προμάχιζα, κορνσσομίνησι δα Βακχαις 2β( όφααι αύθώρηκα σνναιχμάζουσαν '\θηνην, αίγίδα κουφίζονσαν άνούτατον σπλον Όλυμπου.*'
*ίϊς φαμίΐ'η Βρομιά» μαι·σς αμπνααν' αύτάρ 6 θυμώ θαρσηαις πολίμιζα το δα ύτ άρον, ίσσομίνης 3ἐ νίκης ἐλπίδα πάσαν απατραπα Ύριτογαναίη.	29ί
Έ^α τινα πρώτον,
τινα δ* ύστατον ακτανα Βάχ^ος, όππότα μιν θάρσυνα μόθων άκόρητος Άθηνη; κταΐνα μιν άντιβίων ίκατοντάδα νηλίι θύρσου, πολλοϊς δ* έλκος όπασσα πολύτροπον αγχαΐ τύτττων ηα φυτών αλίκασσιν η ανόρπηκι κορύμβου,	3CM
η λίθον αιχμάζων κραναόν βέλος· οι δέ τνπέντ(ς δαιμονίη καναχηδόν αβακχαύθησαν ιμασθλη.
Φρίγγου δ* ούτασαν ώμον αριστερόν σζέι θύρσου' ος δἐ θορών άκίχητος αχάζατο* τον δα φυγοντα θηγαλίω βονπληγι καταπρηνίζω .Με λιάσει %*	30ί
Έγρετίου δ* απορούσα φιλανιον άγχος έλίσσων θυρσομαι·ης Διόνυσος ακηβόλος* ίπταμένη Bi Βακχιὺς αρροίζησα δι* ηαρος αγχαος αἰχμὴ άνδρα βαλεῖν αθέλουσα, καί *Κγρατίοιο φυγόντος αχραα Βωλίγγασσι, και αγραμοθους Άραχουτας 3H «V φόβον απτοίησα' φιλακρήτω δα πατηλω φρικτά δοριθρασέων αδαίζατο φύλα Φαλαγγών και στρατός αρτοίητο φαρασσακέων Άριηνών και προμάχους Φρίγγοιο και 'Κγρατίοιο διώκουν E mo? απτοίησαν ολον στρατόν Oύατοκοίτην'	314
καί Airy ο ν αίματόαντος άπαστυφαλιζα κυδοιμοΰ άλκηαις Ίόβακχος' αφαδρησσοντα δα δένδρου ούτασα Μειλανίωνα δολοπλόκον οϊνοπι θύρσου,
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and the unwarlike nation of India! Come, take your thyrsus again and remember the battle ; fight in the van of the army, and you will see Athena well armed and fighting beside the armed Bacchants : she will lift her aegis-cape, the invincible weapon of Olympos ! ”
293 Thus the goddess inspired Bromios with strength. Then he took courage and fought boldly again, entrusting all his hope of coming victory to Tritogeneia.
296	Now whom first, whom last did Bacchos slay, when Athena insatiate of battle made him brave ? He slew a round hundred of his enemies with destroying thyrsus, and he wounded many in many ways, striking with spear or bunches of twigs or clustered branches, or throwing stone, a rough missile. Those who were hit by the divine flail went rushing madly about with a great noise. He wounded Phringos in the left shoulder with sharp thyrsus, and he rushed away out of reach ; but Melisseus caught him and brought him down with a sharp poleaxe. Dionysos thyrsus-mad leapt after Egretios, shaking his Euian spear for a long shot : the sharp Bacchic blade flew whizzing through the air, eager to strike the man—and Egretios escaped. But the god attacked the Bolinges, and scared into flight the strife-stirring Arachotai. With his intoxicating vine leaves he swept away the terrible tribes of spearbold Salangoi; and the host of shielded Arienoi were scattered. The Euian scattered the whole host of the Ear-sleepers in his chase after the forefighters of Phringos and Egretios. Iobacchos in his might beat off Lygos also out of the gory battle. Cunning Mei-lanion hid in a tree, and from his hiding-place
4.19
NONNOS
Βασσαριδας κρνφίοισιν oiartvovra βελῖμνοι?* άΛΛά μιν £ζιογρησ£ν άττημονα δνσμαχος "Hρη, 320 όττι δάλω κ£κόρνστο και £χρα£ πολλάκι Ηακχαις κριτττταδιοις πολίμοισιν αει &έ μιν £κρνφ>€ πέτρη η φντδν νφικάρηνον νποκλ£φθ£ντα π£τηλοις, άντρας άφράστοισιν όιστ£νοντα βίλιμνοις.
'Ινδοί δ* άνδροφόνοιο μ(Τ£σσ£νοντο κνόοιμον 326 yjvop£Tjv τρομ£οιτ£ς aviKijrov Διονάσου.
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showered arrows among the Bassarids, but the god hit him with his thyrsus of vine. Formidable Hera saved him unhurt, because he had often used this trick of arms, and attacked Bacchants, making war from ambush. He was always hidden by a rock or concealed by the leaves of a tall tree, shooting men unnoticed with his arrows.
325 The Indians retreated at last from the carnage of the battle, fearing the valour of unconquered Dionysos.
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ΔΙΟΝΥΣΙΑΚΩΝ ΤΡΙΑΚΟΣΤΟΝ ΠΡΩΤΟΝ
Έν δἐ τριηκοστώ πράττω μ£ιλίσσίται "ΙΙρη "Υπνον όπι Κpov&rj #οαι Πεμσεὸὁνην cm Βακχω.
"Ω$ 6 μίι *Ιιδώριο τυπίΐς ιυγγι κυ&οιμοΰ Βάκχος Έρυθραίης πιριόίόρομι κόλπον άρούρης, χρυσία χιονόησι παρηίσι βόστρνχα neiwi *\\ρη 8i φθονίροισιν άνοιόαίνουσα μίριμναις άκρον άπίίλητηρι κατίγραφίν τμρ·ι ταρσω,	δ
αυτόθι παπταίνουσα πολυσπίρόων στρατόν Ινδῶν θύρσοις άΐ’όροφόνοισιν άλοιηθίντα Αναίου. και χόλον άλλον tytiptv Έρυθραίω παρά πόντοι 'Ανύρυμόόης όρόωσα πολύπλοκα λίίψανα άοσμων και λίθον tv φαμάθω, βλοσυρόν τ(ρας όννοσιγαίου. 10 άχνυμόνη δ’ tov όμμα παρότραπί, μη παρά πόντω Γοργοφόνου II ίρσηος ΐ8η χαλκηλατον άρττην.
"Η8η γαρ ταχύγουνον tv ήόρι ταρσόν ἐλίσσων όίφιον άμφι Ttvovra Αίβυν πορθμίύίτο Π ίρσίύς, νηχόμίίος τττίρύγίσσι* μονογληνου 8t γίραιής 16 Φορκίόος άγρύπνοιο λαβών οφθαλμόν αλήτην δύσβατο ν άντρον tSuvt, και άμωων παρά ττότρη λήια συρίζοντα, θαλύσια λοξά κομάων,
Τοργόνος ώόίνοντα όιόθρισίν άνθίρίώνα,
και Βρίπάνην φοινιξί' όαϊζομόνης 3ἐ Μίόούσης	20
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In the thirty - first, Hera propitiates Sleep for Cronides, and Persephone for Bacehos.
So struck by the spell of the Indian conflict, Bacchos sped about the bosom of the Erythraian land, shaking the golden locks against his snervv-white cheeks.
4	But Hera, swelling with jealous passions, scored the air with menacing sole, when she beheld the host of scattered Indians beaten like corn in the threshing where they stood, by the manslaying thyrsus of Lyaios. Again she awakened a new resentment, seeing the heap of Andromeda’s broken chains beside the Erythraian sea, and that rock lying on the sand, Earthshaker s monstrous lump.® Bitterly she turned her eye aside, not to glimpse by the sea the bronze-forged sickle of Gorgonslaying Perseus.
13 For Perseus already was ferrying across to the thirsty stretches of Libya, swimming on his wings and circling in the air a quickfoot knee. He had taken the travelling eye of Phorcys’s old one-eyed daughter unsleeping ; he dived into the dangerous cave, reaped the hissing harvest by the rockside, the firstfruits of curling hair, sliced the Gorgon’s teeming· throat and stained his sickle red. He cut off the head and
a The monster turned to stone.
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αίμοβαφή παλάμην όφιιόδίϊ λοίκκν όόρση, κράτα ταμών χρυσό ω δ( συν άορι παΖδα λοχιύων ίππαην όλόχ€υσ€ γοιήν διδυμητόκος αύχήν.
Και φθονερος πραπιδισσι χόλον
δι€πάφλαχτ€ν Ήρης
ζήλον όρςυγομόνης ἐπὶ Περσἑι καί Αιονυσψ.	25
ήθ€λ( δ( Κρονίδαο και δμματα καί φρόνα θόλγ^ιν (ις γάμον ήπ^ροττηα και €ις rrrepov ήδόος "Τττνου όλκομόνου μ€τά λέκτρον, όπως δολίη τινι τόχνη Ληνός €τι κνώσσοντος όπιβρίσ€ΐ€ Α ναίω. όρφναίην δ* Άίδαο μ€τήλυθ€ πανδόκον αυλήν 30 Π(ρσ€φόΐ'ην δ* €κίχησ€, δολόφρονι δ* ΐαχ( μυθω' Όλβιστην όνόπω σε, Θ(ών ότι τηλόθι ναΐ€ΐς’ ου Σ(μόλην όνόησας 0σω ναίουσαν Όλυμπου. δείδια, μη Διόνυσον, ον άνδρομόη τόκ€ γαστήρ, άστίροττην κρατόοντα μετά Ζ,αγρήα νοήσω	35
ή χθονίαις παλάμησιν όλαφρίζοντα κεραυνούς· συλήθης, φτρόκαρπ*· παρά σταχνώδίϊ Νείλο» άντι τ(ής Αήμητρος άμαλλοτόκοιο τ(κούσης άλλη κώμον άγουσι, νόθη δέ τις ομττνια Δηὼ ταυροφυης κερόεσσα φατίζίται ’Ινανὶ? *Ιώ.
*Αρε α 8*, ον περ ίτικτον, ον ούρανίη τ όκ€ γαστήρ, υιόν όμόν χθονίω π€π€ δη μόνον άκλόι δςσμω κρύφ€ν όσω κίράμοιο π^ρισφίγζας *Εφιάλτης· ουδό οι όχραίσμησ€ν όμος πόσις ουράνιος Ζεῖς, αλλά τόκον Σ.£μόλης φλογέρων όρρύσατο πυρσών, 45 και βρόφος (ΐσότι Βάκχον άν€ζώγρησ€ κ€ραυνοΰ,
* Pegasos and Chrysaor: see Hesiod. Theogony £82.
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bathed a bloodstained hand in that viperish dew ; then as Medusa was slain, the neck was delivered of its twin birth, the Horse and the Bov with the golden sword.0
24 Then jealous resentment boiled up in Ilera’s breast, and she belched spleen against Perseus and Dionysos ; and she purposed to enchant the eyes and heart of Cronides in deceitful love, under the wing of sweet sleep that is brought on after the bed, that while Zeus yet slumbered she might find some cunning trick to crush Lyaios.b Away she went to the gloomy all-welcoming court of Hades : there she found Persephone, and told her a crafty tale :
32 “ Most happy I call you, that you dwell so far from the gods ! You have not seen Semelc at home in Olympos. I fear I may yet sec Dionysos, one born of a mortal womb, master of the lightning after Zagreus, or lifting the thunderbolt in earth-born hands. Cornbringer, you have been robbed ! Beside the Nile with his harvests they hold festival for another, instead of your sheafbearing· mother Demeter ; they tell of a spurious bountiful Deo, bullbred, horned, Inachos’s daughter lo.c
41 “ And Ares, the one I brought forth, born of a heavenly womb, my own son, was shackled tijrht inglorious in earthly fetters in a jar,d where Ephialtes had hidden him. Nor did heavenly Zeus my husband help him—but he rescued Semeles son from the flaming fire, he saved Bacchos from the thunderbolt, while still a baby brat, his bastard son half-finished !
6 The following scene imitates Hom. II. xiv. 153 if. c i.e. the Egyptians do not worship Demeter, but Isis, whom Greek mythologists equated with lo. a See II. v. 385 ff.
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NONNOS
ημιτ(Χή vtWov via· όαϊζομίιον λἐ μαχαιραις Lay pi ος ου προμάχ ιζςν ίπουραιίου Λιονῦσου τ ο t/τ ο pt μάλλον opiitv, on Κμηιἔπ nrUor atrrpujv tdin πάρα· ~ιμίλη και Ι ·ιρταρα IIιρσςφονχίτ)' δθ ουραίος Άπόλλωνι φυλάσσεται, ουρανόν Ἑρμῆς νακτάα συ ό< τοῦτο»· ίχας όυμον ίμπλ*ον ορό τί τ?λ«'ο»·, ὑπτι λ/κίΛ-οιπος ἐκων φ* νόημα να μορφήν δεσμόν άσυλῆτοιο τ«ῇς· σνληοί καρ*ίης, ti p*rn λίκτρον !μ<\λ< τ<άς ιοόΐνας όλίσσαι;	ΛΑ
Ζ«ῖς /i«V άναξ κατ* "Ολυμπον
ίχα Λά/im ίμπλςον άστρων, γΐΌΐτώ 3* νγρομίόονη γίρας ττόρ<γ αλμυρόν υ&ωρ, και ζόφον ἐχλικ>«»τα ταμ πόρςν οίκον ῶαητῃ.
■ ιλΑά τ«άς θώρηξον Έροαίαν οϊιοπι Βά«£<μ,
/ιἡ βροτόν άθρηοαιμι χ·οθον σκτγπτονχον Ολυμπου, βθ aiSto λισσομίνην Λακ uWtiv, αίθ«ο λψΰ, αΐόιο λισαομίχ'ην καθαρήν Οίμιν, όφρά K4V liV>0* βαιόν ά»·απν«ι»σαχ7ΐ τιιησσρμίιου λιονυσον ίσσό μοι αχνι·μ/ιη] τιμήορος, όττι Κρονίιυν Βάχχιμ ι ίκταρ ότταασε και "λρα λύθρον Τἶνυονς. ΛΛ μτ/0« ι Vo»* Λιοια·σο»' άνυμι -ηοωαιν *.\θηναι, μηόί λάχη γίρας ίσον 'Ελακτινίψ λιοννσω, μη τ«λ«τ<κ προτίροιο &ιαλλάξα*ν *Ι<χ«τ^ου# μη τάλαρου λημητρος άτιμησαα· οπώρη.”
Τῖς φαμί\·η συνίχακν όλην φρίνα IIιρσιφονςίης, το όάκρνσι ττοιητοισι όιαινομίνοιο προσώπου, αίμνλα κοττίλλονσα. Ota δ* ίπίινυσ* θ(αιι·τ), καί οί bujKi λΜγαιραν όμόστολον, όφρα τ(λίσστ) βάσκαιον όμμα φίρουσα ιὁον ζηλημονος "\\ρης,
• Hcmarknhly accurate for Nonnos. Iwrhos one of the 426
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But Zagreus the heavenly Dionysos he would not defend, when he was cut up with knives !
49 “ What made me angrier still, was that Cronides gave the starry heaven to Semele for a bridegift,—and Tartaros to Persephoneia ! Heaven is reserved for Apollo, Hermes lives in heaven—and you have this abode full of gloom ! What good was it that he put on the deceiving shape of a serpent, and ravished the girdle of your inviolate maidenhead, if after the bed he was to destroy your babe ?
56	“ Lord Zeus holds the starry hall on Olympos ; he has given the briny sea to his brother the \vater king for his prerogative ; he has given the cloudy house of darkness to your consort. Come now, arm your Furies against wineface Bacchos, that I may not see a bastard and a mortal king of Olympos. Pity the wife of Zeus who prays to you, pity Deo, pity praying Themis the immaculate, that the Indians may have a little space to breathe while Dionysos is shaken. Be the avenger of my sorrow, because Cronion has given nectar to Bacchos and the blood of battle to Ares ! Let not Athens sing hymns to a new Dionysos, let him not have equal honour with Eleusinian Dionysos, let him not take over the rites of Iacchos a who was there before him, let not his vintage dishonour Demeter’s basket! ”
70 The whole mind of Persephoneia \vas perturbed while she spoke, babbling deceit as the false tears bedewed her cheeks. Goddess bowed assent to goddess, and gave her Megaira to go with her, that with her evil eye she might fulfil the desire of Hera’s jealous heart.
Eleusinian deities, was not the same as Dionysos, though early identified with him.
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Ή ό< Θιπλληαπι όιαίζασα πιόιλω τρις μῖν άιηόρθη, το bi τίτρατον iKtro Tciyy»!^' και νίκυν * Ινδόν όμιλον άμαλόι δάξε \1*γαψη και στρατιής ιόρώτα *αὶ ψορόην Λιιηύσου* 'Ινδοόςη·ου* δἐ Μἐγαιρα πόνου* όρόωσα Αναιου ζηλι'ίμιυν όμόγηρ* και ονρανίης πλόυν *\\ρης. ή δἐ νεκμ κ<χάρητο' όρακοιποκόμω bi tttauyj σαρόόνιον γ<λόωσα κήτημα ρήζατο φωνήν
Οντιυ άρισπνουσι νόοι βασιλή<ς Όλυμπον, οντω άκοντίζονσι νόθοι λιός- ίκ Σμίλης bi Ζ«ΰς οό παίόα λόχινσα·, ίνα ζ νμ πάντα ς ηλίαση Ίνδούί μ€ΐλιχίονς και άμ<μΦ<ας' άλλα 0α€ΐη Ζιΰς άόικος και Ηάν^ος,
όσοι σθινος ἐστι Μεγαίτὴ^. ω πόποι, οΐον άθ<σμον όχα »ὁον ϋψιμίόων Ζ«ικ* Ύυρσηνοϊς άόίκοις ου μάρναται, όττι μαθόντες φωρια θί,σμά βίαια κακο(€ινων ἐπ ι ι ηηων αρπαγ€ς άλλοτρίων ~ι*«λτ) πλῶοιχη Θαλάσση· ου κτάν€ όνσσΐβόων λρνόπων γόι-ος, οΐς βίος αιχμαί και φόνος· ευσεβῖς 3ἐ μ€μηλότας όκτανςν 'Ιι·δοὐς, ου? τὐχα πασιμέλουσα Si μις μαιωοατο μαζω. αι πόποι, οΐον άθίσμον ίχα »ὁον αθάνατον /ὰρ θιηγτος άνηρ όφλίξ* τόσον *αι τοῖον Ύόάσπην, θνητός άνηρ (φΛ<£ε, τοι* ουράνιος τόκντο Ζεός."
*1ῖς φαμάη π€πότητο δι* αίθόρος· ἡ 3ἐ σιωπή γ€ιτονα Καυκασιὐτ ῶτό φωλάΒα πόζαν όρίπνης φρικτόν άμαψαμόνη μιλιών όφιοέκα μορφήν, γλανκ ι φιτην ικόλη μένε ν αυτόθι, μόχρι νοήση Χήνα μίγαν κνάισσοντα· τἀ γἀρ όςιτο κοίρανος "Hρη. 428
76
Μ)
85
90
05
100
DIONYSIACA, XXXI. 75-102
75 Hera then shot away with stormwinged shoe : three strides she made, and the fourth brought her to Ganges.® She pointed out to unsmiling Megaira the crowd of dead Indians, the sweat of the army and the prowess of Dionysos. When the Fury beheld the deathdealing feats of Lyaios, her jealous heart was furious even more than heavenly Hera. Then Hera was glad ; and with a grim laugh she addressed the snakyhaired goddess in despondent voice :
83	“ See how the young kings of Olympos triumph ! See how the bastards of Zeus ply the spear ! Zeus has been delivered of one son from Semele, that he may destroy all the Indians in a mass, the gentle innocents ! Let Zeus the lawbreaker learn, and Bacchos, how great is the strength of Megaira ! For shame—what a lawless mind has Zeus ruling on high ! He never attacks the lawbreaking Tyrsenians, because they learn thieves’ laws of violence, and sail the Sicilian Sea in their unfriendly ships, and rob other men of their own. He slew not the impious tribe of Dryopes, where life is sharp steel and murder ; but he did slay the Indians whose heart is set on piety, whom famous Themis herself, I think, nursed at her breast. For shame—what a lawless mind he has ! when a mortal man has set on fire immortal Hydaspes, so noble and so great, a mortal man has set on fire him whose father was heavenly Zeus !
98	With these words, she flew away through the upper air ; and silently in a cave of the neighbouring Caucasian cliff, Megaira east off the terrible serpent shape, and waited there in the form of an owl until she should see great Zeus fast asleep, for that was Queen Hera’s command.
α Imitated from II. xiii. 20.
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Αίττη Si Χριμιταο μιτηuv "Εσπιρον vSajp "Ηρη μητιόα>σα, γίριυν βαρύς ότητόθι κάμνιι ονρανίη στροφάλιγγι \ίβνς κυρτονμινος "Ατλας, Ι*Λ και 7.ιφύρου δνοιριοτος ιδίζιτο συγγαμον Μ μιν,
'Αηνος ιπιιγομινοιο Βιάκτορον, άφρα τιλίσση ηιρόθιν σκιόιντι ποδηντμον άγγελον "Υπνψ. τί) ν Si κ αλί σ σ αμινη φιλία* μιιλίξατ ο μνθψ'
“"Ιρις, άι(ι φυτου Αιφυρον χρναόπτιρι νύμφη, ϊ (Ο ιΰλοχι μήτtp "Κραττος, άιλλήι*τι πιόίλω cmivSi μολιϊν ζοφόιντος ίς*Κσπίριον B6pov"Yirvov‘ δίζιο και πιρι Λήμνον άλΐκτυπον 11 δέ μιν ινρης, λ* ζ ον, ΐνα Κρονιαη·ος άθιλγίος άρματα Θ4λ£η ιις μίαν ήριγίιιιαν, οπιος ' Ιΐ’όοίσιν άρηζαι.	115
άλλα διμας μεταμείβω, μιλανζωνου Si Θιαίνης μορφήν Χνκτος ΐχονσα ΒναιιΒια μητιρος ’Ύπνου γίνιο κνα\*η φιυδώινμος, άττι καί αυτή άιτιτνποις μιλίισσιν, οτι χρίος ἐστιν ανάγκης, ιις Θεμιν, ιις Κυϋιριιαν, ι ς ’Αρτι μιν ι Γόος άμιίβο*. |*jo Πασιθ^ης Β* ύμιναιον ύπόσχιο, της Βία κάλλος ιpiipwv άννσιιιν ιμον χρίος· ου σ< διδάξω, άττι γνιπιμανίων τις «V* ἐλπίδι πάντα τελἐσσει.”
"11? φαμινης πιπότητο θιά χρυσόπτιρος "Ιρις ηίρα παΊτταιιουσα, και ιις Πάφον,
ιις χθόνα Κόπρου 125
άπλαι·ῖς δμμα τίταινς, το Bi πλίον ύψόθι Βυβλου *Ασσνρίου σκοπίαζιν ΆΒώνιΒος ιάγαμον νδα*ρ, Βιζομίνη πιρίφοιτον αλημονος ΐχνιον "Υπνον, ιυρι δι μιν γαμίοιο παρά κλιτας *0ρχομινοΐο·
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103	Hera herself made her May brooding to the waters of Chremetesα in the west, where that afflicted ancient, Libyan Atlas, wearily bends under the whirling heavens ; and she sought out the wife of jealous Zephyros,b Iris, the messenger of Zeus when he is in a hurry—for she wished to send her swift as the wind from heaven with a message for shadowy Sleep. She called Iris then, and coaxed her with friendly words :
110	“ Iris, goldenwing bride of plantnourishing Zephyros, happy mother of Love ! c Hasten with stormshod foot to the home of gloomy Sleep in the west. Seek also about seagirt Lemnos, and if you find him tell him to charm the eyes of Zeus uncharm-able for one day, that I may help the Indians. But change your shape, take the ugly form of Sleep’s mother the blackgirdled goddess Night; take a false name and become darkness, since I also change my limbs into the aspect of Themis, of Cythereia, of Artemis when need compels. Promise him Pasithea for his bride, and let him do my need from desire of her beauty. I need not tell you that one lovesick will do anything for hope.”
124 At these words, Iris goldenwing flew away, peering through the air. To Paphos, to the land of Cyprus she directed her unwavering eye ; most of all she gazed above Byblos, on the wedding water of Assyrian Adonis,d seeking the wandering track of vagrant Sleep. She found him on the slopes of
α In N.-W. Africa, probably the Senegal. b Yet again an allusion to Hyacinthos, whose legend is a positive obsession to Nonnos.
c So Alcaios, frag. 8 Diehl; usually Eros is Aphrodite’s son.
d See xx. 144.
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κωθι γάρ ηύτις ίμιμι·ς ι·οοπλανις ίχνος ίλίσσων,
11 ααιθίης ίρόίι*τα παρἀ προπύλαια Θαμίζων.
Καί δέμας άλλήζασα μιτάτροπον άσκοπος Ίμί κνανίης άγιωστον ίδνσατο Νυκτός όπατπην 'Γπνου δ* ιγγος ικανς δολοπλόκος’ οΐα δὲ μήτηρ κλιφιι-όοις όάροις ἐπαττ/λιον ?αχ< φωνήν'
“ *Γ ίκνον (μοι·, τ ίο μίχρις ίμί Κρονίδης άθίρίζίΐ; ονχ άλις, ως Φαίθων μ< βιάζίται, όττι καί αντος "Ορθρος ακόντιζα μί και ήριγίναα δίωκα;
Δίνς νόθοι· via φύτινσίν, όπως ίμόν * Vrrvov ίλίγζη.
< ις βρότος αισχνν€ι μ* και νιία · πανννχνος γάρ μνστιπόλω σπινθηρι φίρανγία λάλον άνάπτων Haxj(o> ομαλόvvti μί, και ίγρίμτσων σε χαλίπτω "Τττνε, τί πανδαμάτωρ κικλήσκίαι; ονκίτι θίλγως άι·ίρας ίγρησσοντας, ότι χθονίοιο Λικιίον κώμον ίμόν νίκησί ι·οθον σίλας* ημίτίρων γάρ φαιδοοτίραις δαιόίσσι κατακρύπτω φλόγας άστρων. ίΐς βρότος αισχνιτι μί φαισφόρος, όττι καλύπτω, και μ€γ<ίλην πίρ ίονσαν, ίμής ακτιι·α Σελήνης, άζομαι ηριγίνωαν ίπίγγίλοωοαν Όμίχλτ), όττι νόθον μίθίπω ννχιον σίλας άλλοτρίω γάρ ποιητώ Φαἐ^οντι φαιίνομαι ήματιη Νιίς. άΛΛα σν μοι, φιλί κονρί, χολωίο δίζνγι θίσμω μι·στιπολοις Σατνροισι και αγρντη·ω λιονύσω 153 δός χάριν αχννμωπ) σίο μητίρι, δος χάριν npfj, 1·’*Λ και λιός νφιμίδοντος άθίλγία θίλξον όπωπην €ΐς μίαν ηριγίνίιαν, όπως *Ινδοισιν apijfjj,	ΙΛβ
ο Ος Σάτνρο ι κλονίονσ ι και ωσίτι Βάχ^οί όρΐνω. Ύπνε, τί παιόαμάτωρ κικλήσκίαι; ην ίθίλήστ]ς,
146
ΙΔΟ
• 1Χη“> it turn n that it was thr city of his hoped-for liridr. the (harite> I* inir th«· gwldfssrs of OrchomctK»?
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nuptial Orchomenosrt; for there he delayed again and trailed his distracted foot, a frequent visitor at the door of his beloved Pasithea.
132 Xhen Iris changed her shape, and all unseen she put on the look of dark Night unrecognizable. She came near to Sleep, weaving guile ; and in his mother’s guise uttered her deceitful speech in cajoling whispers :
136 “ My child, how long is Cronides to despise me ? Is it not enough that Phaethon does me violence, that Morning shoots me, and Dawn pursues me ? Zeus has got a bastard son, just to confound my dear Sleep! One mortal by himself insults me and my son : all night long Bacchos destroys me, and provokes you, by keeping wide awake and kindling his blazing torch with mystic sparks. Why are you named Allvanquisher, Sleep ? No longer you charm wakeful men, now that the spurious gleam of earthborn Lyaios has conquered my revels—for he hides the flames of my stars by brighter torches of his own. One mortal by himself insults me, a new Lightbringer who covers the beams of my Moon great as they are. I am shamed before Day when she mocks at darkness, because I have a false brightness in the night : for a foreign unnatural Sun makes me shine as if night were day. O my dear son ! you must resent this on two counts—resist the mystical Satyrs, resist Dionysos the sleepless ! Grant this boon to your sorrowful mother, grant this boon to Hera, and charm the charmproof eye of Zeus in the Highest, just for one day, that she may help the Indians whom the Satyrs scatter in rout and still Bacchos harries.
158 “ O Sleep, why are you named All vanquisher ? If it be your pleasure, pray turn your eye, and you
2 f	433
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τρίφοι «μοι τεον όμμα, και επταπνλψ παρά Ηηβη ττάινυχον ίγρήσσοιπα ττάλιν Κρονίαινα ιοίμτεις Ιβ< Λΰσον ατασ#αλιἡν άδικον Λιός* ' Αμφιτρνων μεν νόσφιν ιον ΟαΧάμοιο σιδηροχίτων μετανάστης μάρναταί’ * Αλκμήνη ό< πορίζεται ειδόμνχος Zil/f, νυμφιδίην άκόρητος εχων τρία*λήϊον ομίχλην, μη Αιός εγρήσσοντος ιδω και νύκτα Τετάρτην. ICU άλλα, τε κας, Κρονίωιι κορύσσεο, μὴ πάλιν άλλην, μη πάλιν ειτεάκυκλον άιαπλήσειεν ομίχλην.
Μ ιη/ιοσι/ντ/f προτερης μιμνησκεο’ τη παριαύων εννεα ι·νκτας ίμιμνεν, έχουν άγρι/πνον οπωπήν, οίστρον εχων πολντεκιον άκοιμήτων υμεναίων. 17< παιοαμάτωρ θεός άλλος όμόπτερος, εΐκελος 'IVitv, βαιός "Ερως, Κρονίδην όλίγω νίκησε βελίμνψ.
Γηγει·εων δ* ελίαιρε γοιην μελανόχροον *Ι»*δῶν· δός χάριν- ύμετερης γαρ ομόχροες είσι τεκούσης· ρνεο κυανεονς, κνανόπτερε’ μηδε χαλίφης	Ι7ἱ
Γαῖα*' εμού γενετηρος ομήλικα, της άπο μούνης πάιτες άνεβλάστησαν, όσοι ι·αετηρες *Ολυμπου. μη τρομεοις Κρονίδην, οτε σνγγαμος ιλαος "Hρη' μη τρομεοις ϊίεμελην, ήν εφλεγεν αντος άκοίτης. ου στ ε ρο πη πυρόεσσα δυνήσεται ισοφάριζε ιν,	19(
ου βροντί) βαρύδουπος άρασσομίνων νεφελάων’ μοι-ιor εμοι πτερά πάλλε, και άκλινίων επί λίκτρων μίμνει Άενς άτίνακτος,
όσον χροιάν, Ἕπνε, κελεύεις, εκλυον, ως πόθε εις Χαρίτιον μίαν ἀλλ’ ενί θυμω οίστρον εχων θαλάμοιο φυλάσσεο, μηδε χαλίφης ιβί μητέρα \\ασιθεης, ζνγιην θαλαμηπόλον "πμην.
* i.t. Zru.s «at Ix-gcttinf? HcracJcs. lhat night w·*, by miracle, of thrice the usual length.
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shall perceive Cronion \vakeful once again through the night in sevengate Thebes. Make an end of the wantonness of Zeus La\vbreaker ! Amphitryon is far from his bridal chamber, steelclad and in the battle ; Zeus makes himself at home by the side of Alemena, enjoying insatiate three moons of bridal darkness ! Let me not see Zeus yet wakeful for a fourth night.a
166 “ Nay, my son, arm you against Cronion—let him not have more darkness, nine full circles more! Remember Mnemosyne b in the old time before us; how he lay by her side for nine λνΐιοίο nights, with eyes ever wakeful, full of passion for many children in that unresting bridal. Another allvanquishing god, winged like Sleep, little Love, conquered Cronides with a tiny dart.
173 “ Pity the blackskin nation of earthborn Indians ! Grant this boon—for they have the same colour as your mother—save the black ones, O Blacksving ! Do not provoke Earth, my father’s age-mate,0 from whom alone we are all sprung, we \vho dwell in Olympos. Tremble not before Zeus, when his consort Hera is favourable : tremble not before Semele, whom her own bedfellow burnt up. No fiery lightning can equal you, no loud thunderclaps from the bursting clouds : do but flap me your wings, and Zeus lies immovable on unshaken bed, so long as you command him, Sleep ! I have heard that you want one of the Graces ; then if you have in your heart an itch for her bedchamber, have a care ! Do not provoke Pasithea’s mother, Hera the handmaid of wedded love ! And if you dwell with
b Mother of the nine Muses.
c Night is daughter of Chaos, and Chaos and Earth were the first of beings, see Hesiod, Theog. 116-123.
435
NONNOS
tt δι αν wmtw 19 παρά Ύηθύι λινκάόα πότρην, ληριάδη χραίσμησον, ον ήροσιν Ιιδός 'Τδασπης· γείτοι·ι πιστά φύλακον, <π«ί τ «ὸν ὐχἑτα γιίτων 'ίϊκιαιος κιλάδων προπάτωρ πιλι Λη/καδῆοτί* 190 "11? φαμινη παρίπιισι. καί οίά rc μητρος άκονωι Ί’πιος άΐΊπτοίητο, και ώμοσιν όμματα θόλγιιν λψ·ος άκοιμήτοιο και ιίς τριτάτης δρόμον *Ηθῖς· άλλά /αν jjriev Ίρις, ΐνα Κροιίαη·α πέδηση ύπνώειν όχι μοΰνον ιπι δρόμον ήριγίιιίης.	IU5
αι/τοῦι δ* "Vni*)? ιμιμνι, διδιγμινος ινγαμον ώρην.
Και ταχινη πιπότητο θιιι παλινόστιμος *1 ρις· σπιρχομινη δ* ήγγιιλιν άμιμφία μύθον άνάσαΐβ.
Ή δἐ θι*λλήιντι δι ήιρος ίτττατο ταρσω, και δόλον ίπλικιν άλλον, όπως Διός όγγνθιν ϊλθη 200 κ € στον άιρτάζοικτα, πόθου Θιλζίφρονα μίτρην. και ΙΙαφὰρ μάστινιν ύπίρ λιβάιοιο Bi μουνην Άσσυρίην ίκίχηαιν ιρημαίην Άφροδίτην ΐζομινην Χορίτις γάρ ις άνθια ποικίλα κήπων ιιαριιαι στιλλοντο, χορίτιδις *0ρχομινοΐο,	20β
η μιν αμιργομιι·η ΚιΛικα κρόκον, ή Β* κομίζιιν βάλσαμον ίμιίρουσα καί Ινδώον Βονακηος φνταλίην, ιτίρη Bi ρόδων ιύωΒια ποίην.
θαμβαλιη δ* άδόκητος ιών ἀνεπόλατο δίφρων, ως Διός ιΐΒι δάμαρτα, Διος θνγάτηρ * Αφροδίτη· 210 άχΐ'νμινην δ* όρόωσα πολύτροπον ίαχι φωνήν “ ΊΙρη, Ζηιός άκοιτι, τί σοι χλοάονσι παρδίαι; τίπτι τιαί, βασίλεια, καττμφίις ιισιν όπωπαί; ή ρα πάλιν πιλιν όμβρος ΐπίκλοπος νότιος Ζεός; μή πάλιν επλετο ταύρος ιν ύδασιν ύγρος όδίτης; 216 436
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Tethys by the Leucadian Rock, do help Deriades the son of Indian Hydaspes : be true to a neighbour, for resounding Ocean your loud-voiced neighbour was an ancestor of Deriades.”
191 With this appeal, she won his consent. Then Sleep as one obeying a mother started up, and swore to charm the eyes of unresting Zeus even until the third dawn should come ; but Iris begged him to fasten Cronion with slumber for the course of one day only. There Sleep remained, awaiting the happy season of marriage.
197	Then goddess Iris returned flying at speed, and hastened to deliver her welcome message to her queen.
199 But Hera flew through the air on stormswift sole, and wove another plan, to visit Zeus carrying the cestus, that mindcharming girdle of desire. She sought for the Paphian ; and found Assyrian Aphrodite seated in a solitary spot upon Libanos, alone, for the Graces, those dancers of Orchomenos, had been sent away to gather the various flowers of spring in the gardens—one to gather Cilician crocus, one eager to bring balsam and sprouts of the Indian reed, another for the fragrant petals of the rose.
209 Wondering and startled, Aphrodite the daughter of Zeus leapt up from her seat, when she saw the consort of Zeus in sorrow ; and the wily creature cried out—
212	“ Hera, queen of Zeus ! why are your cheeks pale ! Why are your eyes downcast, my queen ? Can it be that Rainy Zeus has once more become a shower of deceit ? a Has he become a bull again, a drenched wayfarer in the "waters ? What second ° As with Danae.
437
NONNOS
τις πάλιν Κύρώπη at βιάζ*ται; ἡἐ τις άλλη *Αντιόπη Χυκτηος άναινομ*νου γ*ν*τηρος φ*νδαλ*ου ^Λτνρου λασιη νι·μόςάεται εὐνῇ; μη νίος €ΐς γάμον άλλον iatlyt τ αι ίππος όχίφρων, μιμηλοϊς στομάτίσσι νόθον χρ*μ*τισμον ιάλλων; 230 μη ϊΐιμόλην ότίρην λοχίψ μνηστινσατο πνρσώ και στ (ροπήν tλtλ^ζt κνΗιριηη ιραι *Η/>ώτων; μη δαμάλης «'ττι λέκτρον όυκραΐροιο \opt\Hi μυκηθμόν προχόιυν φιλοτήσιον; ην όθίλήσης,
Ληνός όπιπ*υτηρα βοοσκόπον άλλον {γιιροις, 22S βουκόλον άγρυπνοις κ*χαραγμίνον * Αργόν όπωπαις. *ιπί μοι €ΐρομίΐηη, και όσον σθόνος ἐστίν, άρήζω.”
*ίϊς φαμίνην όολόιντι θιά προσπτύζατο μύθω" Κἐπρι Θιά, θντγτοιοιν όάσυμ*ν υνόας ’Ολυμπου* Λιυς Σμίλην €ς *Ολυμπον ὲνἡναγ*,
μητίρα Ηάκχου, 230
άξ*ι και Λιάιακτοι* ός αιθίρα. τις δόμος *\\ρην δίδεται; η τινα χώρον *λ*νσομαι; αίρομαι δί, μη ~€μίλιμ· ιαίλοιμι ιάθην βααιλα αν * Ολυμπου. δείδια, μη ζοφό*ντος i0w δόμον Ίαττετοιο, μη μ€ λαβών (Χία*κ μ*τά Κρόνον *κτός Όλυμπου. 235 δειδία, μη μ*τα γαΐαν tv alQtpi vtκταρ Ιλίγχιυν 238 άμπίλον, ην καλόουσι, και tv μακάρ<ασι φυταχτη. μη 7τότε rotm> γῖνοιτο, Δίκη καὶ Γαῖα *αὶ "Ύδωρ. 240 κλήματα μή κομίσίκν *ς αιθόρα, μη χάριν οινης ουρανόν άμπ*λ0€ΐτα μετ* άστtpotντα καλόσσω,
• /λ-us 1ον«! Antiopc. dnufrhtrr »»f Ν vctcu.s of Thebes, and she borr him Amphion and Zrthov. That hr emme to her disguised η* n Satvr must have hern stated in some lost poem, for it is mentioned by Ovid, Mtt. vi. 110, as well υ herr.
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Europa is disturbing you ? Is there another Antiope a in the hairy embrace of a sham Satyr, although Nycteus her father forbids ? Is there a new horse b with a mind in him hasting to another bridal, while he lets out a false whinny between mimicking lips ? Has he wooed another Semele with birthdelivering brand, and cast his lightning to show the way for love ? Does he dance to the bed of some prettyhorned heifer c while he utters a loving moo ? Well, if you like, you can find up another covkceper to spy upon Zeus, a herdsman Argos, tattooed with unsleeping eyes ! Answer my questions, and I will help all I can.”
228	The goddess greeted her kindly with deceitful words :
229	“ Cypris goddess, we must leave the ground of Olympos for mortals. Zeus has brought to Olympos Semele the mother of Bacchos, and he will bring Dionysos himself to heaven. What mansion will receive Hera ? To what place shall I go ? I am ashamed lest I behold Semele, the usurping queen of Olympos. I fear he may take me and drive rue out of Olympos like Cronos, and I may have to see the dark house of Iapetos.d I fear he may shame the nectar, and bring from earth what they call the vine, to plant it in heaven even among the Blessed.
240 “ O Justice, O Earth, O Water, let this never be! May he never bring its twigs to heaven! that I should speak of the Viny Sky instead of the Starry Sky, in honour of the grape ! that I should
6 The shape in which Zeus begat Peirithoos on Dia, schol. on Hom. II. i. 263.
e i.e. has he found a new Io ?
d One of the Titans who fell with Cronos.
439
NONNOS
μηδ* πιιυ ποτόν άλλο μ*τά γλυκύ νέκταρ Όλυμπου. δειδία, μη μ*ν*χαρμον Γδα» μ<&νουσαν ΆΘηνην, μη δόρυ κούφισα*ι*ν *π' "Αρ*ϊ και Κυθ*ρ*ιη,	24
μη σφαλ*ρη ραθάμιγγι νοοαφαλ*ος Αιοννσου αιΟίρι τόλμημα σ αν άναστησιυαιν Τῖννὼ άστ*ρ*ς οιιχ>πλήγ*ς ίπ' άλλτ/Amm μαν*ντ*ς, μη ποτ* βακχ*νβ*\-τ*ς όλοι ι·α*τηρ*ς *()λύμπου όργια μιμησαιι·το 4>*ρ*σσακ*ιον Κορνβάντων.	2Λ
ον χ άλις αίσχος ίκ*Ιι·ο Θ*οστι^γ*ς, <rrrc δο*εὑω Vi Τρώϊον ηβητηρα, Αιός Χρηστή ρα κνπίλλων,	35
ονραιών αίσχννοισα και οινοχόον Αιός "Ηβην, 25! χ*ρσιν *πιχΟονίηαιν οτ* γλνκύ νέκταρ άφύασ*»; αιδομ*ισ) δ* /ττι yaiar ίλ*υσομαι· άμφοτ*ροις hi 2Λί αιθ*ρα καλλ*ίψω, Γαννμηδ*ϊ και Αιοννσψ’ αιθίρα καλλ*ίφ<ο, Α.*μ*λης δόμον. *ΐς θύμος ίστω ουρανός άμφοτίροις, «ται Πιρσό και Αιοννσψ. ιξομαι *ις *μόν "Αργος, ός αγλαόν άστυ Μνκηνης, όν χθονι ναι*τάουσα· συν άχιχμ*νη hi τ*κονση 26< *σπ*ται αιττόν "Αρης, σ*ο ιχ·μφιος* ««ΛΑ»* #cai αὐτὴ Α,πάρτης σης ίπίβηθι, και *νθώρηκα δ*χ*σΰω χαλκ*ιω συν "Αρηι χολιοομιι·ην \\φροδίτην. olha, πόθ*ν μ*θ*πω τάδ* ττηματα* πατρός 'Κρινύς νβριν άπαιτίζα μ( βιαζομ*νοιο τοκηος,	2Λί
όττι Κρὁι·ου γ*ν*τηρος όπιβρίθουσα κνδοιμω συν Αιι μαρ\αμ*νω Τιτηνιάς *χρα*ν "Ηρη* καλοί* *μοί, Λιὁ» 1MJOV ίδ*ΐν κατά μίασον *Ολυμπου ημ*νον ίγγνς Έρωτο?, όμίστιον άφρογτνςίη, αίγίΒα κονφίζοντα μ€τά Κρονίδην καί * ΑΘηνην. 270 άλλα, θίά, χραίσμησον, *μής δ* Επίκουρον άνίης 271 δό? μοι κ€στόν ιμάισα, τνην πα\-θ*λγ*α μίτρην, 273 440
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ever quaff another drink after the sweet nectar of Olympos ! I fear to see warlike Athena drunken, shaking her spear against Ares and Cythereia—the stars wineshotten and maddened against each other, arousing reckless battle in heaven with the staggering drops of mindshaking Dionysos—all that dwell in Olympos infuriated, and mimicking the revels of carryshield Corybants !
252 “ Is it not shame enough, an impious thing, that I see the Trojan boy cup-lackey to Zeus, disgracing heaven and Hebe cupbearer of Zeus, when he ladles sweet nectar with human hands ? Yes, I will go in my shame to earth ; heaven I will leave to those two, Ganymedes and Dionysos—heaven I will leave, the home of Semele ! Let heaven be common home for those two, Perseus and Dionysos.
I will retire to my Argos, to the glorious city of Mycene, and I will settle on earth. With his un-happy mother will go Ares himself, your bridegroom. Come yourself too, and set foot in your Sparta, and let Sparta receive corseleted ° Aphrodite in her anger along with brazen Ares.
264	“ I know where I get these troubles from. My father’s Avenger demands bloodprice from me for violence done to a father, because Hera the Titan’s daughter took strong part in the war against Cronos her father and helped Zeus in his fight. A fine thing· for me to see Dionysos sitting in the midst of Olympos beside Eros, at the same table as the Foam-born,δ bearing the aegis once borne by Cronides and Athena. Help me, goddess, I pray ! Lend me to aid my need your cestus band, your allcharming belt,
β Ένόπλιος, the famous Armed Aphrodite of Sparta. b Aphrodite.
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€ΐς μίαν ηριγίνααν, οπιυς Λ ιός όμματα θίλξω, και Λιος ύττ\,ιόοντος €μοΐς Ἐ·δοΓσιν άρηξω. δισσἡ €γώ γ<νόμην ΐκυρη σόθίν ήμ*τίρου γαρ Vit ος ' Ηφαίστοιο και Άρε ος ίπλεο νύμφη. δός κέριν όφιτίλ(στοι\ €π(ΐ κνανόχροίς ’Ινδοί ξίΐνο&άκυι γίγάασιν *Κρνθραίης Αφροδίτης, οΐς κ·οτίιοι· Λιόινσος <π€χρα€ν, οΐσι και αντος θηλυμανής άστοργος ίχώσατο π αιόοτ ακος Ζ*νς, και στ ι ρο πη ν ίλιλι(« συναιχ}ΐάζινν Λιονὑσαι* δός μοι κάστον ιμάντα βοηθόον, ιο cri μοννω ΘόΧγίΐς €iv €*νι πάντα■ και άξιός <ιμι φαρησαι, ιός ζνγίη yeyavia και ιός σννάίθλος Εμώτ<νν.”
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just for one day—that I may charm the eyes of Zeus, and while Zeus slumbers I may help my Indians. I am twice your goodmother, for you have been bride of my Hephaistos and Ares both. Grant this boon at last ; for the blaekskin Indians have always hospitably entertained Ervthraian Aphrodite, and these Indians Dionysos has assailed in his fury, on these Indians Zeus has wreaked his anger—Zeus the womanmad, the heartless, Zeus the bearer of children, he has battled for Dionysos and cast his lightnings upon them ! Lend me your cestus band to help, with which alone you charm all in one ! I am worthy to wear it, patroness of wedlock a and fellow-helper of the Loves.”
a Ζνγίη, She of the Yoke (of wedlock), is one of her titles, as marriage-goddess, the Latin Iuno Iugaria.
ΔΙΟΝΥΣΙΑΚΩΝ ΊΊΊ Λ ΚΟΙΤΙΟΝ Λ KITE ΡΟ Ν
Έν 5< τριηκυστιυ τῷ 8*ντ<ρω tlal κν8οιμοι και Αιός ι/τη·αΑἐοιο λόχος και λὑσσα Λ να ιον.
Τῖς φαμίνΐ) παρίπααι * 8ολοφρά8μων 8* *Αφροόιτη η€ι0€το κίρόοσυΐ'ηαιν, άν<ιρνσσααα 8i κόλπου "II ρη 8ώρον ϊόωκ< θκλημονι κ(<ττόν 'Κρῶταη'. καί τινα μύθον ϊλί£( χάριν θιλκτηρος ιμάντας'
Αίχνυαο τούτον ιμάιπα, τ(ής Επίκουρον ανιης’ 5 θίλ((ΐς δ’ €ιν ίνι ττάι·τα ττό^αη' ιθνιπορι Κ€στω,
’ 11 ἐλιον και Ζῆι·α και αιθίρα και χορόν άστρων’ και ρόον αστήρικτοι· άτίρμονος Ί1*«α»·οΓο.”
ΚΓττε, και " Χσσνρίην Χιβαΐ'ηίόα 8νσατο πίτρην. "Ηρη δ’ ά<ττ(ρόφοιτον ἐδάσατο κύκλον Όλυμπου, |ο και ταχινη πάνλίυκον (ήν ίπ(κόαμα μορφήν' πολλάκι 8 ιαάζονσα καθ*ιμίνον άχρι μετώπου πλαζομίΐ'ης ίστησί μ(τήλν8α βότρυν ίθίίρης*	13
και πλεκτήν Θνοαπι κόμην (8ιην€ν (λαίω,	16
του και κινυμίιοιο μ€τ% αιθίρα και μ(τα πόντον γαιαν όλη ν ίμίθνσσ( μόρου 8ολιχόσκιος ό8μή. και κ€φαλή στίφος <1χ€ παι·αιολον, ω ίνι πολλά< λνχνι8(ς ήσαν, “Κραττος όμόστολοι, ών άπο πίμπ€ΐ 20 φαι8ρα τιι·ασσομί\χυν αμαρυγματα Κ.υπρι8ίη φλό£' <1χ( 8( πίτρον ίκ€Ϊι·ον, ος άνίρας €ις πόθον ίλκ€ι, ουνομα φαιόρον εγοι·τα ποθοβλήτοιο ~€λήνης,
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BOOK XXXII
In the thirty-second are battles, and the bed of sleeping Zeus, and the madness of Bacchos.
Aphrodite was won. The mistress of wiles obeyed the cunning request, and drawing the cestus up from her bosom she bestowed it upon willing Hera, and thus she spoke and described the witchery of the strap :
5	“ Accept this strap to help your trouble. You shall charm all in one with this cestus, the guide to all desire—Sun and Zeus and the company of stars, and the everinoving stream of boundless Ocean.”
9	This said, she plunged beneath the rocks of Assyrian Libanos. But Hera passed to the star-scattered circle of Olympos. Quickly she decked out her allwhite body. Often she guided the straying· clusters of floating hair and arranged them in even rows down to her forehead ; she touched up the plaits with sweetscented oil—stir it, and the farspreading scent of the unguent intoxicates heaven and sea and the whole earth. She put on her head a coronet of curious work, set with many rubies, the servants of love ; when they move, the Cyprian flame sends out bright sparklings. She wore also that stone which draws man to desire, which has the bright name of the desire-struck Moon ; and the stone which is en-
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καί λίθον Ipiipouoav *ρο*τοτόκοιο σίδηρον, καί λίθον *\ι·&ο*ην φίλο τήσ ιον, οττι καί αυτή	25
(ζ ν&άτινν βλάστησ<ν όμόγνιος (ίφρογιχτίης, κυανίην θ* νάκιιΌον, Εράσμιον oWri Φοίβο*' α μ φι δ* ίοΐς πλοκάμοισιν ipurri&a δήαατο ποίην, ην φιλίιι KvOiptia και ο*ς ρόδον, α*ς ανςμώνην, και φορ*α μίλλονσα μιγημιχ·αι υι4ι Μύρρης·	30
και λαγάνας στ4φανη86ν άήθιι όήσατο Κ4στώ" ίΙχ4 5ἐ ποικίλον <ϊμα παλαίτατον, α* χντο νύμφης
κρυπτα&ίη φιλότητι καοιγνήτιυν ύμ4ναίο»ν νυμφίον άρχαίης €τι λ*ίφανον αἷμα κορ4ιης, κουριΒίης φιλοττρτος ίνα μχτηο4ΐ4ν άκοίτην	35
νιφαμίιη ϊ>4 μίτιοπα καλάφατο vwpom πίπλω, II και πιρονην crvvttpytν, ιον κληΐ&α χιτώχος’	15
και &4μας άσκήαασα καί άθρησασα κάτοπτρο* W
ιος πτερού ήϊ χ·οημα δι* αίθίρος ϊδραμιν Ἠρη.
Και Λῶς Ιγγος Γ*ανεν· ι&ο*ν 3< μιν ΰφιμ&ο*ν Ζεὺς Θιρμοτίρους 4 ς * Κρότταs: ιμάσα4Το κίντορι κ«ττώ’ και Δι ος 4ΐσορόο*ντος ιΒονλιόθησαν όπο*παί ·	40
καί μιν όπιπ4νο*ν ΚρονίΒης 4^€tp4To μνθοτ
" "Hρη, τίπτ€ βςβηκας Έα»ιοι 4ις κλίμα γαίης; τις χρ€ιώ σε κόμιζ(; τί σημ(ρον €νθά&< βαίν<ις; ὴ ρα πάλιν Kortovoa κορνσσίαι οίνοπι Βάχ^ω,
*αί ποθείς ’Ινδοῖσιν νπ4ρφιάλοισιν άρηζαι; ” 4δ *Ένν4π4’ καί γ4λόο*ντι νόο* πολυμήχανος "Hρη ζηλομαχης άγόρ4ν€ παραιφαμ4νη παρακοίτης
• Ι >odcstone.	* Pearl f
' Probably myrtle, which U often <LvsociAtcd with the ro&e. and it is of course &s>ociatrd with Mjrrrha. C/. Pausanias 446
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amoured of iron the loveproducingα; and the Indian stone of love,b offspring itself of the waters and akin to the Foamborn ; and the deep blue sapphire still beloved of Phoibos. About her hair she twined that herb c of passion which Cythereia loves as much as the rose, as much as the anemone, which she wears when she is about to mingle her love with Myrrha’s son.d She bound the unaccustomed cestus about and about her flanks e ; but the embroidered robe she wore was her oldest, still bearing the bloodmarks of maidenhead left from her bridal, to remind her bedfellow of their first love when she came to her brother a virgin in that secret union. She washed her face, and wrapt about her a shining robe and clasped it with a brooch to lock up her tunic. Hating thus adorned herself and surveyed all in the mirror, Hera sped through the air, swift as a bird, swift as a thought/
38 She came near to Zeus. And when Zeus Highest and Mightiest saw her, the goading cestus whipt him to hotter love. As Zeus looked upon her, his eyes were enslaved, and staring hard Cronides spoke these words :
42	“ O Hera, why have you come to this eastern clime ? What need has brought you ? Why are you here to-day ? Are you again full of wrath and armed against Bacchos of the vine ? Do you desire to help those overweening Indians ? ”
46 He spoke, and crafty Hera with laughing heart, yet mad with jealousy, answered, deluding her husband :
vi. 24. 6 Ζχονσι be ή μιν αυτών [the Charites] pobov, αστράγαλον be ή μ4ση, καί ή τρίτη κλώνα ον μέγαν μυρσίνης. d Adonis.
« She wore it as a strophion, the ancient equivalent of stays	7 Hom. Od. vii. 36.
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/λΟ mire ρ, άλλον (χα μ* φίΧος δρόμος·
ου γαρ ικάιχο
“Apt ος Ιι·&ωοιο και *Ι»δοφόνου Διοννσου άλλοτρίας μιθίπουσα μίληδόνας, αντοΧιης δἐ	50
γιιτοχ·ος 'Ηελίοιο μςτίρχομαι αίθοηας ανλας σηκρχομίνη· nrtpotw γαρ*Κρως rrapa Τηθνος v&wp *ί1κ€α%'ηιαδος ' 1*ο3όπον δthoinrjptiw οίστροι συζυγιην ant tint · και επλετο κόσμος αλήτης, καί βίος αχρήιστος αηοιχομίχχυν υμη·αιων	55
τούτον ἐγω καλόουσα ηαΧίν&ρομος <*ι·ῦὁδ< βαιι·ω · οΙσθα γόρ, ως 'Αυγίη κικΧήσκομαι, όττι καί αυτής \(ϊρ*ς *μαί Kpartovoi rtXtaaiyovov τοκετοίο."
Toior ΐηος βοόωσαν άμίίβςτο θίρμός άκοίτης* \υμφα φιΧη, Xint Βήριν Ιμός Διόνυσος άγήνωρ 60 άμώων ηροθίΧυμνον αβακχ€υτων γίνος Ί»·όαη· χαιρ*τιυ" άμφοτίρονς ht γημήΧια Xtterpa δεχ/σθιο* ον γαρ ίηιχθοί’ίης άλἐχου ηόθος, ov&t Θίαίιης Θύμον tpov θ ι Χκτήρι τόσον βακχίνσατο κίστω . . . ούδ* ότ€ ΎηΟγίτης *ΑτΧαντίδος, ής άττό XtKTpwv Μ ηρίσβυγενης ηοΧιουχος όίξήθη Λακί&αίμων ου τόσον ήρασαμην Νιόβης τταρα ytirovι Α(ρνη, κουρίας αρχ€γόΐΌΐο Φοραηἑος* ου τόσον *Ιοῖς φοιτάδος Ίιαχίης τανρωηιδος, ή ηαρα ΝtiXtp τίκτε γονήν Έ,ηάφοιο και άρχ€γόνον Κεροἑσσης* "O ου Π αφίης τόσον ήΧΘον (ς ιμςρον, ής χάριν €υνής Κοπαάρους· ίφνπνσα βαΧών σηόρον ανΧακι γαίης* ως σ to iw ptdtnw γΧνκίρον ττόθον. ή ρα καί αυτή 118
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48 “ No, Father Zeus, I have a different errand of my own. I came not to concern myself with others’ troubles, warlike Indians and Indianslaying Dionysos, but I hasten to visit the blazing court of the East near to Helios. For Eros is on the wing beside the waters of Tethys, struck with passion for Rhodope Ocean’s daughter, and he has renounced his matchmaking ! So the order of the universe is out of joint, life is worthless when wedlock is gone. I have been to summon him, and here I am on the way back. For you know I am called the Lady of Wedlock, because my hands hold the accomplishment of childbirth,”
59	So she spoke aloud, and her consort glowing made reply :
60	“ Beloved bride, let quarrels be ! Let my proud Dionysos cut down root and branch those Indians who will have no Bacchos, and goodbye to him ! But let a bridebed receive us both ! Not for any mate, neither mortal woman nor goddess, was I ever so charmed in soul at the touch of the cestus; no, not even when I had Teygete® Atlas’s daughter, from whose bed was born Lacedaimon the ancient prince— not so did I love Niobe,b the daughter of primeval Phoroneus beside Lerna—not so did I love Inachos’s Io, the wandering heifer, from Λνΐιοιη beside the Nile came the line begun by Epaphos and primeval Ceroessa—not so did I desire the Paphian, for whose sake I dropt seed in the furrow of the plowland and begat the Centaurs,c as I now feel sweet desire for you ! And so you shoot your own husband with
° An obscure genealogy ; the mountain Taygetos and the district Lacedaemon are provided with eponyms.
6	Zeus’s first earthly love is an Argive heroine; no connexion with the daughter of Tantalos.
c See xiv. 193 ff.
2 c
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ως Δνγίη γέγαυια καί ῶς μέόίονσα γενίθλης Κυπριόίοις fit At toσο* mart ι»#ι. παρακοιτην; ”	75
*ί1ς έΐπών χρνσίας ι* φίλης πυργηδὸν ίλίξας δινοττην ίπίκυρτον titσφαιρακ7< καλύπτρην καί θαλάμου ττοιητός ίην τύπος, ον τότε κύκλω *\ριδος αιθερίης ίτερόχροος έστεφε μορφή πορφυρίτη, και Ζπό και άγλαοττηχέϊ ιι·μφπη	80
αυτόματον σκίπας ήεν όρεσσαύλων υμεναίων, και τύπος αύτοτίλ(στος άναγκαίης πίλεν ενντ}ς.
Οι δἐ γάμον χαρίειτος όμιλέ ον ήδει θ* σμώ Γαῖα St κηώεσσαν άναπτύξασα λοχειην άιΌεσιν ιμερτοΐσι γαμήλιον ίστεφεν ειΛἡν*	Η5
και κρόκος ὲβλάστησε KuW και ίφύέτο μιλα(, Ηβ θήλέΐ δ* Λρσιια φύλλα σι/νεπλικ( γείτονι ποίη, 83 οΓα πόθου πνειων και ίν άνθέσιν αβρός άκοιτης,	89
και λίχος άμφοτίρων ίπέκόσμέέ διπλόος όρττη(,	87
Ζ τ] ι-α κρόκω ιτνκάσας καί μιλακι σύγγαμον Ἠ ρην 90 και Αιός όζυν έρωτα ι οί]μοι ι Βέίκνυ* αιγή Ιμέρόέΐς νάρκισσος ίπιθρωσκων άνεμωντ). ούδί τις αθανάτων σκιόεν λίχος, ου τότε Νύμφαι γείτονες, ου Φαίδων πανέπόφιος, ουδέ καί αυτής εδρακεν άφθιτα λίκτρα βοωπιδος ο μ μα Σελήνης· 95 πυκνοΐς γάρ νέφίέσσιν ίμιτρωθη σκίπας εύνής, και Αιός ομματα θελξεν όμόστολος "Ύπνος 'ΕΙρωτων Όφρα μεν αβρός ΐαυεν ίν άνθέσι θέλγόμενος Ζεὺς, άγκας ίχων παράκοιτιν άθηήτων ίπι λίκτρων, τ όφρα Βε ποικιλόμορφος ίν ούρεσι φοιτάς *Ερινυς 1(Χ νεύμασιν Ήραίοισιν ίθωρήχθη Αιοννσω 450
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Cyprian shafts, being the Lady of Wedlock and queen of creation ! ”
76 He spoke, and assembling with a whirl golden clouds like a wall, he arched them eddying above like a round covering dome. It was something in the shape of a bridal chamber, so contrived that the purple manicoloured bow of heavenly Iris was then round it like a crown. Thus there was a natural covering for the loves of Zeus and his fairarmed bride as they mated there in the open hills, and there was the shape of a couch self-formed to serve their need.
83 While they communed under the sweet canon of gracious marriage, Earth unfolded her teeming perfumes and crowned the marriage bed \vith lovely flowers : there sprouted Cicilian saffron, there grew bindweed, and wrapt his male leaves about the female plant by his side, as though breathing desire, and himself a dainty mate in the world of flowers. So the double growth adorned the bed of the pair, covering Zeus -with saffron and Hera his wife with bindweed ; lovely iris leaping upon anemone portrayed by a meaning silence the sharp love of Zeus. No immortal then beheld the shaded bed of the divine ones, not the Nymphs of the neighbourhood, not Phaethon allseeing, not even the soft eye of Selene herself saw that imperishable bed ; for the couch was covered with thick shady clouds round about, and Sleep the servant of the Loves had charmed the eyes of Zeus.
98 While Zeus slept delicately charmed among the flowers, holding his \vife in his arms on that bed unseen, the Fury of many shapes wandering among the hills armed herself against Dionysos by Hera’s com-
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και κτύπον (αμα ράγιζα tv tn* υφθαλμοισι \ να ιον, σασαμάηι βαρύλυπος ιχώιήισσαν ιμάσθλην καί κιφαλήν	, όρακοντ€ΐων hi κομάων
φρικτά τινασσομόνων intavpiat λοίγιος ηχώ,	lufl
καί σκοπιήν ippaivov όρημάΒα ττιΒακκς ιού . . . άλλοτε (hjptioio τύπον φαινουσα προσώπου αίνομανής ίφρι(< λύων πυκινότριχι λαιμψ, χάσματι φοινήιντι καταίσσων Διονύσου.
Τον μεν άμςρσινόοιο κατοσχ€τον αλματι λύσσης 110 "Αρτιμις ισκοπίαζι, και ήθιλι λύσσαν ψλάσσαι, άλλα, μιν ιπτοιησι βαρύκτυπος ύφόθιν Ἠρι^» πυρσόν άκοντιζουσα- και (ϊκαθς όςσπότις άγρης μητρυίη κοτ€ουσα· φνλαξ hi τις ἐπλετο Βάκχον μαιιομίνου, και Θήρας ιούς άνικοψςν άπςιλή, 110 και κύνας άγρςυτηρας ιπισφηκάκιατο Λ# apt α, ανχινιων σφιγζασα πολύπλοκοι όλκον ιμάντων, μή χρόα 8ηλήσαιντο ιχ>οσφαλ(ος Διονύσου.
Stprtpun hi Μέγαιρα κ€λαινιόωσα χιτώνι €ις ζόφον αύτις ίκαννν, ιπαιθύσσονσα Αυαup	120
ιφάσματα ποικιλόμορφα- κατά ΤΙρομίοιο hi πολλοί ιοβόλοι ραθάμιγγις όιστ( ύοντο καρήνου και βλοσυροί σπινθήρας- cici hi οι ivhov ικανής Ύαρταριης σύριζς λαθίφροιος ήχος ίμάσΰλης.
Και μογίων Διόνυσος όρημάοος ivhoOi λόχμης 125 δύσβατα φοιτητήρι διεστιχεν ovpta ταρσψ άσθματι δαιμόνια» hchovqpiiTK' άμφί hi πέτραις, οίστρο μανής άτε ταύρος, ίάς ήραασ* κεραίας, τρηχαλίον μ ν κη μα χόων λυσσώόίϊ λαιμψ’
Πάι·α δἐ καλλιίφασα και νστιρόφωνον αοώην 190 φθόγγω μαινομόνω μυκησατο Βύσθροος *Ηχώ, άντίτυπον Θρασυν ήχον άμαβομόνη Διονύσου. και βαλίας €λάφονς, λασιας δ* ihuoKt λέαινα?
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mands. She made a great rattling over Lvaios’s eyes, loudly cracking her snaky whip ; she shook her head, and a deadly hiss issued from her quivering serpent-hair, terrible, and fountains of poison drenched the rocky wilderness. ... At times, again, she showed a face like some wild beast ; a mad and awful lion with thick bristles upon his neck, threatening Dionysos with bloody gape.
110 Then Artemis saw Bacchos caught in a fit of mind-marauding madness, and would have driven the madness away, but Hera with heavy noise aloft cast a burning brand at her and scared her off. The mistress of the hunt gave way in anger to her stepmother. But she did protect maddened Bacchos a little ; she held back her wild beasts with threaten-ings, and shackled the hunting dogs, fastening straps round and round their necks that they should not hurt the flesh of delirious Dionysos.
119 Now Megaira black in her infernal robe went back into the darkness, and sent out many spectral visions to Lyaios. Showers of poison-drops were shot upon the head of Bromios and big fat sparks ; ever in his ears was the whistling sound of the hellish whip which robbed him of his senses.
125 Thus tormented in the lonely forest, Dionysos paced the pathless mountains with wandering foot, shaken by terrible pantings. Like a mad bull, he dashed his horns against the rocks, and a harsh bellow came from his maddened throat. Echo left Pan and mimicked his tune no more, but bellowed an ugly sound in frenzied tone, repeating the wild noise of Dionysos. He swift as the storm chased the dappled
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Βάκχος άίλλήίΐς, μιθίπων όρ^αίόρομον άγρην' ον&ί οι άγχι λίιοι θρασύς ήκ' ταρβαλίη &€	135
άρκτος ίριπτοίητος ίκινθίτο φωλάάι πίτρη λύσσαν άπαλτρτηρος νποπτησσονσα Αναίον,
&<χννμ*νη βλοσνρψη θιήλατον ήχον άκοναις μηκ€&ανοί>ς δἐ δράκοντας ίρςιδομίνονς τινι rrtrprj μ·ιλιχα λιχμιυοντας άπίθρισς νηλίι θύρσω·	140
και σκοπιάς ίτίναζί τανατγλιυχινι Ktpairj κτιίνχον άκλινίιυν ικ€τησια φυλά λεόντων και δρύας <ι)κάρποιο μ*τ*ρρίζωα€ν άρούρης,
’Αδριπίδας δ* ιόύοκψΐ" όιστίύων δι κολώνας \τμάδας ποταμοίο μ€τηλνδας ήλασ€ Χύμφας. Μ5 Βασσ ιριώς δ* άλάληιτο και ούχ ήπτοντο Αναίον, και Σ,άτνροι φρίσσοντ(ς tvtκρύπτοντο Θαλάσση, οί>δί οι ιγγος ίκοιτο τ<ῦτ;ττ0τ<9 όγκον άπςιλής, μή σφιν €nai(ti€ χιών ίτιρόθροον ηχώ, άφρον ακοντίζω ν ytovu'&a, μάρτυρα λύσσης.	150
Αηριάάης δ* ίηηροπλον ίχων θράσος
ίχρας ΙΙάκχαις,
νιύμασιν ' Μραιοισι τινασσομίνον Αιονύσον. ώς δ* οτ€ χ€ΐμ(ρίιυν ροθίιυν μνκώμ€νος όλκώ άπλοος άιτιπόροις βακχιύ*το πόντος άίλλαις, κύμασιν ήλιβάτοισι κατάρρντον ήίρα νίφων,	155
πρυμναίονς δί κάλωας άφςιδίι κύματος ορμή λαίλαπ<ς ίρρήξαντο, και άσθματι λαίφος (λίςας ιστόν άντχλαίικοσ( Κ€κι*φότα λάβρος άήτης λαίφ< σι ν άμφίζωστον, ίδοχμώθη δι Κίραιη, ν·ανται δ* άσχαλό<υιτ(ς ίπίτρςπον ἐλπίδα πόντοι* 160 ών τότε Βάκχον opivcv όλον στρατόν Ιι·δικος 9Αρης.
"Ενθά τις ου κατά κόσμον ίην ίρις,
ου κλονος άνδρών
Ισος ίην, ου δήρις όμοίιος' ακάματος γάρ 454
DIONYSIACA, XXXII. 134-163
deer and shaggy lionesses, plying his highland hunt. No lion so bold as to come near him ; the bear appalled and scared hid in a secret cave, fearing the menacing madness of Lyaios, hearing the sound of the god in her rough ears. With pitiless thyrsus he cut through long pythons lying on a stone and gently licking him : he shook the rocks with long-pointed horn : he killed troops of lions, unvielding beasts but now seeking mercy : he rooted up trees from the fruitful soil, he chased the Hadryads, he volleyed the cliffs and drove the Naiad nymphs out of the river homeless. Bassarids went scattering and would not come within touch of Lyaios, Satyrs shivered and hid in the sea ; they would not come near him, dazed at the threatening onset, lest he dash at them letting out that outlandish roar, spitting snowy foam, the witness of madness.
151 Now Deriades with exceeding great boldness attacked the Bacchant women, while Dionysos was being shaken at the command of Hera. As when the sea bellowing with the rush of wintry surge, unnavigable, is driven wildly by contrary winds, and floods the soaking air with waves mountain-high : the blasts have parted the stern-hawsers in the pitiless assault of the billows, the violent wind has tangled up the canvas with its breath and made a cloak of girdling sails round the bending mast, the yard is askew, the sailors in despair have thrown hope to the seaa—so the Indian Arcs threw into confusion the whole Bacchic army.
162 Then came a struggle out of all order, then came an unequal fight, a one-sided struggle ; for
α Thrown it away, that is.
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νόστιμος ίγρ€κύόοιμος ίπίβρ€μ€ χάλκιος Άρης, Μουδαίου1 πρόμαχό ιο φι pea ν τύπον, ος πλέον άλλων 165 νσμίνης άκόρητος άτ*ρπίι τίρπ€Τθ λύθρω, ω π Χίον (ίλαπινης φόνος fva&ev ἐν δί βοίίη, οϊά τε Γοργέ ία» ν πλοκάμων όφιωόιας ολκούς, γραπτόν ίυσμήριγγος ίχων ίνδαλμα Μεδουστ^ Αηριάδη πίλ*ν Ισος, όμόχροος· ου τότε μορφής 170 ριγιδανής άγίλαστον ίχων μίμημα προσώπου, και σκολιήν πλοκαμϊδα φίρων και σήμα βθ€ΐης, αιι·ομανης π<φόρητο μάθω λαοσσόος "Ασης, καί προμάχους θάρσυν*ν. ομογλωσσία ο άλαλητψ Βάκχου μή παράσιτος άταρβί*ς ίβρ<μον *Ινδοί, 175 και κτύπον ίνν*άχιλον ίπίκτυπι λοιγιος "Αρης, φοιταλίην σννά*θλον ίχων "Εριν ίν δί κυδοιμοις στήσ€ Φόβον καί Λίΐμον όπάονα Λ τ ,ριαόήος και στρατιήν οίστρησαν ίρημονόμου Αιονύσου Αηριάδης καί κώμα Αιός καί σύνδρομος "Αρης. 180 Σ.υμμιγί*ς δι φάλαγγας 6μοζήλοιο κνδοιμοΰ Ιλασσαριδων στίχα πάσαν ίμιτρώσαντο σιδήρω, καί πολί(ς φςύγονπς ίνί κτιιι·οντο φονήι, θ€ΐιύμ€ΐ·οι ζιφί^σσιν. *0μηριδ€ς, (ίπατ(, Μουσαι, τις θάν€, τις δούπησ€ν υπ* «τῆεῖ Αηριαλήος	185
Αίβίαλος θύαμίς τε καί Όρμίνιος και *0φίλτης, Κρίασος Άργασίδης, Τίλίβης καί Αύκτιος *Αν$€υς καί Θρόνιος καί "Αρητος ίυμμ*λίης τε Μοληνεὺς άλκήίΐς τε Κόμαρκος- ἐτείνετο δ* άλλος ίπ* άλλα» ίγχ€Ϊ Αηριάδαο νίκυς στρατός· ολλυμίνων δί	190
ος μίν ίην δαπίδω τcτανυσμόνος, ος δί ρ*ίθροις πλώ(το κυματο€ντα φίρων μόθον,1 ος δί θαλασσή
1 Stt· Crit. Intr.	1 So vv».: Ludwich μύρον.
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brazen Ares came back unwearied to awaken the conflict. He took the form of the champion Modaios, more than all others unsated Avith battle, whose joy was joyless carnage, whom bloodshed pleased better than banquets. On the shield he bore the graven image of Medusa with her bush of hair, like the viperine tresses of the Gorgon’s head, and he was equal to Deriades, of the same colour. So then Ares took on Modaios’s terrible shape and the copy of his unsmiling face, his curly hair and the blazon of his shield, and furiously raging rushed amid the fray to scatter the people, giving courage to his warriors. With one voice the Indians fearlessly roared their warcry, now Bacchos was not there, and deathly Ares shouted as loud as nine thousand,0 with Discord moving by his side to support him ; in the battle he placed Rout and Terror b to wait upon Deriades. So the army of Dionysos, absent in the wilderness, was driven pellmell by Deriades, and his comrade Ares, and the slumber of Zeus.
181 So the mingled battalions fighting with one common ardour girded the whole company of I3as-sarids with a ring of steel ; many were slain by one slayer in their flight, smitten by swords. O ye Muses of Homer ! Tell me who died, λνίιο fell to the spear of Deriades ! Aibialos and Thyamis, Ormenios and Opheltes, Criasos Argasides, Telebes and Lyctian Antheus, Thronios and Aretos, Moleneus with his ashplant and Comarcos in his might—a host were laid out dead one upon another by the spear of Deriades. They fell as they were slain, one stretched out on the ground ; one swam in the water enduring trouble amid the waves ; one drowned in the sea
b The Homeric attendants of Arcs.
157
NONNOS
αγχιπόρω δεδ/ιητο, biw κόμπον 3ἐ σιόηρω κνμασιν άρτιχάρακτον 'Αραψ τνμβαίσατο Νηρεός* ο? δἐ θικ\λη€ΐτι δέ ονρ€ος €$ραμ€ ταρσω Κ ήρα φυγών, ιτ (ρος Si τππαρμ/ι·ον όγχος <<ίσας μ<σσοπαγίς π*ρι νώτα μ€τόστιχ€ν οὉια λόχμης, χρηίζων άπίόντος άλ(ξι κ όχου Αιοιοσου.
λνχηας 3* Έχελαοί ατνμβ<ύτοι Woe πότμψ,
Μ ορρέ ος ήλιβάτοιο τνπιις ρηζηιορι πίτρω, Κὐτριοε, αρτιχάρακτον όχων Ιτι κύκλον ύπηνης, ύφικόμω φοινίκι παινίχιλος- <V ό« κυόοιμοις αβρός άκ(ροικόμης ἐκχ·λίν&ετο λαμπάόα atuav, πληγ(1ς Ισχιον άκρον, όπη χροος ηλικι (Χσμόι σχψφχρτόν κοτύλη φύσις ηρμοσ^ν άξονα μηρού· και θάν€ν απτομόνην κρατίων Ιτι μυστί&α π(ύκην, ασπαίρων 8ἐ κόρη ιον ίώ τίφροκτατο ττνρσω, φλόξας λιγιοοίντι πολύπλοκα βόστρυχο λαλώ, καί οι €παυχησας φίλο κέρτομος ίαχ€ Μ ορρούς'
Κ ο Ορε, φατιζομόνης άλλότρΐ€ σεῖο τιθηνης, ηβητηρ Εχἑλαε, γουην (φα σαο Κύπρον· οὐτ ἀπό Π υγμαλίωιος όχας γόνος, ω παρc Κύπρι? μηκζ&αιην βιότοιο πολνχρονίοιο πορίίην ου σε τ(ής \\αφίης όρρύσατο ιομφίος "Αρης-ον&ό σοι άσπ€τα κύκλα παλιννόστων όνιαυτών 8ώκ€ τεἡ Κυθόρ*ια και ου σκάζουσαν αττηνην,
• Hardly anything is known of th«* Irgvnd of Pygmalion. «•\crpt that he was a kinjr of Cvprus (probably original Κ a μ»κ1, the first two syllable» of fiis name being apparently a corruption of a divine Phoenician name). The Ulr how he made a ttcnutiful statue of a woman, frll in love with it and successfully begged Aphrodite to make it lire Ls the
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hard by, whom Arabian Nereus buried in the waves newly wounded by the pursuing spear ; another ran over the hills vith stormswift sole fleeing his fate ; another left the lance planted in the middle of his back and crawled into the heart of the bushes, longing for absent Dionysos to save him.
199 Proud Echelaos fell, and was left unburied, crushed by the manbreaking rock from gigantic Morrheus : he was a Cyprian, with the down fresh around his cheeks. He lay then like a palm spire with a head of leaves ; but in the battle he rushed about shaking his torch, a tender lad with uncropt hair, until he was struck on the top of the hip, where nature had fitted the axle in the cup of the thigh to grow together with the flesh of his body. He died holding the mystic pine still alight, and in his convulsions burnt his head to ashes with his own torch, setting fire to the braided hair with the smoking brand. Then Morrheus triumphed over him and mocked him :
210	“ Boy, you must be a stranger to the land which is called your nurse—Echelaos lad, you have belied your birth as a Cyprian ! You are not sprung from Pygmalion,0 to whom Cypris gave a long course of life and many years. Ares the bridegroom of your Paphian did not save you. Your Cythereia did not grant you infinite circles of revolving· years and a car that stumbled not, that you might escape your
only well-known story concerning· him. From this passage it appears that the goddess also granted him Ion*: life and that she gave him a carriage (not a war-chariot, for it was drawn by mules) which carried him safely out of all dangers. Lines 216--MS must refer to som<· talc <.·οηο<τηΐημ Pygmalion, for they are quite inappropriate to Echelaos, who evidently had been fighting on foot.
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όφρα φνγι)ς σίο πότμον άλ<£ιμόρων €πί δίφρων, ημιόνων ραρύγουνον cici δρόμον ήνιοχιύων. ηλιτον, €κ Kurrpoto φόρςις γόνος· ώκύμορον γαρ *Λρης και σi δάμασαν όμοίιον υίόι Μνρρης." 220
"Ω? ιιπώι· πρυλόκσσι όορνσσόος ηχμασ( Moppcik* (ίλιπόδην δ( Bobflov όλων καί &(νθιν όλόσσας, αύχόνα δ* όρχηστηρος 'Κριγβωλοιο δαίξας ίγχ*ΐ τηλιβόλω Φρυγίους (φοβιγη μαχητής’
~ηβόα ο όκριόιιτι κατ(πρηνιζ( βελ/μνῳ*	3
Θηβαίων δι φ<ίλαγγα και Άκταίωνα διώκων (Kravtv Κυβωτην, Καδμηίδος αστόν άρούρης, συνιομον ΆκταίιυίΌς. όμοφΟόγγψ ό* αλαλητψ πολλοί ληριάόαο π(φυζότ*ς άπλ(Τον *ίλκην πασσυδόν ιολίσθησαν ομόζυγος *ίς λινα Μοίρης, 230 αιτΓυφοι·ω θνηοκονπς αλοιητηρι σιδήρω, άνδρος όνος ρπτησιν ἐπ* άλλήλοις Si π*σόντ(ς αίμαλόη στοιχηδόν Ιπκττόρχ-υντο κονίη Κρίμισος, Ίμαλόων, Φράσιος, θάργηλος, Ίάω» , οίσι δαιζομόιοις «\ορίθμιος ήριπ* Κ·>ίλα»ι·,	235
και νόκυς α ι ματ ό( vt ι Κ νη ς ἐπυλΛ·δετο πότμω’ και φόνος άσπ(τος όσκ(· δαΐζομόνων Si σιδηρω όχθρω διφα ς άρουρα θ(λημονι λουσάτο λύθρω, δ(χνυμ(νη ζ (ιον όμβρον * Κνυαλίου vt φκτοίο.
11ακχ(ίης &( φάλαγγος (ην κλόνος* άσταθ((ς γαρ 240 π(ζοι μιν δ(δόνηντο, φυγοτττολόμων δ* €λατηρων (Ις φόβον (ύλάιγγ(ς άν(κρούοντο χαλινοί* ιον ό μιν ούρ(σίφοιτος (Βύσατο κοιλάδα πότρην, ος Si μόλων τανυφυλλον υπό κλότας (ζ(Τθ λόχμης κρνπτόμ€\ος πίτάλοισιν, ό Si σττηλυγγα λ(οιτων, 245 (χΛΛος άμαιμακότοιο μττηκν ῖνδιον άρκτου* καί τις αρσιλόφοιο 8ιά πρηώιος άλυξας ποσσιν όρ(σσινόμοισι 8ι(στιχ(ν άκρα κολώνης.
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fate on that fatefending waggon, as you ever drove a kneeheavy run of mules !—Wrong ! you do conic from Cyprus. Fate caught you also quick when Ares vanquished you just like Myrrha s son.” a
221 As he spoke the "words, shakespear Morrheus thrust again at the footmen. He caught waddling Bilithos and killed Denthis, cut off the head of Erig-bolos the dancer and put the Phrygian warriors to flight with farcast spear. Sebeus he brought down with a jagged stone ; he chased Actaion and the company of Thebans, and killed Eubotes, who dwelt in the Cadmeian country, a companion of Actaion. One common shriek arose as a multitude fleeing before the infinite might of Deriades in utter rout slipt into the meshes of one common fate, dying in heaps under the blows of one man and his murderous destroying steel, falling over each other and lying in rows on the bloodstained dust — Crimisos Himaleon Phrasios Thargelos Iaon : Coilon tumbled among them slain, Cyes rolled over in bloody death a corpse. The carnage was infinite : the steel cut them down, the thirsty soil accepted this foreign shower of war’s torrents, and gladly bathed in the enemies’ blood.
240 There was panic in the army of Bacchos. The footmen were shaken and ran, the horsemen checked their jewelled bridles to flee and escape. So one made for the hills and into a cave in the rocks, one crept into the bushes on the hillside and sat hidden under the leaves, one entered the cave of lions, another the den of a savage bear, one slunk over a high cliff and traversed the uplands with hillranging feet. A
« The son of Myrrha is Adonis; the boar which killed him is now and then said to have been Ares in disguise.
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Β άκχη S' άρτιτόκοιο παρήλυθί Οιη ρος άναυλους, ταρβαλέω πρηώι·α διαστtifiovoa πιόιλια ου γάρ t\tiv ptvt’aivt λίοντίίην έτι πςτμην, έιλλά λιποσΰί νέων έλόφων ἐκίχησί καλιήν ήθ*σιν aSpavt’taatv, tnti προτέρην φρένα Βάκχη <(ί κραΒίην έλάφοιο μίτέτραπίν cuni λ*αίνης. καί τι? αεΛΛοπόδαιν Σ,ατυρων ΑιΦῖμπ ταρσω ΙτP*Xtv· άσταθέίσσιν άσάμβαλος tlx* λος αύραις, φρύγιον Αηριάόαο Οίημάχον όγκον ant ίλης, καί σκοπέλους έόΐωκ* γέρων Φίληνος αλήτης* πολλάκι 3* εις x^m-a nlmt κονιομχνοιο προσώπου, όκλάζων βαρύγουνος όλισΟηροΐσι π*0ιλοις,	200
έμπαλιν όρθώσας Λάσιον St μας* ἐν δἐ κολώναις «ὑπι μόθου κ€κάλνπτο, και Κνιον έγχος άικχγκη κάλλιπ€ν άπτολέμοισι μίμηλότα θύρσον άέλλαις, και μόγις ινπήληκος άλίύατο Μορρέος αιχμήν, όκιαλέοις Si πόόισσιν έχάζίτο χ·ωθρος 'Κρςχθίύς, 265 έιτροπαλιζομένην ται>νων ιΰκύκλον oniomjv, αιόομίνος μινέχαρμον trjv πολιούχον *Α0ηνην. Ηακχ€ΐην δ* άέκων ήρνησατο Μαινάδα χάρμην λαιόν Άρισταιος βίβολημένος ώμον όιστω. και στρατιήν άλέίΐν* όοριθρασέων Κορνβαντων	270
ούτηθ(Ις λασίοιο κατά στέρνοιο Μελιοσεὑς, μαζόν 'Κρυθραίτ) κι χαραγμένο* άκρον όκωκή. και βλοσυροί Κάκλατπε? άναιάέ(ς tCnoSi ταρσω €ις φόβον ήπ€ΐγοντο τίθηπότίς, οΐς άμα φ^ύγων Ίνδωην άδόνητος έλιμπανι Φαννος 'Hnw.	275
€υκ€ράου St φάλαγγος όλοι στρατόν €ΐς φόβον έλκων πρίσβυγ ενης φύξηλις έχάζίτο 11 αρράσιος Παν, σιγαλέοις St noStoaiv €όνσατο όασκιον ύλην, μή μιν Γὐχ φ<ύγοντα δι* ovptoς άστατος Ηχώ, καί οι ἐπεγγεΛάσειε και άόρανέοντα καλέσση. 280 462
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Bacchant passed by the lair of a wild boast with a litter, and trod the uplands with timid shoe ; now she wanted no longer a lion’s rocky den, but she found a harbourage of weak deer in her craven mood—for she had changed her former heart into a deer’s heart instead of a lioness. One of the stormswift Satyrs was running like the quick winds, unshod, with frightened foot, to escape the impious weight of Deriades’ threats. An old Seilenos wandered scouring the cliffs. Often he sank with stumbling feet upon heavy knees, and fell to the ground and covered his face with dirt ; then he lifted his hairy form again, but instead of fighting he hicN-among the hills, and with difficulty kept clear of helmeted Morrheus with his spear. The spear of Euios, the thyrsus, he was obliged to throw away for the peaceful winds to take care of. Erechtheus retired slowly with reluctant feet, turning again and again his round eyes backwards, for he was ashamed to think of Athena the warlike patron of his city. Aristaios hit by an arrow in the left shoulder, unwillingly refused to take further part in Mainad battle on behalf of Bacehos. Melisseus was avoiding the company of spearbold Corybants ; he was pierced through his hairy chest and the Erythraian spear had gone through the nipple. The grim merciless Cyclo-pians hastened to flee discomfited with quick foot, and with them Phaunos also fled from the Indian battle though unshaken. An ancient Parrhasian Pan, himself a runaway, led to flight the -whole horned company, and with silent feet plunged into the shadowy forest, that restless Echo might not see him escaping over the hills and mock him and call him coward.
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Καί πρόμαχοι τότ( πάντις ύπόκφυγον·
♦V 5< κυΒοιμοΐς
Λιακός αυτόθι μοΰνος όλ(ίτ7«το, μαρνάμ€ΐ·ος Bi BtvtTo μη παρςοιπος ανίκητου Διονύσου* ϊμπης 5* αυτόθι μίμνιν. από σκοπόλοιο Bi Νὑμφαι \ηιάΒος βυθίοισιν €\*κρύτττοντο μίλάθροις· αι μιν ' ΓΒασπιάΒ(σσιν όμηλυό4ς, αι Bi φνγοΰσαι Ίι*δ<)ν (ς άγ^ικόλιυθον Ιι·αυλιζοντο pttBpo is, άλλαι ^1νΒριαΒ(σσιν όμόστολοι, αι Β* (vt Γάγγη λυθρον άπισμηξαντο νιόσσντον, ας τότ€ πολλά* ιρχομόνας άγιληΒόν (ς ύΒατό<ντας (ναύλους	290
Νηιός αργυρόπιζα φιλοξ(ιιιρ ττυλεώι*
Βόζατο κνματόςντος *ς αύλια παρθίΐκώνος. άλλαι *ΑμαΒρυάΒος ακκροις κρυπτοντο κορύμβοις, Βνσάμιναι Βρυόςιτας άνοιγομόι·ους κ (Vt ωνος. πολλά ι Β* υγροτόκονς υπό πίΒακας όγγνθι πότρης ίίΜ \\ασσαρίΒ(ς κρουιηΒόν (κώκνον άρτιχντω Bi όμβριο Βακρυό(ντι φιλοθρηνοιο προσώπου πληθομόιη βαθνκολπος όλη πορφνριτο πηγή, μυρομόνη βαρύ πίνθος απιι·θητου Αιοι·υσου.
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281	Now the leaders had slunk away, all but Aiacos, who was left there alone in the battle fighting on, though he needed the presence of uneonquered Dionysos. Nevertheless there he stayed. The Nymphs from the rocks had hidden in the deep hall of some Naiad ; these joined the nymphs of Hydaspes, those fled to neighbouring Indos and lodged in his waters, others went to the Sydros,a others washed off the fresh gore in the Ganges—these were many, they came in herds to the watery channels, and the silverfoot Naiad stood at her hospitable door to welcome them into the watery retreat of her virginal palace. Others hid under the shady branches of a Hamadryad or slipt into open holes in the trees. Many Bassarids were beside the watersprings near the rock shedding fountains of tears ; and the deep fountain itself, filled with the showers of tears newly shed upon her sorrowful countenance, grew all dark lamenting the heavy mourning of nevermourriing Dionysos.
“ The Sutlej.
2 H
VOL. II
465
ΔΙΟΝΥΣΙΑΚΏΝ ΤΡΙΑΚΟΣΤΟΝ ΤΡΙΤΟΝ
Έν 3ἐ τριηκοστώ τριτάτω Μομρῆα όαμάζιχ φλίζας θοΰρος Τρακ ἐπ» κάλλίΐ Χ<ιλκομ*δ<ΐης.
Αντάρ ό φοιταλίω πίφορημόνος άλματι ταρσών €VK€paut ταχύγουχ-ος όμοίιος Λτσντο ταύρω, λοίγιον άσθμα χία»ν €Τ€ρ0φροχ·ος οΐδματι Χύσσης.
Καί Χ α ρις ώκνπύδιΛος Έρνθραίψ παρά κηπψ φυταλιην €νοδμον άμ£ργομίι*η δονακηων, όφρα πνριιη’ίύστων ΙΙαφίαη* ΐντοσθ* λί βητών 'Α σ σνρ ίου μίζασ α χντάς ωδίνας Ελαίου άνθίσιν Ίν&ωοισι μύρον T€v(ti€v α» ααση, όττπότ€ παχτοίην δροσερήν ίδρίφατο ποιην, χώρον ΰλον θη*ιτο· καί άγχιπόρω παρά λόχμη λύσσαν Ιου γινιτηρος ὀπιπεὑουσα Λναίον άχΐ'νμόνη δάκρνσ€ρ φιλοστοργία δί μ*νοινη πίνθαλόοις οχνχισσιν ίάς (χάραζ* παρειάς’ καί Χατνρους σκοπίαζίν ύποπτησσοντας Ενικό, Κ,ωδώνην δ* ἐιτῆσε μιννχΌαδίην τε Γιγαρτώ κίκλιμύνας ίφύπίρθί,ν άτυμβίύτοιο κονίης· Χαλκομύδην δ* ἐλἐάιμε ^υελλἡο^τι πέδιλα» μαιχομόχου Μορρηος άλνσκάζονσαν άκωκην, καί φθονερή δίδόχηγτο ροδώπιδος €ιν€κα κούρηςρ μη ποτε ι·ικῄσοεν €ς άγλαΐην *Αφροδίτην.
• Normally the Charites are daughters of Zeus; Dionysos 466
BOOK XXXIII
In the thirty-third, furious Love masters Morrheus, and sets him aflame for the beauty of Chalcomedeia.
But Baechos himself, rushed away kneequick like a horned bull, carried in long leaps by his wandering feet, puffing deadly breath in the flood of his frenzied madness.
4	One of the swiftshoe Graces was gathering the shoots of the fragrant reeds in the Erythraian garden, in order to mix the flowing juice of Assyrian oil Λνΐίΐι Indian flowers in the steaming cauldrons of Paphos, and make ointment for her Lady. While she plucked all manner of dew-wet plants she gazed all round the place ; and there in a forest not far off she saw the madness of Lyaios her father." She wept for sorrow and tender affection, and tore her checks Anth her nails in mourning. Then she saw the Satyrs scurrying from battle; she distinguished Codone and Gigarto, dead too soon, lying on the dust unburied ; she pitied Chaleomede fleeing with stormswift shoe from the blade of furious Morrheus—and indeed she was shaken with jealousy of the rosy-check maiden, for fear she might win the day with radiant Aphrodite.
is their father only in Nonnos and one or two other late authors.
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1Α χννμί νη 3’ ίς 'Ολυμπον άνηκ, π<νθάδι σιγή άλγος (ου γ€ν€τήρος ίπτοκλίrrrovaa Αυαίον και χλόος· ίύκνκλοιο πηρηίόος α»-θος άμίίψας μαρμαρυγήν στίλβονααν άττημάλόυν* προσώπου.
Τὸν δί κατηφιόωσαν ’Αδαινιός	Κυπρις,
τοῖον «πο? βοόοχτα παρήγνρον, «V δἐ προσώπου Πασι&ὑμ ίιόησ€ν άχος κήρυκι σιωπή'
Ννὶιφα φίλη, τί παθοθσα τιήν ηλλ·ιξαο μορφήν; πα ρθίιι, πώς μ€τάμ€ΐψας ίρ*.υθαλίην α ίο μορφήν; (ίαρινην δ* άΑττΓι·α τις «σβεσε σ«Γο προσὡπου; ούκίτι σών μ(λίων άμαρυσσςται άρτγχκφος αίγλη’ ούκίτι δ\ ώς το πρόσθ<, Τία'ι γιλόιυσιν σπιυπαί. αλλά τ(άς άγόρ^υί μίληδόνας- ἡ ρα at τtipti υιός ίμός, φιλί(ΐς δι ποθοβλητω παρά πίτρη οία ~€ληναίη nm βουκόλον; ὑ ρά που αιπ~ην καί σι μετ* *Hpiy<V€iav 'Κριος ίπ<μάστΐ( κ€στω; οΐδα, πόθίν χλοάουσι παρηίδίς' όττί σε κούρην ΐ’νμφίος άχλυόας ιτ>μφ*υ*ται *Ύτη·ο* αλήτης' ου μιν άισιιομίνην ac βιίμιομαι, οίδἐ συνάψω λι υκαλ ι ΙΙασιθίη μ(λαιόχροον "Τττνον άκοίτηνί* "Ιῖς φαμίνης όάκρνσt Χάρις καί άμ€ΐβ€Το μύθω’ * Αέναου κόσμοιο φυτοσπόρ«, μήτ€ρ 'Εραττων, βουκόλος ου κλονίίΐ με,
καί ου θρασύς ίμερος "ἔπνου. ου πίλον 'Ηριγἐνεια όυσιμιρος ή* Σελήνη, άλλα ποιος π(ρίφοιτος άνιάζίΐ μ€ Λ ναίου, πατρός ίμοΰ φρίσσοντος Έρινυας· νμ«τίρου δε,
€ι δύνασαι, προμάχιζί κασιγνήτου Αιονύσου."
Έπππε, και γτν€τηρος ολον πόνον cfncv άνάσση Βασσαρίόων τε φάλαγγας άπ€ΐρονας,
ας κτάν€ Μ ορρούς,
και Σ,ατυρων φνξηλιν ολον στρατόν, εΓπε και αυτήν +68
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21 Sorrowing she returned to heaven, but she hid her grief for Lyaios her father in mournful silence. Pallor displaced the bloom on her rounded cheek, and dimmed the bright radiance of her face.
25	Cypris, the lover of Adonis, saw Pasithea downcast, and understood the grief heralded by her silent face ; then she addressed to her these comforting words :
28	“ Dear girl, what trouble has changed your looks ? Maiden, what has made you lose your ruddy looks ? Who has quenched the gleams of springtime from your face ? The silvery sheen shines no longer upon your skin, your eyes no longer laugh as before. Come now, tell me your anxieties. Are you plagued by my son, perhaps ? Are you in love with some herdsman, among the mountains, struck with desire, like Selene ? Has Eros perhaps flicked you also with the cestus, like Dawn once before ?—Ah, I kno>v why your cheeks are pale : shadowy Sleep, the vagabond, woos you as a bridegroom woos a maid ! I will not compel you if you are unwilling ; I will not join Sleep the blackskin to Pasithea the lily>vhite ! ”
41	When Aphrodite had said this, the Charis weeping replied :
42	“ O mother of the Loves ! O sower of life in the everlasting universe ! No herdsman troubles me, no bold desire of Sleep. I am no lovesick Dawn or Selene. No, I am tormented by the afflictions of Lyaios my father, driven about in terror by the Furies. He is your brother—protect Dionysos if you can ! ”
48 Then she recounted all her father’s afflictions to her mistress, and the countless ranks of Bassarids that Morrheus had killed, and all the fugitive host
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δαιμονίην μάστιγα τιι·ασσομόνου Διονύσου και κινυρην σπαίρουσαν νπίρ δαπόδοιο Γιγαρτώ, Κωδώνην τ* άγόρ*χχ προοίμιον· αίδομόνη 3ἐ πόνΟος όμού και κάλλος όπόφραδ* Χαλκομ€δείης.
Καί ροδόου σπιι·θηρα μιταλλάξασα προσώπου Μ η O aha. ρϊφι γιλα/τα φιλομμ€ΐδης * Αφροδίτη.
Άγλαιην δ* ίκόλινσι διάκτορον, οφρα καλ* σ ση υίόα θούρον ‘'Κρόττα μ (τάρσιον ψροφοίτην, άχδρομόης γοι-όιιτα κνβιρχ·ητηρα γςνόθλης.
Και Χάρις ΐχιος ΐκαμφι,
πολνστρ€7ττιυ S( προσώπψ eo σὐν χθονι πόντον όπωπ€ και ουρανόν, ει που όφ(ύροι άστατου ιχι·ος "Κραττος, όπ*ι πτιρά πάντοθι πάλλ«ι, τότραχα τίμνομόνην κυκλουμιχ·ος άιτυγα κόσμου.
Είρε δό μιν χρυσόοιο πιρι ρίον άκρον Όλυμπου νεκταρίας ραθάμι^'γας άκοχτίζοχττα κυπόλλοις· Μ παρ δό οι ίστ α το κούρος όμόφιος αβρά ι άθιιρων, ιύ χαίτη ς * Υμόναιος · άιρσινόον δ* τ€κούσης Ουρανίης σοφόν όργον ίπισταμόνης δρόμον άστρων σφαίραν άγων τροχό(σσαν άόθλια θηκατο νίκης,
"Αργού δαιδαλίης αντίρροπου ιικόνα μορφής·	70
και 7ττ€ρ0€ΐς ίύκυκλον Τρως μητρωον άιίρων χρνσ€ον όρμον όθηκί θαλασσαίης * Αφροδίτης, νίκης φαιδρόν άγαλμα παναίολον άργύρ(ος δ( κ€ιτο λόβης εν άγώνι, και οίνοχύτου βρότος 9 Ηβης μ(σσοφαιη σκοπόν (ΐχ(· καί ίμ(ρό(ΐς Γανυμήδης 76 οι νο χάος Κ ρονίδαο δι κασπόλος ἣεν άγώνος, στέμμα φόρων παλάμησι. φιλακρητων δ( βολάων λαχμός 0ην, μ(θόπων ίτιρότροπα δάκτυλα χ(ιρων 470
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of Satyrs, even Dionysos lashed with the fury’s whip, and wailing Gigarto gasping on the ground, and Codone gone before her season : with shame she described the sorrows and beauty of Chalcomedeia.
55 Then sweetsmiling Aphrodite put off the wonted laugh from her radiant rosy face, and told her messenger Aglaia to call Eros her son, that swift airy flyer, that guide to the fruitful increase of the human race.
60 The Charis moved her footsteps, and turned her face this way and that way over earth and sea and sky, if somewhere she might find the restless track of Eros—for he beats his \vings everywhere circling the four separate regions of the universe.
64	She found him on the golden top of Olympos,® shooting the nectar-drops from a cup.b Beside him stood Hymenaios, his fairhaired playfellow in the dainty game. He had put up as a prize for the victor something clever made by his haughty mother Urania, who knew all the courses of the stars, a revolving globe like the speckled form of Argos c; winged Eros had taken and put up a round golden necklace which belonged to his mother sea-born Aphrodite, a shining glorious work of art, as a prize of victory. A large silver basin stood for their game, and the shooting mark before them was a statue of Hebe shown in the middle pouring the wine. The umpire in the game was adorable Ganvmedes, cupbearer of Cronides, holding the garland. Lots were cast for the shots of unmixed wine, with varied α This scene recalls Apoll. Rhod. iii. Ill, where she sends Eros to shoot Medea.
b i.e. playing cottabos, a game fashionable in classical Athens, in which wine was thrown out of cups at a mark. c Covered with stars like the eyes of Argos.
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και τα μεν όρθώσαντίς άνίσχίθον, άλλα Bi καρπό» χάρος ίπίσφήκωτο σνντρρα σύζυγι Βίσμώ'	80
άμφοτίροις 3* ίρις ήίν ΐτη)ρατος. άβροκόμης Bi πρώτα Χαχών Ύμί'ναιος tXtv Βίπας, ιπταμόνην Bi κκταρίην ραθάμιγγα μίτάρσιον ιπρι πίμπων ρΐφ( λίβητος νπ*ρθ€· καί ού τότε μητίρι Μοὑσῃ ίύχιυλήν άνιφηνί· Βκσσνμιι·η Bi πνπέλλον	Μ
ἡίρα μίσσον ΐτνφίν άίρσιπότητος όίρση, αλλά παρατρόφασα βολήν βητάρμανι παλμώ ιλκημίνη παλίνορσος αγάλματος άμφί προσώπψ αψόφος άκρο ν ΐτνφίν άΒοιτπήτοιο καρηνου'
Βίύπρος αιολόμητις ’Κριός πχνημονι θίσμώ	90
iptpoiv Bi πας ίΐλ(, και ίΰ£ατο Κ νπρογίνίίη λάθριος ΐν πραπιΒίσσι, και άπλανίς ομμα τανύσσας ιις σκοπόν ήκόιτιζίν € κη βόλον ίκμάΒα πΐμπων νίκταρίου Bi ποτοΐο παλιι·Βινητος ίίρση ιθνπνης αγι·αμτττον αγάλματος ύφόθι κόρσης Μ ψρόθίν βαρύΒονπος ΐπίσμαράγησ€ μίτώποτ ΐαχ€ δ* αβρόν άγαλμα, και vUi Κνπρογίνίίης χρυσίο» ίσμαράγησ( λίβης Επινίκιον ηχώ' και στίφος αβρόν ’Κ.porn
πόρ€ν γίλάσας Γανυμήδης* και ταχύς αίόλον όρμον ίλών και σφαίραν άίίρων 10Q διπλόον ίϊχεν άίθλον ίνρραθάμιγγος άγώνος, σκιρτήσας Bi πόΒίσσι, κνβιστήσας Bi καρήνω κυΒιόων ϊχόρίχκν Τρως θρασύς· αντιπάλου δὲ πολλά/α? άχινμίνοιο κατηγαγί χίίρα προσώπου.
*Αγλαίη Bi οι άγχι παρίστατο· ηρφινόου Bi 10C δέκατο χίρσιν άνακτος άίθλια· »tvot δὲ κούρο»
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movements of the fingersa: these they held out, these they pressed upon the root of the hand closely joined together. A charming match it was between them.
81 Daintyhair Hymenaios drew the first try. He took the cup, and shot the flying nectar-drop high in the air over the basin ; but he offered no prayer then to his mother the Muse : darting from the cup the dew went scattering high through the air, but the leaping drops turned aside and swerving fell back about the face of the statue so as to touch the top of the head without a sound.6 Second,crafty Eros took hold of the lovely cup in a masterly way, and secretly in his heart prayed to Cyprogeneia; then with a steady eye on the mark, he shot the liquid into the distance—the dewy nectar went straight, unswerving, and curved round until it fell from the air upon the forehead above the temple with a loud plop. The elegant statue rang, and the basin echoed the sound of victory for the golden son of Cyprogeneia. Ganymedes laughing handed the dainty garland to Eros. Quickly he picked up the beautiful necklace and lifted the globe, and kept the two prizes of their eleverdrop game. Bold Eros went skipping and dancing for joy and turned a somersault, and tried often to pull his rivals hands from his sorrowful face.
105 Now Aglaia stood by him, and she received the prizes from the hands of the prince of heart’s delight. She beckoned the boy aside, and with silence their
° First they played the finger game, It. mora, Lat. micare digitis ; A. quickly opens and closes some of his finpers and B. has to say at once how many he has held out. This was to determine which should throw first apparently.
b So it was not a fair hit; the mark must make an audible sound (or, in some forms of the game, turn over) to count.
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ιόσφι μολιίν, και "Ερωτος €ς ο vara μάρτυρι σιγῇ φιυ&ομόνης αγόμενε όολόφρονα μύθον άνάσσης·
IIανόαμάτωρ άόάμαστε,
βιουσα* σνγχροΐΊ κόσμον, σπ€νσον, €π*ί Κιτῆχια βιάζίται, ον&ό τις avrfj αμφατόλων παρόμιμνί, Χάρις φύγ*ν, <pycro Πείθω, και Μάθος άσπ'ιρικτος ἐγά£ετο· σοι δέ με ^ιοἐνην πόμφίν άνικητοιο τεῆς χατίονσα φαρότρης, *
*Ω; φαμίΐ'ην tp<ftvtv "Εριυς, Γ»·α πάντα δαεἐγ όττι νεοι (νμπανπς, άτόρμοι-ος όππότ€ μύθου άρχην (ισαιουσι, τίλος στπν&ουσιν ακονσαι' και στομάτων άχάλινον άπ€ ρροίβόησ€ν ίωηι “ Τίς* ΙΙαφῶν άκάχησ€ν €μήν;
Ινα χ€ψα κορύσσω
μαρνάμ€νος πάνησσι· βιαζομίνης δἐ Τ€Κθύσης ΐ’ίυρην πανδαμάτειραν ini EpovUova ταννσσω, και πάλιν οίστρηθεντα γαμοκλόπον όρνιν * Ερώτων αιετόν, τη το·α ταύρον όλος πλαττἡνα τ πλίσσω’ ει δε ἑ Παλλός όριι < και ηκαχεν αμφιγυηεις Κεκροπίου λύχιοιο φεραυγεα οαλόν άνάφας, μάρναμαι άμφοτεροισι, και Ήφαίστω και *Αθηντ)' ει δέ μιν ίοχεαιρα λαγωβόλος εις χόλον ελκει, εμπυρον *ίΐρίωνος *Ολνμπιον άορ ερνσσας "Αρτεμιν οιστρησαιμι, και αίθερος εκτός Πλάσσω .. . κονφίζων 7ΓΤ€ρύγ€σσιν όμόστολαν vua Μὼς, οιττὧατὴν καλίοντα μάτην επαρηγόνα Πειθώ' καλλείφας δἐ βελεμνα και εμττυρον άμμα φαρετρης δαφναίοις π€τάλοισι θελήμονα Φοίβον ίμάσσω, Κόσμιον ανδήεΐ'τι περισφίγζας ύακίνθω·
• Grace, I’rrsuasion, Ι)γϊ*ϊγγ.
‘ ί.ε. comcj. against her with a torvh for hb weapon ; 174
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only witness, she whispered into his ear the artful message of her intriguing mistress :
109	“ Allvanquisher unvanquished, preserver of life eo-eval with the universe, make haste ! Cythereia is in distress. None of her attendants has remained with her ; Charis has gone, Peitho has vanished, Pothos a the inconstant has left her ; she had none to send but me. She needs your invincible quiver ! ”
114 No sooner had she spoken, than Eros wanted to know all about it ; for all young people, when they hear only the beginning of a storv, are eager to hear the end. So he rattled out with that unbridled tongue of his—
lie “ Who has hurt my dear Paphian ? Let me take arms in hand and fight all the world ! If my mother is in distress, let me stretch my allvanquishing bowstring against even Cronion, to make him once more a mad ravishing love-bird, an eagle, or a bull swimming the sea ! Or if Pallas has provoked her, if Crookshank b has hurt her by lighting the bright torch of the Cecropian light, I will fight them both, Hephaistos and Athena ! Or if Archeress hareslaver moves her to anger, I will draw the fiery Olympian sword of Orion to prick Artemis and drive her out of the sky ! (Or if it is Hermes) I will carry off with me Maia’s son on my wings, and let him call useless Peitho in vain to his help.c Or I will leave my arrows and the fiery belt of my quiver, I will lash Phoibos a willing victim with cords of laurel leaves, holding him bound in a belt of speaking iris.d Indeed I fear not the
Cecropian = Athenian torch-races being a feature of He-phaistos’s festival there.
c His wife m Nonnos, cf. v. 574.
d Nonnos is obsessed with this story ; the reader is referred to former notes.
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NONNOS
ον /κν ’ΚιαχζΛίου τρομέω σθένος, ονδς μογήσω "Αρια μαστίζω ν πιπιδημόχον ήδόι memo	135
και δίδυμους φωστήρας νποδρήσσοντας * *ρνσσω €ις ΙΙάφον ονραχ·οθςν, και όπάονα μητρί κομίασω critv Κλνμιχ-η Φαόθοντα, συν Ει·ῶμιίαηι Σελήνην, πάντςς ίνα γνωιοσιν, οτ ι ζύμπαντα δαμάζω '
ΥΛτι<, και ΙθνκόλιυΟον tv ήόρι ταρσόν ἐλίσσων 140 ΙφΟασιν *Αγλαΐην πτιρνγων όιόνμάονι ροίζιρ, άχρι δόμων ιπόβαιιτν όπιιγομίχης *Αφροδίτης.
Καί μόσον άγκάς ίλούσ α γαληνιόωντι προσ lump πιττταμίνω τη)χυ\·ί γιγηΟότι κούρον ἀγοστῷ, γονχ·ααι κουφίζονσα φιλώ βάρος· όζομόνον δἐ	Ι IS
και στόμα παιδος όκυσσί και όμματα* Θίλζινόου δι άπτομίχη τόζοιο και άμφαφόωσα φαρότρην, οΐα χόλον τηνίουσα, δολόφρονα ρήζατο φωνήν " Τί#«*ον ιμόν, Φαόθοντος όλήσαο καί Κνθςρςίης* ον κ ότι Μασιφάη μνκώμςνα λόκτρα διώκ€Γ	|β<]
’ 11 όλιος γιλάα μ€, και \\στρίδος αϊμα κορνσσςι παιδος όής νίήα μαχημονα Αηριαδηα,
Ηασσαριδωχ όλίτηρα γυχ·α ι μ αν (ος Αιονυσου, και Σατνρων Μρομίοιο ποθοβλήτων όλατηρα. τούτο μ( μάλλον όρινιν, ότι βρότοςιδόι μορφή |Κ "Αρης όγρςκνδοιμος ςχων σννάίθλον *Ενυω, άρχαίης φιλόττγτος άφςιδήσας Αφροδίτης, νςνμασιν *\\ραίοισιν όθωρηχθη Αιοννσω,
Ίιδωω βασιλήι συνόμπορος. άλλ* ἐνὶ χάρμη "Αρης Αηριάδαο, συ δι προμάχιζς Αυαίον	ie<
Ιγχος όχα, συ δι τόξον ύπόρτςρον, ω γόνυ κάμπτςι
•	1’hafthon is Helios hrrr: Clymene his love was mother of the* rral I’hafthon.
*	Aphrodite was angry with the Sun for revealing her
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strength of Envalios, it will not wearv me to flo# Ares when he is shackled by the delightful cestus. The two luminaries I will drag down from heaven to be drudges in Paphos, and give my mother for a servant Phaethon with Clymene,® Selene with Endymion, that all may know that I vanquish all things ! ”
140 He spoke, and straight through the air he plied his feet, and reached the dwelling of eager Aphrodite long before Aglaia with his pair of whirring wings.
143 His mother with serene countenance took him into her embrace, and threw one happy arm round her boy, lifting him on her knees, a welcome burden. He sat there while she kissed the boy’s lips and eyes : then she touched his mindcharming bow, and handled the quiver, and pretending to breathe anger, spoke these delusive words :
149	My dear child, you have forgotten Phaethon and Cythereia ! Pasiphae no longer wants the bull’s love.6 Helios mocks at me, and arms the offspring of Astris, the warrior Deriades his own daughter’s son, to destroy the Bassarids of womanmad Dionysos and to rout the love-stricken Satyrs of Bromios. But it has provoked me more than all, that battle-stirring Ares in mortal shape, with Enyo by his side, without regard for his old love of Aphrodite, has armed himself against Dionysos at Hera’s bidding and supports the Indian king. Now then, on this field Ares is for Deriades—then you fight for Lyaios. He has a spear, you have a stronger bow, before
adultery with Ares, and so plagued all his children, Pasiphae with monstrous love, Phaethon with fatal ambition, and so on : of. Hyginus, Fab. 148. 3.
NONNOS
Ζεῖς ύπατος και θοΰρος 'Αρης και Θόσμιος Ερμῆς* όιιμααιι σόο τόξα και ό κλντάτοξος * Απόλλων.
€ι Si τμ], Φιλ» Kovp€t χαρίζ€αι αφρογ€ν€ιτ), ΗασσαρίΒων προμάχιζ( και ήμςτόρου Διονύσου. Ιβ® άλλἀ μόλων άκίχητος ’ Κῶιον β’ς κλίμα γαίης Μνδώρν παρά πόζαν, όπτ) θ(ράπαινα Λυαίου ίστί τις ἐν Βάκχησιν, νπόρτιρος ηλικος ἡβης, ουι·ομα ΧαλκομιΒη φιλοπάρθ*ι·ος—<ί δε ncv άμφω ΧαλκομόΒην και Κόπρα ισω Λιβάιοιο νοτμτ^ς, 170 ου δι/νασα^, φιλί καν pi, BiaKpivtiv ΆφροΒίτην—*
Κ€ιθι μόλων χραίσμησον όρημονόμω Αιονυσψ,
ΛΙορμἐα Tof<iH7ai «Vt κ·ιλλιι ΧαλκομςΒίίης'
σεῖο Bi τοξοσυι·ης γόμας αξίαν όγγυαλίξω
Αήμνιον €νποίητον όγώ στίφος, ι ύαλον αΧγλαις 175
ΊΙιΑιοι· φλογ^ροίο' συ Bi γλυκυν ιον ιαλλων
Βός χάριν άμφοτόροις, και ΚύπριΒι και Αιονυσψ*
σόν και όμόν KoSaivt γαμοστόλον όρνιν Ερώτων,
€νφροσννης κηρνκα βιοζυγόων νμι να ίων.
Είπε θιά' και μάργος Ή/κοί άνίπάλλετο κόλπου 180 μ·ητρος όης, και τόξον όκονφισίν, άμφί Si βαιω ώμω πανδαμάτειραν όππώρησς φαρίτρην και πτίρόας πιπόπητο οι' αΙΘόρος’ άμφι Si K/pvrj κυκλώσας ττπρα κουφά βολαΐς άντώπιος *Ηονς ίπτατο μαΒιόων, ότι τηλίκον ηνιοχηα	1Μ
Βίφρων ουρανίων όλίγοις ιόλ<ξ( β^λόμνοις, και σίλα? Ηίλιοιο σόλας νίκησ€ν Ερώτων. και ταχύς ΊνΒώοιο μόλων κατά μόσσον ομίλου τόξον όόν στηριζίν όπ' αυχόνι Χαλκομ^Βίίης’ και βόλος ιθύνων ροΒόης περί κυκλα παρ€ΐής	190
Μορρἐο? (ίς φρίνα πόμφίν. όρ^τμώσας Si πορίίην νηχομόνων πτ€ρύγων ότίρόζυγι συνΒρομος όλκω
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which bend the knee Zeus the Highest and furious Ares and Hermes the lawgiver ; even that Archer Apollo fears your bow. If you will give a boon to your Foamborn, fight for the Bassarids and our Dionysos. Go I pray, to the Eastern clime and let no one catch you—go to the Indian plain, where there is a handmaid of Lyaios amongst the Bacchants, more excellent than her yearsmates, named Chalcomede, who loves the maiden state—but if you should see Chalcomede and Cypris both together in Libanos, you cannot tell Avhich was Aphrodite, my dear boy ! Go to that place and help Dionysos ranging the wilds, by shooting Morrheus for the beauty of Chal-comedeia. I will give you a worthy prize for vour shooting, a wellmade Lemniana chaplet, like the rays of fiery Helios. Shoot a sweet arrow, and you Mill do a grace both to Cypris and to Dionysos ; honour my bridesmaid bird of love b and yours, the herald of lifelong wedding and happy hearts ! ”
180	So spoke the goddess ; and Eros wildly leapt from his mother’s lap and took up his bow, slung the allvanquishing quiver about his little shoulder, and sailed aMray on his wings through the air ; round Cerne he turned his flight opposite the rays of morning, smiling that he had set afire that great charioteer of the heavenly car with his little darts, and the light of the loves had conquered the light of Helios. Soon he was moving in the midst of the Indian host, and laid his bow against the neck of Chal-comedeia, aiming the shaft round her rosy cheek, and sent it into the heart of Morrheus. Then paddling his way with the double beat of his floating wings he
a i.e. made by Hephaistos. b Presumably the dove.
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NONNOS
π ατραπούς ανεβαίνει* (ς α στ (pot ιπας όχηας, καλλ(ίφας ττνρόιντι πιπαρμόι·ον ’Ιΐ'δόν όιστώ.
Α id δ* (ι·θα και ιιΌα πόθου 8(8ονημόνος up, !Κύ παρθόνος ἡνι β(βηκ(, όνηίμ* pos ηκ Μορμεῖς, μ(ίλιχον άορ (χων, π(φι8ημ(\χ>ν *γχος ὁεῴαιν, και θρασυν ίμ(ρό<ντι ι·όον μαστίζ(το κ(στψ' α μ φι 8( μιν π(ρίκνκλον (ρωμανίς όμμα τιroutin' ν(νμασι Κνπρώίοισιν άθ(λγόας (Ιλκ(ν όπωπας. 200 ΊΙ δἐ 8ολοφρον(ονσα παρηπαφχν όρχαμον ’Ιιδῶν, old π (ρ ψ(ίρονοα, πόθου 8* απιμάξατο κούρη φ(υ8αλόον μι μη μα- καί α ιθόρος ηπτ (ΤΟ Μ opptik, (λπι8ι μαφιόίη πιφορημόιος’ (ν Kpahijj γὰρ παρθινικην (8όκηα(ν (χαν βόλος Ισον ’Κρώτων, 205 κοϋφος α νη ρ, ότι παιόα σαόφρονα όίζ(το θόλγιιν κνανόοις μ(λ((σσι, και ούκ (μνησατο μορφής. καί οι (πιγγίλόαχτα δάλα» φιλοπαίγμονι κούρη αγχιφαχ·ης (ρόθιζ( 8νοίμ(ρον, αχπιβίω 82 (ϊπ(ΐ· άννμφχντοιο πο8ήν(μα γουνατα νύμφης,	210
πώς ποτε Φοίβον (φατ/(, H φηιθι <τύ\·8ρομος ονρη, πώς 8κρον παρα χ(ΰμα τιταιιομόιου ποταμοίο παρθόνιον πόδα πηξ( παρ* (ύρυρό(θρον Όρόντην, όππότ( γαῖα χανοΰσα παρ* (ύν8ρου στόμα λίμνης παῖδα διωκομόχηην οικτίρμονι 8(ζατο κόλπιο.	215
Τοῖον Ιπος φαμόΐ'ης αν(παλλ(το χάρματι Μορρςνς, tv 8( Ι μοννον opivt, 8ιωκομόνην ότι Αάφνην και θ(6ς ούκ (κίχησ( και ούκ (μίην(ν 9Απόλλων' και βρα8ύν ῖννεπε Φοίβον* ad 89 ύπ(μόμφ€Τθ γαίη, παρθόνον οττι κάλυφ(ν άπ(ΐρητην ύμαοίων'	220
8(ί8κ γάρ τρομόων γλυκ(ρώ ττυρί, μη τι καὶ αύτη (ίη \αλχομό8η φιλοπάρθ(ΐος, old τε Αάφνη,
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mounted to the starry barriers of his father, leaving the Indian transfixed with the fiery shaft.
195 Now Morrheus moved lovesick this way and that way, struck by the arrow of desire, wherever the maiden went ; the sword he lifted was tame, his spear hung idle, his bold spirit was lashed by the cestus of love, he turned his enamoured gaze all about and moved his eyes at the bidding of Cypris, uncomforted.
201 But the girl cunningly deceived the Indian chieftain, as if desiring him, yet it was only a false pretence of love that she modelled ; and yet Morrheus touched heaven soaring in vain hope, for he thought she had in her heart a wound of maiden love like his own. Shallow man ! he forgot his looks, and sought to charm a girl in her right mind with his black body. The girl had good sport in her playful tricks, showed herself near him and teased the lovesick man. She told her enemy how the knees of that umvedded Nymph a fled swift on the breeze, how she ran once from Phoibos quick as the north wind, how she planted her maiden foot by the flood of a longwinding river, by the quick stream of Orontes, when the earth opened beside the wide mouth of a marsh and received the hunted girl into her compassionate bosom.
216	At this tale of hers Morrheus jumped for joy —one thing only annoyed him, that the god never caught Daphne when she was pursued, that Apollo never ravished her. He called Phoibos a sluggard, and always blamed Earth for swallowing the. girl before she knew marriage. Trembling with the sweet fire, he feared that Chalcomede also like
0 Daphne.
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NONNOS
μή μιν Ifujjv φίύγουσαν ότώσιον (ις δρόμον *λ&η, μοχθιζιον άτόλίστον ός ιμίρον, ως περ ’Απόλλων.
*Αλλ* ότ€ ννξ άνότίλλί, κατ(ννήτ(ΐρα κυδοιμοΰ, 22β Χαλκομόδι7 μΙν ικανίν όρημάόος (Ις ράχιν Ολης, ίχτια μαστ€ ύουσα ι-οοπλανόος Λιονύσον ον τότε ρόπτρα φόρουσα καί Κ ί ια κύμβαλα * Ρ« ιης όργια μυστιπόλίυίν άκοιμήτοιο Λ να ίου, άλλα κατηφιόωσα και ου φανονσα χοριίης	230
ιΙχ€ν ασιγτρτοισιν άτ^θια χ*ίλκη σιγήν, νο Οσον άλίζητηρος t πίστα μόνη Διονύσου.
Όκναλόοις δι πόδισσι μόγις βραδύς ήι« Μορρίύς, όντροπαλιζο μίνιο δίδοκημόνος όμματι νύμφην, μιμφόμιχος Φαόθοντα ταχυδρόμον ίσπομινοχ δἐ 236 Χαλκομόδη χόον ιίχιν όμοστολον άσχαλόων δι Κνπρὧίῶς όάροισιν ainjpvyi Οηλυν ιωήν, αιθύσσιον ιυχίων ύποκαρδιον ιον * Ερώτων
*' *V.pp€, βόλος και τό(ον *Αρήιον ίμ*ρό* ν γαρ φόρτιρον άλλο βόλος μι βιάζεται* 0ρρ€, ψαρότρη· 240 κίστος Ιμάς νίκησιν όμής τιλαμώνα βο*ίης. οὐτετι ΗαασαριΟίπαι ματῆμοι·α χεῖμα κορύσσω· άΛΑα θίόν πατρώο ν, ύδωρ και γαῖαν όάσας βωμόν άναστήσω και Κύπριδι και Διονύσψ, ρίφας χαλκίον ίγχος Ενναλίου και *ΑΘηνης. 245 ούκότι πυρσόν όχιυν θωρήσσομαι· άδρανόος γαρ δαΛόν Ενχκιλίοιο κατίσβισι πυρσός * Ερώτων άλλα) θιρμοτίρω πυρί βάλλομαι, αιθί και αυτός, αΐθί γνχαιμανόων Σ,άτυρος πόλον, όφρα χορίύσω μίσσόθι Βασσαριδων, παλάμη δ* Γνα πηχυν όρίίσας 250 σφίγξω δίσμόν (parrος όπ* ανχόνι Χαλκομ(δ(ίης. ίΐς Φρνγίην Διόνυσος όπάονα Δηριαδηος δονλοσύνης όρύσίκν υπό ζυγόν, άχτι δ( πάτρης
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Daphne might be in love with maidenhood, feared Ik* might see her fleeing and chase her in vain, wasting his pains on desire unattainable like Apollo.
225 But when night came up and sent the battle to rest, Chalcomede traversed lonely wooded heights seeking traces of distracted Dionysos. She bore no tambours then, no Euian cymbals of Rheia, she performed no mystic rite for unsleeping Lyaios ; but downcast and touching not the dance, she kept silence with those lips so unused to silence, understanding the malady of Saviour Dionysos.
233	With timid steps went Morrheus, slow and hesitating, as he watched the nymph with glances that returned again and again, and blamed Phaethon for all his speed ; but his mind was keeping company with Chalcomede. In distress, he softened his voice to womanish love-prattle, as the arrow of nightly love quivered beneath his heart :
239	“ Bow and arrows of Ares, I have done with you ; for another shaft and a better constrains me, the arrow of desire !	1 have clone with you, quiver !
The cestus-strap has conquered my shieldsling. No more I equip a fighting hand against Bassarids. The gods of my nation, Water and Earth, I will leave, and set up altars both to Cypris and Dionysos ; I will throw away the brazen spear of Knyalios and Athena. No more will I arm me with fiery torches, for love’s torch has quenched the torch of Knyalios the weakling : I am hit by another and hotter fire. Would I were a Satyr, one womanmad, that I mi^ht dance among Bassarids, that I might rest my hand on Chaleomedeia’s shoulder and encircle her neck with love’s tight bond ! May Dionysos drag the minister of Deriades to Phrygia under the yoke of
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NONNOS
Μαιονιη πολύολβος tov ναύτην μ« 6<χ€σϋατ Τμώλον *χ€ΐν ίθίλω μ€τά Καύκασον* άρχίγονον δἐ 2Λ5 Ιι·δἀν απόρριψης ίμον οΰνομα Λυ&ός ακούσω, αυχίΐα δούλοι* "Κραττος νποκλαχυΐ’ Λιονύσω'
Πακταιλός φίρίτω με* τί μοι Πατρῷος 'Υ^κίσττης;
Χαλκομ&ης 3* ίχίτω με δόμος γλυκός*
cV πολίμοις γάρ
Κύπρις όμοΰ και Βάκχος- ῶτ* άμφοτίροισι β*λ4μνοις 200 γαμβροίς ληριαάήος ίπίχραον, οφρά τις ίίπρ·
Μ όρμε α κίστος ΐπίφνί,
και ίκτανί θύρσος *0ρ6ντην.’
Τοῖα μιν ήύτησί' πολυφλοίσβω δἐ μίρίμνη τήκίτο Χαλκομίάης μίμνημί\·ος· iv γάρ ομίχλη θίρμότίροι γίγάασιν αει σπι\·θήρίς Έραττων.	265
ῆδη γάρ σκιόίντι θορων αυτόχθονι παλμω άψοφος άιτίφίλοιο /ιεΛαίνετο κωι·ος ομίχλης,
*αι τρομίρή ξύμπαιτα μιή ζύιχοσί σιωπή* ούδε τι? ίχνος ίπίιγί δι* άστίος *Ινδός όάίτης, ov&t γυνή χερνήτις ίθήμο\τ>ς ήπτίτο τίχνης,	270
ούδε οι ἐν παλάμησι φιληλακάτω παρά λύχνω κύκλον (ς αντοίλικτον ίων άτρακτος αλήτης άστατος ορχηστήρι τιταινίτο νήματος ολκω, άλλἀ καρηβαρίουσα Φιλαγρ/·πνω παρά λύχνω ίνδί γυνή ταλαίργός· οφις 5ε τις ήσυχος Ιρπων 275 κίΐτο πίσών, κίφαλή δ* ίρύων παλιι,άγρ€τον ούρτ^ν γαστίρος ΰτηαλίης άνίσίίρασίν ολκον άκάνθης’ και τις άίρσιπόάης ίλίφας παρά γείτονι τοίχω ορθιον ύιτνον ιαυίΐ, ύπο άρυι νῶτον €ρ€ΐσας.
Και τότε μούνος άυπνος άπόσσντος άψοφος Ιρπων 280 ποσσι παλιιτόστοισιν ίλιξ ίστρ^ύγίτο Μ ορρούς,
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slavery ! May wealthy Maionia receive me as her settler instead of my native land ! I want to leave Caucasosaand dwell in Tmolos; let me throw off mv ancient name of Indian and be called Lydian, let me bow my neck to Dionysos as the slave of love. Let Pactolos carry me—what care I for the Hydaspes of my homeland ? Let Chalcomede’s sweet home possess me. Cypris and Bacchos have joined forces and overwhelmed the goodsons of Deriades with their volleys, that men may say—‘ The cestus killed Morrheus, the thyrsus Orontes.’ ”
262 Such was his outcry. He melted in the resounding flood of care when he thought of Chal-comede : for in the darkness the sparks of the loves are always hotter. For already the cone of cloudless dark, leaping up with its unconscious moving shade, had covered everything together in one trembling quietude. No wayfarer walked through the Indian city ; no working-woman touched her familiar craft, nor beside the distaff-loving lamp did the moving spindle go round of itself under her hands, dangled unresting by the dancing pull of the thread. No, the industrious drudge slept with heavy head beside the wakeful lamp. Λ snake had crawled in quietly and lay where it fell ; the head caught the tail, then it tightened up the length of its backbone in sleep on its belly. Λ towering elephant by the neighbouring wall enjoyed his sleep upright,6 leaning his back against a tree.
280	Then alone, sleepless, noiseless, Morrheus hurriedly left Cheirobie sleeping alone in her chamber,
e Here the Hindu Kush.
6 Because it was supposed not to be able to bend its knees.
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NONNOS
μοννην \«ιροβίην θαλάμοις ινόουσαν ιάσας· και τινος άρχαίοιο αοφον πάρα μνθον άκούσας άνόράσι παρ Κιλίκισαιν ΐχων μόθον εγγνθι Ταύρου (ΐ·θ(ον άστραίων όιόαημίνος οίστρον * * Κρώζω ν, ἡἐρι πιπταμενην μετανςύμενος αιθριον αυλήν νυμφίοι Κνρώπτ^ς ίπιΒίρκίτο, Υαϋρον Όλυμπον άζονίω hi τ/ιοιτι ποΧυπλανις ομμα τιταινων KaAAurrcii σκοπίαζε και άστατον ΛΛ*ογ Άμαζης, γινώσκων, ότι θτ}Χυς ε*δἐ£ατο θηλνν άκοίτην μιμηΧής μεθίποντα νόθοι· hi μας ίοχεαίρης άγιώστοις μελεεσοιν νπερτελλοντα hi Ταὐρου Μυμτίλοΐ' εσκοπίαζε, πνρίπνοον ΊΙΐ’ίοχηα, άττι γάμω χραίσμησ(, και εις όρ*'»μον *1 ττποόαμείης αντίτυπον ποίησ( τόπον τροχοεώει κηρίο, άχρι 11 ελοφ γάμον ευρε · και άγχόθι Κασσιεπειης Αιετόν Αίγίνης τανυσίπτερον ithiv άκοίτην, και δόΑον ήθελε τοῖον επίκΧοπον, όφρα και αντος ΧαλκομεΉης λι >σειεν άννμφεντοιο κορείην, καί τινα μνθον εειπεν εχων άγρυττνον οπωττην
“ "Κκλυον, ώς Χατνρψ πανομοίιος νφιμεόων Ζεὺς *Αντιόττην hoXoivrι τνπω ννμφενσατο κονρην μι μ ηΧή φιλότητι φιλοσκάρθμων υμεναίων τοίον εχειν εθελω και εγώ hi μας, όφρα χορέ νο ω εις στρατόν εύκεράων Σατνρων άγνωστος ίκάνων, ΧαΧκομεόης ιι·α Χεκτρα φιλακρητοιο τελεσσω. olha, ποθεν, Κνθε’ρεια, χολώεαι υίάσιν *Ινδῶν· γείτονας ’ Ηελίοιο τε οι κΧονεονσιν όιστοί'
•	Va'ws approach»! CallUtn in the shape of Artemis.
*	Myrtilos uas Oinomaos's chariotrrr: cf. Rose, Hamd book of Ok. Myth., p. 2 47. Another myth of the constellation
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and crept round and round in distress with ever-returning feet. Once when at war near the Tauros among the Cilicians, he had heard the lore of an old sage, and learnt of the sting of starry loves in the heavens. Surveying therefore the heavenly domain spread abroad in the skies, he noticed Europa’s bridegroom, the Olympian Bull; then lie turned his wandering eye to the polar region, and observed Callisto and the restless course of the Waggon, and recognized that the female received a female bedfellow, who was disguised under the false likeness of the Archeress with limbs unrecognizable.® Rising over the Bull he saw Myrtilos, the fire-breathing Charioteer,6 because he once helped a marriage, at the race for Hippodameia, and made «τ counterfeit peg of rounded wax, so that Pelops got his marriage. Near Cassiepeia he saw that Eagle c spreading his wings who bedded with Aigina, and wished for such another delusive device, that he might himself undo the maidenhead of unwedded Chalcomede. Then with unsleeping gaze he began to speak :
301	“ I have heard how Zeus the Ruler on High once took the shape of a Satyr,d and wooed the maiden Antiope under a deceitful shape, in the mock love of a dancing bridal. I wish I had such a shape myself, to dance unrecognized into the host of horned Satyrs and to enjoy the bed of wineloving Chalcomede. I know, Cythereia, why you are angry with the sons of India ; as neighbours of the Sun your arrows plague them,* you have not yet forgotten
Auriga is that it is Erichthonios, the first to drive fonr-in-hand.
c The form Zens took to approach Aigina, daughter of Asopos.
d See xxxi. 217.	' Cf. supra, 149.
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NONNOS
ου πω μνηστιν όλισσας ιλιγχομινων σίο btaiiwv. ου Φαιθων με φύτιυσι- τί μι κλονιιις, Αφροδίτη; 310 ου τ€Κ€ ΙΙασιόςῖς μ« βοοσκόπος, ονκ ‘Αριάδνης γιωτός ίγιό. φθίγξασθι, λίθοι, πιτρωό*α φωνήν. Χαλκομιόην ποθίιν, και αναίνιται. ιρρι, φαρίτρη, ΐρριτι, φοινία τό£α και ήνιμόιντις όιστοι*
9Αρης ου μι αάωσι κορυσαομινης 'Αφροδίτης' 315 βαιός "Κριός μ* θάμα σοι,
τον ου κτάνι Βά*χο$ αγηνωρ."
Τοῖα μάτην κατά νύκτα
όυσίμιρος	Μορρειλ*.
ούδι νοοπλανιος τττιρον ιύχτισιν ή&ιος "Γτινου	·
Χαλκομίόην φυγόόιμι-ον, ιπιι πόθον ιίχιν όλίθρου,
Μορρία διιμαίιονσα μιμηι·οτα, μή μιν ιρνσσας 320 θιρμός άνήρ ζιύξιιιν άναγκαίοις ύμιναίοις Βά*χου μή παρ*οντος- 'Κρνθραίη hi θαλάσση ιΐΊ-υχον Γχτο? Ικαμφι και Γαχι κυματι κωφω-Μηλίς, ΐπολβίζω σι-
σν γάρ ποτ ι, νηις 'Κρωτιυν, αισομάτη στροφαλιγγι hi μας ρίφασα θαλάσση 325 λίκτρα γυναιμανιοι-τος άιλιναο Λαμι·αμινηος' σόν μάρον όλβίζω φιλοπάρθιι-ον* οιστροαανη γαρ νυμφίον ιίς σί κόρυσσιν όλος θυγάτηρ Αφροδίτη, καί σι θάλασσα φνλαξι, καί 11 II αφίης πάλι μητη^, καί θάνις ιν ροθίοις ιτι παρθιι·ος. άλλἀ καί αυτήν 330 Χαλκομίόην ίθιλονσαν ύδωρ κρύφιιι Θαλάσσης Μορρίος ίμιίροντος άπιιρήτην ύμιιαίων, όφρα νίη ΙΙριτόμαρτις ίγω φυγόίκμνος ακούσω, ήν ποτε πόιτος ιόικτο καί ι μπολιν ωπασι γοίη» Κυπριόίων Μάχνος άφιιδήσασαν 'Κρωτων.	3J5
138
This »tory Is other»»>e unknown.
DIONYSIACA, XXXIII. 309-335
how your captivity was discovered by those nets. Phaethon was not niv father—why do vou plague nie, Aphrodite ? Bullgazer Pasiphac was no mother of mine, Ariadne no sister. O ye rocks, utter your stony voice ! Chalcomede I desire, and she denies ! Away my quiver, away with you, my murderous bow and windswift arrows ! Ares did not save me when Aprodite took up arms : little Love has vanquished me, whom proud Bacchos could not kill ! ”
317 Such were the vain cries of lovesick Morrheus through the night. Nor did the wing of sweet bewildering Sleep give rest to loveshy Chalcomede ; for she longed to die, being in terror of mad Morrheus —she feared the hot man might bind her in forced wedlock while Bacchos was far away. She turned her step in the night to the Erythraian sea, «ind cried out to the deaf waves :
324 “ Melis,a I call you happy ! for you unacquainted with love once threw yourself of your own free will over and over into the sea, and so escaped the bed of womanmad Damnamcncus. I call your chaste lot happy. For Aphrodite daughter of the brine armed the maddened bridegroom against you, and the sea guarded you even though it was the Paphian’s mother : you died in the waves a virgin still; O may the water of the sea cover Chalcomede also, willing enough, while she is still unacquainted with the marriage that Morrheus desires ; that I may be called a new loveshy Britomartis,6 whom once the sea received and returned to the land, where she rejected the bodily love of Minos. Karthshaker
6 A Cretan heroine, or rather goddess. She leapt into the sea to escape Minos, was caught in some nets, and finally got away from Crete to Aigina.
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NONNOS
ον μ* δΐ€πτυίησιν ίριυμαχ'ίιυι ίνοσίχθων, old ntp *Αστ€ριην φιλοπάρθ€νον, ἣν tvi ττόντψ πλαζομόχ'ην ίδίιυκ* παλιι·δρομον, €UJOK€V αυτήν άστατον iimtvoiMmv άμοιβάδι σννδρομον ανρη κ ν μα α ιι· άατνφ*λικτον ίνιρρίζ υ κι* χ 'Απόλλων. 540 δ/(ό μ(, διζο, θάλασσα, φιλάμεό*α» σ<ο κόλπψ' δόχννσο Χαλκομ/δην μ* τα Μηλίδα δἐ{ο *αι αὐτὴν όπλοτόρην ΙΙριτόμαρτιν α» αιι·ο/ιίνην υμεναίους, όφρα φνγιυ Μορρήα καί υμ*τ/ρην Άφρο&ίτην Χαλκομόδην ίλίαιρ*, βοηθός παρΰςχτκάων.”	^44
Tiff φαμίχτ) δςόόνητο χ·οον παρά γίίτονι πόντψ καί νυ Kt ν αιτ ο κυλιστός ςδυσατο κύμα Θαλάσσης, άλλα (*)<τις χραίσμησς χαριζομόνη λιονυσψ, και δόμας άλλάξασα παρίστατο Χαλκομςδςίη,
3’ ςΐόος ςχουσα παρήγορον ίαχ€ φωντμτ 350 ΊΥτλα^ι, Χαλκομόδη,
μή δςίδιθι Μορρόος ςύνήν αίσιον opvtv €χ*ις με πης άλυτοιο κορςίης, μαρτυρίην μιθίπουσαν άννμφςντινν σίο λίκτρων.
€ίμί (~)€τις φυγόδςμχος όμοίιος, €ιμι καί αυτή,
οΐά τε Χαλκομ/δη, φιλοπάρθςνος· ονρανόθςν δἐ ^
Αςνς με πατήρ ςδίωκς καί ήθςλςν *ις γάμον Ιλκαν,
€ΐ μή μιν ποΘΙοντα γςρων άνόκοπτς IIρομηθίύς θςσπίζων Κρονιωνος apt ίο να παίδα φυτίΰσαι, μή θότιδός ποτε κούρος €πιβρισ(ΐ€ τοκηι και Κρονίδην tXdatitv, art Κρόνον ύφιμόδων Ζ€υς. 3β0 γίιχό μοι δολόςσσα φςρςσβιος· αντοφ>όνος γαρ αι Κ€ θάχτ)ς άδιδα^ος αχ·νμφςυτινν ΰμχναίων, Βασσαρίδων στίχα πάσαν άνάρσιος *Ινδός ὀλέσσει* αλλά μιν ήπςρόπςνς, και ς κ θανάτοιο σαιυσςις
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enamoured did not affright me, as lie did the chaste Asterie/* whom he hunted to and fro in the sva, riding restless before the changing wind, until Apollo rooted her in the waves immovable. Receive me, O sea, receive me in your hospitable breast ! Receive me like Melis ; receive me also, a l.ater Britomartis, refusing marriage, that 1 may escape Morrheus and your Aphrodite ; pity Chalcomede, O saviour of maidens ! ”
346 So in her distracted mind she cried aloud by the neighbouring sea ; and she would have thrown herself rolling headlong into the waves, but Thetis gave her help, to please Dionysos. She changed her shape, and stood before Chalcomedeia in the form of a Bacchant woman with comfortable words :
351 “ Courage, Chalcomede ! fear not the bed of Morrheus. You have in me a lucky omen of your untouched maidenhead, bringing witness that no marriage shall come near your bed. I am Thetis, like you an enemy of marriage. 1 love maidenhood, as Chalcomede herself; yet Father Zeus drove me from heaven and would have dragged me into marriage, but that old Prometheus stopt his desires, by prophesying that I should bear «a son stronger than Cronion ; he wished that Thetis’s boy should not some time overpower his father and drive out Cronides as high Zeus drove out Cronos. Be astute, and save us ! For if you contrive your own death, without learning what marriage is without a bridegroom, the wild Indian will destroy the whole company of Bassarids. No, you must delude him, and you will save from death your army, which is now
her, not Poseidon. Her island became stationary at tin* birth of Apollo there.
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(την στρατιήν φνζηλtv ιμαοσομίνου Λιοννσου,	36»'
φινόομόνη IIαφίης Ktvtov πόθοι” tl δέ σε Μορμεύν €Κ (ΐη'ηι· tpvofifv άναινομόνην νμ*ναίονς, ου χατἐνκ (πι Κύπριν άρηγόινς· ύμ*τ4ρης γαρ φρουροί· Ζχας άπόλιθρον όφιν χραισμήτορα μΐτρης' νμ47(ρον δἐ Αράκοισα λαβών μ*τα φύλοπιν Ικ&ῶν 370 <ττηριξιι Αιόΐ'νσος «V άστιροφίγγίι κύκλω, άγγίλον ον λὑγοιπα τεῆ? άλύτοιο καριιης,
*γγνς 4θΰ Στίφάιοιο άχραυγόος, tint τ(λισση atmpofv μύγα σήμα Κνδωι·αιης Αριάδνης'
*Αρκτωω δι Αράκοιπι δράκων Τ(6ς ισοφκιρίζων 37β άστράφα μιρόπιαοι, σνι αστράπτω ν *0φιούχω. νσπρον ααῆσεις άλίην Θίτο·, €ὑτ< νοιμτης άστιρα σοι· π ν pot ιτ α σνιαστράπτοισα Σελήνη.
Ισσό δι Θαρσηισσα γάμου χάριν ον γαρ άκοίτης (μπιδον νμιτίρης άιαλύσι ται άμμα κορ€ΐης,	380
ου μά σ( και Αιόΐ'νσον €μής φανσαντα τραπόζης, ου μά σι και oto Θνρσα, και *ιι·αλιην * Αφροδίτην.” Kfrrc παραιφαμόνη· νιφ<λη δ* ϊκαλνφατο κούρην, μή μιν όσαθρήσωσι φυλάκτορ€ς ή σκοπός άι*ηρ, φωριον Γχι·ο? ίχων δολιω πόδι ι·νκτος ὁδίτης, 385 ἡἐ γυναιμανόων θρασύς αιπόλος, fcmfpirjv δι παρθίνικην ἐpvotit παρ* tlvοδίους νμ€ΐ·αίονς.
*9*
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in flight while Dionysos is under the lash. Just pretend an unreal desire for love. Then if Morrheus should drag you to bed while you refuse marriage, you need no helper against Cypris, for vou have a huge serpent to protect and save your girdle. After the Indian War, Dionysos will take your Serpent and place him in the shining circle of the stars, an everlasting herald of your untouched maidenhood, near his own brilliant Crown, when he completes the great starry sign of Cydonian Ariadne ; and your serpent shall be equal to the northern Serpent,0 and shine upon mortals along with shining Ophiuchos. By and by you shall praise Thetis of the sea, when you espy your fiery star shining along with Selene. Have no fear about marriage. No bedfellow shall loose the firm knot of your maidenhood : I swear it by Dionysos, who has touched my board, I swear it by your thyrsus, and by Aphrodite of the sea.”
383 She ended her consolation ; and then hid the girl in a cloud, that the guards might not see her, or some spy \valking cunningly in the night with secret foot, or some bold goatherd wonianmad, and drag the maiden in the evening to a wayside wedding.
° The constellation Draco, usually the dragon of the Hesperides.
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ΔΙΟΝΥΣΙΑΚΩΝ ΤΡΙΛΚΟΙΤΟΝ ΤΕΤΑΡΤΟΝ
Κτίΐνομέικιις έκάτ€ρθ* τριηκοστοΐο τετάρτου ΑηριάΒης Βακχική κορύσσίται ένόοθι πύργων.
Κούρη 3* ουp€ σ Ιφο ιτ ος έω ταχνΒίνίΐ ταρσψ αψοφον ιχι·ος ίχουοα Βιέστιχ(ν €ΐς ραχtv ύλης' ούΒέ Θέτις Βήθυνιν έπ* ήόιος, αλλά καί αὐτὴ πατρωην βρνόίσσαν έΒυσατο Χηρέος αυλήν.
"Ηδη δ* άνι·*.φέλοιο δι* φρος όμμα τι ταίνω ν άντυγας άστρα, ία ς όρόων έκορέσσα το Woppii's καί τινα μύθον ῖ<ιπ< μ*ληλ<χ7ι θύμον ιμασσων 11 Λάζε ται αλλοπρόσαλλος έμος νόος ·
ου μία βουλή,
€Ϊς νόος ου μίθέπ^ι με* πυλυσπ€ρ*€ς Bi μ€νοιναι άμφ* έμέ κυκλώσαντο, και ου μίαν οΓ5α τελἐσσαι KTtivw Χαλκό μέ$€ΐαν έττήρατον ; άλλα τί ρέζω, μή μ€ πόθω μ€τά πότμον άποκτ(ίν(κ καί avrrj; άλλα λίπω ζώουσαν α νοντα τον, άμφαόίην δἐ παρθένον €ις ύμέναιον έφέλκομαι; άλλ* ένι θυμό· ΑηριάΒην τρομέω και Χειροβίην ἐλεαίρω. ου μίν έγώ κτ€ιιχυ ποτε παρθένον ήν Βέ όαμάσσω, πώς δύναμαι ζω£ΐν, ore παρθένον ούκέτι Α» νασω; κάμνω, ΧαλκομέΒης ότ€ λίίπομαι £ις μίαν ώρην.”
Τοῖα μάτην ένέπων πολυμήχανος ήΐ€ Μορρ€υς, 494
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In the thirty-fourth, Deriades attacks and massacres the Bacchant women within the walls.
The girl passed over the hills in her quickmoving step, until she silently passed into the woody uplands ; nor did Thetis herself linger upon the shore, but she too returned to the weedy hall of her father Nereus.
5	Morrheus already had enough of staring through the cloudless heaven and watching the circling stars ; and he spoke, lashing his spirit with cares :
8	“ My mind moves unsteadily every way. No one counsel guides me, no one resolve ; wishes throng round me in crowds, and I cannot fulfil one of them. Shall I kill Chalcomedeia, my beloved ? Then what can I do, that she too may not kill me with longing, after her fate ? Or shall I leave her alive and unwounded, and drag the girl openly into marriage ? But in my heart I fear Deriades and pity Cheirobie.® I will never kill the girl; if I strike her down, how can I live when I sec the girl no more ? I am in pain when I am without Chalcomeck* for one hour.”
19	So Morrheus went raving and pondering vainly a His wife.
NONNOS
παφλάζων οόνιηγοι ττοθοβλητοιο μίριμνης.	20
Ι ον Si παΛινδιτὴτοι' <ιλ<υμιι·ον ΰψόθιν όχθης μουι·α&ος άμιημττοιο λελοιττότα οίμιιη νύμφης, ιάρακιν ίγρήσαων θρ*ισύς ’ Υσσακος· ως οολόςις Si κρυπτόν ατικμάρτωχ *φρ<ίσσατο κίνητρον *Κρωτων, πιστότατος θ*ρ<ίπιυΐ ' άολίω δε' μιν tiptTO μύθιρ, *5 τοῖο»' ϊπος π ρο χ ίων απατι^Χιον άνθίρ€ω%·οςΜ TiVrc λι πο»»' σἐο Χίκτρα
κα ι ύττναλίην σ to νύμφην πΧάζίαι tiOa και ίνθα κατά κνίφας,
άτρομί Μopptv;
μη τάχα Αηριάλης σι Sit7rrοίησίν άπιιλτ}; μη σοι Χειροβίη κοτίιι ζηλήμονι Θυμό»,	30
ίλπομίνη φιλίαν σε δορικτήτην rim Βάκχην; και yap οτ* ασορόωσιν ίρωμανίοντας άκοίτας, κρυπταάίην διά Κύπριν ati φθονίουσι γνναΐκ(ς. μη τάχα πανδαμάτωρ
θρασύς m\μίμος *ις at κήρυσσα Χ'υμφώίους σπιι·θηρας άκοιμήτοιο φαρίτρης;	35
μη τιι«α Βασσαρῶαιυ ποθίας μιαν; ῶς μῖν ακούω, τρ€Ϊς \άριτ€ς γ(γάασι, χορίτις *()ρχομίνοίο, άμφίπολοι Φοίβοιο, χοροπλίκίος Si \ικιίου (!σι τριηκοσίων Χαρίτιον στίχις, ιον μία μούνη πασάων προφίρουσα φαεα·εται, οΓα καί αὐτὴ 40 φαώροτίραις άκτισι κατακρύτττα σίλας άστρων μαρμαρυγήν ίύκυκλον άκοισίζουσα Σελήνη. και δίδυμοι? βελεεσσι κορνσσιται αν ίνι θ(σμχρ, κάλλ(ι τοξίύουσα καί αίχμάζουσα σώήρω' ίστι Si \\ασιθίη κορυθαίολος, ην τινα Βάκχαι Χαλκομίάην καλίουσιν ίγω δε μιν αυτός ίνίφω “ Αρτςμιν άργνρόττ(ζαν ηίι χρύσασττιν *Αθηνην.”
1 So ΜΜ.
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many plans, boiling with the pangs of his desire-struck imagination.
21 As he walked alone on the bank, wandering up and down and forgetful of his bride left alone in her bed, bold Hyssacos his trusty guardian, wide aAvake, saw him. He was shrewd enough to recognize the secret sting of some undivined love, so he began to ask crafty questions and spoke in beguiling words, as folloAvs :
27 “ Why have you left your bed and your sleeping bride to wander about in the dark, fearless Morrheus ? Has Deriades affrighted you with a threat ? Is Cheirobie angry with you in a jealous temper, and thinks you in love with some captive Bacchant ? For when women see their partners wild with love, they are always jealous of some secret intrigue. Perhaps that allvanquishing braggart Desire has been aiming at you bridal sparks from his unresting quiver ! Do you want one of the Bassarids. perhaps ? As I hear, there are three Graces, the dancers of Orchomenos, handmaids of Phoibos—but Lyaios the danceweaver has whole rows of Graces three hundred strong, one of whom shines pre-eminent above all, as Selene herself quenches the light of the stars with her brighter beams when she scatters her shimmering around. And she arms herself with two shots on one count —the arrow of her beauty and the steel of her spear. She is a helmeted Pasithea,® whom the* Bacchants name Chaleomede : but I will call her Silverfoot Artemis or Goldenshield Athena.”
a i.e. lovely as a Chans in armour.
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*12? φάμινος σΐγησι· καί όφρύος άκρα καθίλκων αιΒομέιοις στομάτισοι Βυσίμιρος iivtm Μορρίύς \\τρικίως Λῶνυσον ἐδάσατο κύμα θαλάσσης 60 0<ιμαί»αιΓ Αυκόοργον, ύποβρυχίοιο Bi κόλπου Ν»ιρ*ιόας θώρηζί, καί έξ όλος ήλθι κομίζω*
€ Ιναλίην ίς m Αρη α κασιγνήτην *Αφροδίτην αντί hi νυμφιΒίοιο καί ίύοόμοιο χιτώνας Βώκιν ἑχ€ιν θώρηκα αιόηριον, αντί hi κίστου 56 χαλκίον έγχος όπασσ<· *αι οΰνομα το πριν άμΛίφας ΧαλκομέΒην όνόμηιι κορυσσομένην ΆφροΒιτην ἐστι δἐ Βασσαρῶνσσι συνέμπορος· άμφοτίροις hi μάρναμαι άγνώασων, καί ΚύπριΒι καί Διονυσψ. καί τί μάτην Βόρυ Θούρον άίίρομαι; ίΐζον, άκωκη· 60 €ι 11 αφίη νίκησαν ακοιτιστηρα κιραννού,
€ΐ πολέμων σκηπτούχον ίψ σπινθηρι Βαμαζίΐ, εί φλογιρον Φαίθοντα κατέφλιγι μιιζονι πυρσώ καί κλονίίΐ πνρόιντα, τί κιν ρέζαιμι σιόηρω; είπατε' μοι τινει μήτιν άρηγόνα Κνπρογ€*ίίης· 65 ούτήσω τόν "Kpcoτα; ποθι ν πτιρόίντα κιχήσω; ίγχος άιρτάζω; πυρί μάρναται. άορ έρύσσω; τ όζον έχιι, τό Bi τόξον έμής φρςνός άιττόμΛνον πυρ. πολλάκις οντηθην κατο, φνλοπιν άλλα καμόντα ίηη)ρ μ€ σάιυσιν ίη ζωαρκέι τἐχνη,	70
ώτίίλη μιλιών οΒννηφατον α» θος ί λι ξ ας.
"Υσσακι, μη κρυφής, τινα φάρμακα ποικίλα πάσσων ένΒον έμής κραΒίης ιησομαι ίλκος Έρώτων.
(ΐμί μιν άντιβίοισιν αει Θρασύς· άλλ* ὅτε Αινσσω ΧαλκομέΒην πορθούσαν, <μἣ θηλι/vcrai αιχμή. 75 ον τρομέω Διόνυσον ύποπτησσω Bi γυναίκα, οττι σέλας πέμπουσα ποθοβλήτοιο προσώπου
+98
ι halco- means bronrr.
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48 When he had said this, he fell silent ; and lovesick Morrheus drawing his brows together answered with shamefast lips :
50 “ Certainly Dionysos dived into the waves of the sea for fear of Lycurgos, and armed the Nereids in the bosom of the deep, and out of the brine he brought against Ares his own sister, Aphrodite of the brine : instead of the fragrant dress for a bridegift he gave her a steel corselet to wear, instead of the cestus he gave her a spear of bronze ; he changed her name, and Aphrodite armed became Chalct>nu*de.a She is in the company of the Bassarids, and I have two to fight, without knowing it—both Cypris and Dionysos. Why do I vainly lift my valiant spear ? Yield, my point ! If the Paphian has conquered the master of the thunderbolt, if she vanquishes the king of battles with her spark, if she has burnt up flaming Phaethon with a fire greater than his own and harasses the fiery one, what could I do with steel ? Tell me some device to help against Cyprogeneia. Shall I wound Kros ? but how shall I eateh that winged one ? Shall I lift a spear ? Fire is his weapon. Shall I draw the sword ? He has an arrow, and his arrow is fire kindling my heart.
69	“ Often I have been wounded in the field ; but wounded, some physician has made me whole by his lifesaving art, by laying an allheal flower on the wound of my body. Hyssacos, hide it not, tell me what varied store of balsams can I apply in my heart to cure the wound of love ! To rnv adversaries 1 am always bold ; but when I see Chalcomede before me, my sharp point grows womanish. I fear not Dionysos, but I shrink before a woman, for she shoots bright shafts from her lovesmit countenance and pierces me
m
NONNOS
μορφή όιστινιι μι, καί ούκιτι τόξα τιταινω. ως α ρα Χηριΐόιον μίαν ίόρακον* ι ϊ θ 4μις ιίπιίν, η θιτις η ΓαΑατκα συιαιχμάζιι Λιοιι*σῳ.**	βθ
Klrrc, και άκροτάτοισι μόγις βραόνς ίχνται βαίνων, μη ΐ'υ^ίην ινόουσαν ϊ η ν παράκοιτιν ιγιιρτ], ιίς Θάλαμον πάλιν ηλθι · μιλαγκόλποιο hi νύμφης τηλόχιν ιτ pant ν ύμμα, και ηθιλιν, οφρα φανιίσα Χαλκομιόη λάμφιιι και ήριγιινια φαιιίη.	Η5
άσχαλοωι ό* υπ *\\ρωτι καττγφιι κάππισιν ιννη* και θιράπων αγρυτη·ος ιχων πόθον ηόίος ύπνον Ύσσακος α vt ι ς ιόαρθιν ιης ιφνπιρθι βοιίης.
Μορρία δ’ ύπιπόοιπα παρήπα4>*ν όφις όνιίρου, κλιφιι·οων ι λι 4χι ντος αι·αιζασα ττυλάων,	βθ
καί τινα μύθον ιιιπιν ιπηρατον ηπ·μοπ·ηα " Α4χννσυ Χαλκομιόη ν πιιθημονα, ννμ4>ι* Μ όρμε Ο* S«fo και ιν λιχιισσι μιτά πτολιμους ο4ο νύμφην* ηματιην όρόων μι τιην ηνφρηνας όποτπην, και ννχίη παρίαικ φιληνορι Χαλκομιόιίη.	&S
ιστι και ιατινιλιοιο γάμου χάρις, ἐστι *αι αὐτῶν Ιμιρόας γλυκύς οίστρος όνιιριίιον υμιι·αιων. ηθιλον άγκάς ιχιιν σι, και ιγγνθι φαίνεται Ήcui "Ω? φαμίνη πιπότητο'
και ιξ ν7τνου θόρι Μ ο ρ ριος, άρχομινης δ* ιχύησιν άμιρσιγάμου φάος *Ηοῖς* 100 ΧαλκομιΒην δ* ιόόκησιν ιχιιν πόθον αΙφα hi σιγή ιΐΎίπι Κυπριόίην άπαπηλιον ιλπίόα βοσκών·
" Τριπλόον, ηριγίνιια, 4η ρ*ις 4>άος, σττι κομίζιις Χαλκομιόην, και 4>4γγος άγιις *αι νύκτα όιωκιις.
Μορριος άγρύπνοιο παρηγορά, καί συ φανειὐτ,	ϊ05
Χαλκομιόη, ροόόισσα ροόοστιφίος πλιον *Ηονς*
■ The mermaid whom Volvphrnim lhr I jrlops loved.
1 Λ fal^p drram: rf. Hom. i hi. \i\. 56S. Yirg. Am. vi. 895-8%.
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with her beauty. I cannot aim my bow then. So I have seen one of the Nereids. If I dare sav it, either Thetis or Galateia® is fighting beside Dionysos ! ”
81 He spoke ; and moving on the tips of his toes, slowly and carefully, so as not to awaken his sleeping wife in the night, he entered his chamber again. Far from the black bosom of his bride he turned his eves away, and wished that Chalcomede might stand shining before him and dawn appear. Chafing with love he fell on his sad couch ; and his watchful guardian Hyssaeos, longing for quiet rest, fell asleep once more on his oxhide shield.
89 While Morrheus slumbered, the vision of a dream came flying from the deluding gates of ivory b to cajole him, and uttered a comforting but deceitful speech :
92 “ Bridegroom Morrheus, welcome Chalcomede a Milling bride ! Welcome your bride in your own bed after your battles ! In the day when you saw me you delighted your eyes—in the night, sleep by the side of your loving Chalcomedeia! Even in sleep marriage has its charm, even in dreams it has a passion of sweet desire. I would fain hold you in my arms, and dawn is near.”
99	With these words, the vision flew away ; Morrheus leapt out of his sleep and saw the beginning of Dawn, the thief of love. He thought Chalcomede desired him, and at once said silently to himself, feeding his delusive hope of love :
103 “ Threefold light you bring, O daughter of the mist ! You bring Chalcomede, and you bring the daylight, and you drive night away ! O Chalcomede, do you appear to me also, and comfort wakeful Morrheus, you, rosier yourself than rose-crowned
501
NONNOS
ον ποτε τοῖον άγονσι ρόδον λιιμωνίδις Ίΐραι. παρθινικη χαρίισσα, τι αι μιθίποναι naptiai ιίαρινον λιιμωι·α, τοι· ον χρό\κ>ς υϊδ* μαραίνωιν· άνΘια σοι Θαλιοναιν, arc φθινοπωρίόςς *ilpat· 110 σά κρίνα και κατά χεῖμα φαιίιιται· >ip4uVct δἐ σον Βιμας ον λήγουσαν ιρινθομινην άιιμώιη»', ὴ»* \άριτις κομιουσι και ονκ όλίκουσιν άήται. οΰ\*ομα σον κόσμησας άριστινονσα σιΒήρψ’ αρμινυν ήιορίη τιόν ΐΛ'ίομα \αλκομόΒην Si	115
ου σε μάττμ· καλίονσι' αι γαρ τίκι χάλκ*ος "Αρης Ktmpi3o<r tv λιχι'ισσιν 'Κρωτοτόκοιο χαρςνων.
Χαλκομιόην μιν άπαντις, ιγώ Bt at μουι·ος άνίψω ΧρυσομιΒην, ότι κάλλος ίχ€ΐς χρυσής ΆφροΟιπμ ττίίθομαι, ιός Χπάρτηθίν ϊχιις γόνος· ιός Βοκιω γαρ, 120 ΧαλκομόΒην ιλόχινσι σιδηροχίτων Αφροδίτη/'
Τοῖο»' ϊ ττ ος κατίλιξι φιλαγρυττι·ων ini λόκτρων. αλλ* ότι φοινίασοντι σόλας ηόμηουσα ηροσώηψ νσμίνης ττροκόλινθος ί κη βόλος αι·θοριν * Ηῶς,
Μι·δῴην ικόρνσσι γονην λαοσσόος *Αρης*	125
και τότ€ ΘωρηχΟόχτις ι ιτ ροχάλων άπό λόκτρων άρμα τι ΑηριάΒαυ σνια]λνδις tpptov Ίν&οι.
Βάκχοι Β* ου παριόντος ανίκητου Αιονυσου ιίς ττιΒίον προχόοντο κατηφόις* tv κραδίη Bi ονκότι Θα ραήιιτις ἐπ* στρατάω ντο κνδοιμψ,	130
άλλα φόβω Βονίοντο· και ον ρηξηνορι λυσση ιΐσότι χαλκοχίτωνις ιβακχινοντο γυναίκες· ovSi βαρνφθόγγοιο μιμνκότος άνθιρςώνος άφρον άνηκόντιζονt iv άφλοίσβω Bi σιωττη μίμνςν άΒιφήτοιο ττιρίκρότα νώτα βοιίης·	135
ον ΒάιΒις σιλάγιζον *Κνυαλίης φλόγα πςυκης,
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Dawn: no such roses are brought by the Seasons to our meadows. Charming maiden, your cheeks present a meadow of the Springtime which time knows not how to wither. Your flowers arc in bloom when the fruit wasting Autumn Seasons are here : your lilies can he seen even in winter; your body is all one blushing anemone never-fading, which the Graces tend and the winds never destroy. Your name you have adorned by the triumphs of your spear ; your name fits your valour—not in vain are you called Chaleomede, for brazen Ares begat you, tumbling on the bed of love-begetting Cypris. All the world calls you Chaleomede, but I alone call you Chrvsomede, because you have the beauty of golden Aphrodite ; I believe you come from Sparta, for as I think, Aphrodite Steclcorseletα was the mother of Chaleomede.”
122 So he spoke on his wakeful bed. Hut when farshooting Dawn with crimson face leaj)t up sending· forth her light as the forerunner of battle, Ares musterhost armed the Indian nation; then the Indians fully equipped ran from their wellwhecled 6 beds to gather round the chariot of Deriades.
128 But the Bacchoi, with invincible Dionysos still amissing·, poured forth downcast on the plain. No longer in confident heart they marched to the but they were stricken with fear. No longer with manbreaking madness the women in bronze corselets rushed frantic to the field, no more they scattered foam from their bellowing throats with deep grmvlings ; but in silence undisturbed the untanned calfskins lay unbeaten. Their torches sent forth no shining flame of martial brands nor belched the; dcath-
b Apparently they were in caravans, like Scythian nomads.
NONNOS
καττνόν *ρ€υγομίνης θανατηφόροι άλλ* υπό κίντρψ όαιμονίης μάστιγος ίθηλυιχηπο μαχηται. ον Χάτυροι κελάδησαν, ίθημοιος ον θρόος αύλον εβρε/ιεν ιγρ<κνόοιμος’ άβιικχιντιμ hi κνόοιμώ UO Χ<ιληιοι πολόμιζον Ιχόφροιις, ovhi προσάπτω μιλτον όπιχρίσαντις όμόχροον αιθοπι λυθρψ ζαι·θον ιφοινίζαιτο τόπον φαώημονι μορφή €ις φόβον, ovhi μότωπα πιφνρμίνα λ*νκαΛι γυφω, ιός παρος, ιρραίιοιπο' και ου στόμα τε σοι πιοντις 145 θερμόν *ρημοι·όμοιο vtooavrov αίμα λ(αινης 11tivt s' άtλλή€vτtς ίβακχίόοντο κνόοιμώ, άλλα φόβω γίγιίασιν ί%η£€ς’ όκναλόοι hi φπθημ/ν·ιις ηρασσον άόουτη}τοις χθόνα χηλαίς, φρικτόν άιοστιίλαντίς όριόρομοι άλμα χυρ*ΐης.
Δηριάόης h* νπόροπλος όπίχραιν apotvt χάρμη, σε ία»»' ιυς τριφάλιιαν (ης γλιυχΐιο Κ(ραίης* θηλυτόρη hi φάλαγγι βορών βακχιν*το Μορρςνς' ου γαρ Χαλκο/ιεδεια συνίμπορος ιστατο Βάκ^αις, όφρά μιν aihtooatTo, καπσσνμόιην hi γυναικών 166 αΐματι πορφνρονσαν άι·ιστ«ΐλ*ι*ν άκωκην, οΛΛίΐ τότε προμάχοισιν όμηλυόος ητττ€Τθ χάρμης παρθί »Ό£ ιμιρόισσα vt η κλντότοζος ' Α μαζών, φάρια λετττἀ φόρουσα και άστράπτοντα χιτώνα iv πιόΐω' το γαρ είπε σοφή θίτις, όφρα σαώση ΙθΟ λαόν όλον μογόοντα τινασσομόνου Διονυσου.
"Υ*νθα διατμηζας Χαριτων Γνόαλμα προσώπου Β ασσαριόας ζώγρησίν άνάλκιόας ΐνό(κα Μ ορρούς, ας μετά Χαλκομόόην όκρίνατο’ ΜαιιηΛιΟαιν δἐ χεῖραν όπισθοτόιονς άλότιο σφηκώσατο δεσμῷ, 1β5 και στίχα λνσι40tipav υπό ζυγό, όονλια σνρων ληίόας άμφιπόλους Ικυρά) πόρ€ Αηριαόηι,
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bringing smoke ; but under the goad of the divine lash the warriors turned to women. The Satyrs made no noise, no sound echoed as of yore from the pipes to awaken the conflict. The Seilenoi went to battle in sober silence with their wits about them ; they had not painted their faces with crimson like fresh blood, nor purpled their yellow skin to deceive and affright, nor daubed their foreheads with white chalk as usual. The Pans had drunk no hot blood fresh from the veins of a lioness of the wilds, and rushed not swift as the wind frenzied into the conflict, but they were mild with fear: hesitating they pawed the ground with gentle noiseless hooves, and ceased the terrible leaps of their highland dance.
151 But Deriades proudly grappled with the men’s battle, shaking his pointed horn like «ι helmet plume ; Morrheus leapt raging against the company of women. For Chalcomedeia did not stand beside the Bacchant women to make him pitiful, and check the blade which darted against the women purpled with blood ; but now the lovely young girl, a new bow-famed Amazon, took hand in the fi^ht beside the* front ranks in the plain, clad in light robes and a shining tunic. For that is what wise Thetis told her to do, that she might save the whole host, «Ὁ distressed while Dionysos was being plagued.
162 Then Morrheus parting from th.it face, the image of the Graces, saved alive eleven of the weak Bassarids, whom he judged to be next «after ( halco-mede. He bound the Mainalids’ arms behind them in a knot too tight to be undone ; then dragging them with hair flowing loose to the yoke of slavery, he gave them to his goodfather Deriades as servants won by
505
NONNOS
Γόνον ἐῆν αλὐχοιο τό δ<ιη*ρον, ής χάριν *ύνης ι·υμφοκόμον μόθον *1χ*ν άιρσιλόφω παρά Υαύρω, rtmroTC Αηριάδαο ι·κην βασιληίδα κούρην, ήλικα Χίΐροβίην, ζυγίω σφηκωσατο ό€σμω· ου γάρ δώρο ν ίδ*κτο γαμήλιοι· όρχαμος *Ιμδῶν παιδος <ής, ου χρυσοί· Ιπήρατον, ου λίθον άλμης μαρμαριην, άγ/λας δ* βοών και πάπα μήλων Αηριάδης άττ/ειπε, και €γρ<μόθοισι μα^ηταΧς θυγατέρων ΐζ<υζ<ν άδιυροδόκους υμ€ναιονς, γαμβρόν !χων Μορρήα και €ii't άττηχυν *Ορόντην' και διδνμοις πραμάχοισιν <ήν vt μ4*νσ* γινίθλην, Μορὑμ Χαροβίην και Ι1ρο*τονό«ιαι 'Οροντη· ου γάρ ίπιχθονίοισιν όμοίιος «ττλβτο Μορρ<υς, αλλά V ιγα vt € ίων μ*λίων ύφια νχ< vt μορφή Ίι-δών Υηγινίων μιμήσατο πάτριον αλκήν, ήλιβάτου Τυφωι·ον €χιυν αυτόχθονο φύτλην, tint πυριτρκφ^ων * Α ρίμα» ν παρά γ€ ίτονι π ιτ μη συγγονον ηνορ<ην ἐττῶείκνικ μάρτνρι Κι*Λνα>, ιδι·α φάριον θαλάμων, Κιλίκουν ίδρωτας ά(όλων, ι·νμφιος άκτήμων, άρ<τή δ* ίκτήσατο νύμφην. ως ποτε Μορμείοιο γήσιον μι·ηστηρι σιδήρω \\σσυρίη γοι·ν κάμφι, καί €ΐς ζυγά Αηριαδηος αύχ€ΐ·α πετρήίντα Κίλι£ δοχμώσατο Ταύρος, καί θρασύς ώκλασί Κόδνος·, όθ(ν Κιλίχων ῖνι γαίη Χάνδης ’Μρακλίης κικλήσκ*ται €ισ*τι Μ ορρούς, και τά μιν €ν προτίροισιν €ν όφιγόνω δἐ κυδοιμώ 0υιάδαν €ζώγρησ€ν άφ*ιδει δούρατι Μορρίυς· κυδιόων δ* ἐχάλινον άπίρροίβδησεν ίωήν
Σοι μεν €γώ, σκτμττοΰχ*, Τ€ης κειμήλια κούρης
•	».*. not Typhon hut Morrhrus, ns described.
*	Nonnos is right for oner: Sandcs. whom the (invks
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the spear, to be a second brideprice for his wife ; for whose sake he had fought beside peaksoaring Tauros, to win her for his bride, when he joined to himself in the bonds of wedlock the young princess, Deriadcs’ daughter, his yearsmate Cheirobie. For the Indian chieftain had received no marriage gift for his daughter, no precious gold, no bright stone of the sea ; herds of oxen and flocks of sheep Deriades refused, and joined his daughters in marriage without price, to stirring warriors, taking for goodsons Mor-rheus and ninecubit Orontes—gave his own children as brides to two champions, Cheirobie to Morrheus and Protonoeia to Orontes. For Morrheus was not like men of this earth, but he resembled the national strength of the earthborn Indians in highnecked body and gigantic limbs; he had the earthborn breed which towering Typhon had, when near the neighbouring rock of firebreeding Arima he a displayed his inborn courage for Cydnos to behold. The bride-price which he brought was the sweat of Cilician labours ; a bridegroom without possessions, he possessed his bride by valour. So in those days Assyria bent the knee to the steel that wooed a bride for Morrheus, Cilician Tauros bowed his rocky neck to the yoke of Deriades, bold Cydnos curtseyed, and for that reason in the Cilician land Morrheus is still called Heracles Sandes.b But that is an old storv ; in this later conflict Morrheus captured the Thyiads with pitiless spear, and triumphant shouted an unbridled speech :
196 “ These are for you, my lord king, treasures for
identified with Heracles, seems really to have been a Cilician god ; see Roscher’s Lexikon iv. 322. 39. His connexion with Morrheus is fanciful.
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NONNOS
Βακόας· πρώτον άγω,
ματαπαιτα Si Ηάκχον όπάσσω “Ως· φαπὲι·ου Μορρηος άμαιβατο κοίρανος *Ινδῶν·
Χειροβίΐ]ν tinudivi αχών, κορνθαιόλα Μορραΰ, ά£ιά μοι πόρας αδι·α φπραασακαων ν μηναίων,	200
άσταα δουλώοας Κιλίκων υψηι·ορι νίκη, άρτι πάλιν via δώρα χαρίζι αι* η ν S* αθαλήσης, άλλης Βασσαρίόας ληίσσαο, Χ«ιροβίης Si άμφιπόλων αμπΧηαον ^λον δόμον’ άμφι Si Βάκχον ον χατiio Μορρηος, άλνκτοπαδαις Si παδήσας ίΟβ δοι·Λιοι· αίς ζυγόδασμον (γώ Λιόιακτοι* αρνσσω. μοθνον ι μοι πιφνλαζο δορικττ]της πόθον ανι^ης, μη αι γυναιμανίαααιν Γόο» παίΌμοίιον *Ινδοῖ?· όμματα μη σκοπίαζ€ και άργυφον αύχάνα Βάκχης, μη ποθαων ταλασαιας αμήν ζηλημοι·α κονρην.	210
αιπάρ α τη]ν Βρομίου στρατιην ζνμπασαν όλασσω, ΜαιοΓιἡν απι γαΐαν αλαυσομαι, αχ·θαν άφύζω Λυδών άσπατον όλβον, όσον ΙΙακταιΛός άάζαΐ’ ιξομαι αίς Φρυγίην ανάμπαλον, όππόθι *Ραίη παιδοκόμος Ηρομίοιο, και άγχικάλανθσν ολίσσω 2Ιδ άργνρίης Άλνβης π (Sov όλβιον, όφρα κομίσσω φαίδρα ρυηφανάων χιονώδαα ιώτα μετάλλων παρσω δ*, ην καλαουσι, και άπταπυλου χθοχ·α Ηήβης, και φλά ξω Σ α μ όλης φλόγα ρο ν δόμον, όππόθι παστοί λαίφανα θαρμά φαρουσι μαραινομανων υμέναίων." 220 ΚΙπαν άιαξ άθαμιστος, ΕνναΑίοιο Si γαμβρού άμφιπόλων στίχα πάσαν αδα'ξατο δώρα κνδοιμοΰ Λτ]ριάδης, ΦΧογίω Si και Άγραίω πόρ€ Βακόας 508
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your daughter which 1 bring first ; later I will give you Bacchos ! ”
198	To these words of Morrhcus the Indian prince replied :
199	“ Cheirobie you had without price, Morrheus of the flashing helmet. You paid me price enough for your shieldbearing marriage by enslaving the Cilician cities in the lofty valour of victory. Now again you bestow new gifts. If it be your pleasure, make prisoners of the Bassarids as well, and fill the whole palace of Cheirobie with handmaids ; but for Bacchos I need not Morrheus ; I myself will drag· Dionysos to a yoke of slavery laden with galling fetters. Only 1 bid you take care not to lust after a captive for your bed, that I may not see you just like the womanmad Indians. Do not look upon the eyes and silvery neck of a Bacchant woman, that you may not make my girl jealous by your lusts. But when I have destroyed the whole army of Bromios, I will invade the Maionian land, and thence I will drain the infinite wealth of Lydia, all that Pactolos produces; I will march to vineclad Phrygia, where Rheia dwells who cared for Bromios in boyhood, and I will destroy the wealthy ground of silvery Alybe hard by, that I may brin# home shining white sheets from mines that roll in riches. And I will devastate the. land of seveiigate Thebes, as they call it, and 1 will burn Seniele’s fiery house, where the lady’s chamber still is in hot ruins from that parched bridal.”
221 So spoke the lawless king Denudes, as lie received the whole line of handmaidens, #ifts of his warlike goodson from the battle. He handed over the Bacchants to Phlogios and Agraios. dragged along
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ίλκομάνας πλοκαμΐόος· άμοπλίκτω 3* cVt όίσμώ άρραγίίς παλάμησιν ίμιτρωθησαν Ιμάντας.
Τός μιν άγων Φλόγιος βασιληίδος άγγίλα νίκης σ<^ιγγομ(\*ας πομπεία δι’ άστεος. υψιτενείς δἐ αι μιν (νγλνφαι·οιο παρά προπύλαια μέλαθρον όγχονίω θλίβοντο πίρίπλοκον αύχίΐα δι σ μ ψ άλλα ι ς Θίρμόν οπασσί μάρον πνράίίπος ολίθρου·	230
αι δι πίδοσκαφίίσσιν (τυμβίύοντο ρίίθροις φρίίατος (ν γιηιλυισιι, ottjj βνθίων από κόλπων χίρσίν άμοιβαίαις βίβιημάιον (λκ(ται νόωρ καί τις (σω δκροϊο βαθυιομίνου κίνίώνος ήμιφανης άτίνακτος άμοιβαίη φάτο φωνή'	235
“ 'Ιῖνλνον, ως Ίνδοισι Θίός π(λ( γαῖα *αι νόωρ ουδί μάτην ποτί τούτο φατίζίται· άμφοτίροι γαρ (ίς (μι Θωρήχθησαν όμάφροινς, (ίμι δ( μί'σση και χθονίου θανάτοιο και ύδατάίντος ολίθρου, και μάρον ιγγος (χω όιόνμάζνγον ίλνάίΐς γαρ 240 ξιϊνος δίσμος (χ(ΐ μί, καί ονκάτι ταροον αίίρω, νγρα δἐ ριζώσασα πίπηγάτα γονι·ατα ττηλω ίσταμαι άστνφίλικτος ίγώ Μοίρησιν ίτοίμη* και ποταμός μί δίωκί, και ον χυτόν ίτρίμον ύδωρ* αίθί καί οντος ίην κίλάδων ράος, άφρα καί αυτού 245 χίΐρας (ρίτμώσασα διατμήζω μέλαν ύδωρ”
"Έυνεπεν οίγομάνω δι κατάρρυτα χίύματα λαιμω δίχνυμάνη κατά βαιον άτνμβίύτω Θάνί πάτμω.
Αύταρ 6 \αλκομίδης πίπίδημίνος ηδίΐ κάντρω ΜαιναΑίδα»ν άσίδηρον άλαν στρατόν ήλασί Μ ορρούς 250 (ίς πάλιν οφρνάίσσαν, όπίστίρος (γχ(ϊ νυσσών, ως δ* ότί μηλονάμος πολνχανδί'ος (ίς μυχό μάνδρης συμμιγάων όίων σποράδας στίχος (ίς εν Ιλαύνων (ίροπόκων ίθυνί καλαύροπι πάκα μήλων πασσνδίτ), πολίίς δι σννίστιχόωντο βοτηρίς	255
510
DIONYSIACA, XXXIV. 22-1-255
by the hair, their hands all girdled with unbreakable straps in one long line.
226 These Phlogios led bound, and conducted them through the city as tidings of the royal victory. Some were hung up beside the carved gateway of the palace, with nooses choking their encircled necks. To others he allotted a hot fate of death by fire. Others were entombed in water, in the earthdug holknvs of a well, where water is drawn from deep-sunk pools by the hard work of hand over hand. Then they would cry, half-seen, immovable, from the watery depths of the pit, one after another—
236 “ I have heard that the Indians’ god was Earth and Water, and there is reason for that saying : for both are arrayed against me together ! I am between death by earth and destruction by water, and I have a double fate near me. A strange chain of mud holds me fast, and I can no longer lift a foot; my soaking knees are firmly rooted in mire, and I stand immovable ready for the Fates. There was a time Avhen a river pursued me, and 1 feared not the running water; O that this also were a murmuring stream, that 1 might here also paddle my hands and eut its dark water too !
247 So she spoke, and receiving the pouring flood into her open throat, perished slowly by a fate which gave her no burial.
249 But Morrheus, enchained by the sweet passion for Chalcomede, drove the whole unweaponed band of Mainalids into the frowning city, prodding them with his spear from behind. As a shepherd drives scattered clumps of mingled sheep into the shelter of a roomy pen together, and guides his fleecy flocks of sheep with his staff all in a flurry, while many drovers
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μήλα πιρισφίγγοιπις όμόζνγι ττηχιος όλκψ προτρ<ρπά0ην στοιχηδόν άρηρότα, μη ποτ< ποίμνης κλιιομόνης πλάζοιτο παράτροπος όσμός αλήτης' ως ο γε θήλυν όμιλον όσιο 7τυλ(<Χ»ιὉν Ιίργων ιίς πάλιν αιπύδμητον ά(λλόπος ήλααι Μορρ*νς	2β0
Ηακχα'ην στίχα πάσαν άποσπά&α δηιοτήτος, και μογόων δόλον «Γχεν ιτώσιον, όφρα κνόοιμου ληιδα καλλιγύικιικα λιπών μ*τανάστιον άγρην Χαλκομόδην όρύσιΐίν υπό ζυγό δουλοσννάων, άλλαις θηλιπόρησιν όμόστολον, όφρά οι aid	2β6
ήματιη θιραπαιχ·α και ίηνχος (ύν/τις *ιη, και διδύμων τελεσεκν άμοιβαδις ίργα 0tawvt λάθρια ΚιἮριδος· Ιργα
και άμφαδόν Ιστόν Άθήνης . . .
Μ ορριυς δ* ονκ άμόλησι δορνσσόος*
άγχιμάχψ γάρ
\ηριάδη φύξηλιν ἐπΥτρεπε θήλυν Ένεκό,	270
Βακ-χιάδος- δι φάλαγγος ϊπίχρατν άρσιιι χάρμη, όφρα πιρικλιισιΐί και άνόρας* ό* 3ἐ κνδοιμοις ιίς φόβον ήπιίγοντο. θικλλήισσα δἐ κούρη ιστατο κοσμηθιΐσα προ άστιος ιγγύθι πύργον, παρθιιος άκρήδίμνος· (ρωμανιών δι γυναικών 275 ιευμασι ποιητοισι τύπον μιμήσατο κούρη, όμματα δοκᾶουσα, /cat ήθάδος ϊκτοθι μιτρης λίυκός όρ*νθιόωντι χιτών φοινίσσιτυ μαζάτ Μ ορρούς δ* €ΐσορόων όπιτίρπιτο, και δια π όπλου λϊττταλόου σφριγόωσαν ΐτνν Τ€κμαίρ€το μαζοΰ.	280
Καί λίθον €υποίητον ίσον τροχοιιδιι δία κω παρθόνος άρπάξασα, πιλώριον άχθος άμάξης,
Μορρεο? €ΐτπηληκος άκόντισιν ΐδμονι τόχνη'
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run by his side, stretching out their joined hands, to encircle them and drive them on in close files headlong, for fear some group of the enclosed sheep should break aside and run away : so windswift Morrheus drove to the steepwalled city all the column of Bacchant women cut out from the battle, and herded the female crowd into the gates. But for all his trouble his scheme was useless. He wished to leave all this booty of fair women from the battle, and to hunt afterwards for Chalcomede, to drag her away, to make her his slave with other women, that she might be his servant by day and his bedfellow by night, and do the work of two goddesses in turn—Cvpris in secret and Athena’s loom in public. . . .a
269 Shakespear Morrheus did not neglect this. He turned over the timid women’s war to Deriades, who was fighting near him, and attacked the male part of Bacchos’s army, that he might cut off the men too ; and they were put to flight on the field. But the tempestuous girl stood in all her bravery in front of the city near the wall, a maiden unveiled. She mimicked the ways of love-mad women with artificial nods and becks, rolling her eyes, and her blushing breast gave colour to the white tunic which had escaped from its wonted belt. Morrheus gazed at her with delight, and saw the delicate round of her breast stretching the robe from within.
281	The maiden caught up a hewn stone rounded like a quoit, which would be a monstrous weight for a cart, and cast it with skilful hand at helmeted
« A good deal is lost here ; the fighting goes on, and some movement of Dionysos’s army induces the two Indian commanders to change places.
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και λίθος τμρόθιν π< φόρημι ι ος of «ι ροιζψ ασπίόος α κ ρο ν άραξςν, ὑπη χρυσηλατος ιίκών Χαροβίης νόθο ν «i\t δι μας ψςυΒήμονι μορφή}, ποιητόν Bi κάρηνον <χπΥ£«σ<, βαλλομόνη oi μαρμαρόη γλωχΐνι χαρασσομ/νοιο προσώπου μιμηλής άμάθυνς πςρίτροχον εικόνα μο(-ϊιης' και σάκος όλβίζων αν*παλλετο πολλάκι Moppii'i, καί κραΒίη γε λοα» ν κρυφίην όφθόγξατο φωνήν'
" *Λτ ρο μ* ΧαλκομόΒςια, νόη ροόοΒακτυλ* Ιιειθώ, Κἐπριδος αβρόν άγαλμα και < ύθώρηκος *Αθηνης, Βαπχιός ήριγΑιια και ον Βόιονσα Σελήνη, γραπτόν ίμής άλόχον τόπον ίζςσας' αίθς καί αὐτῆς Χειροβιης ημησας άληθίος αύχίνα ιόμφης."
*ίΙς (ΐπιυν όΒίωκ* προ άστ«ος άζυγα κονρην, γλώσσαν άπςιλίίονσαν άχων, ου χ*ΐρσ κορνσσων, μύθον άκοντίζων, ου παρθίιον €γχ(ΐ νυσσών, μίίλιχιη παλάμη πςφιΒημςνον ΐγχος άψίρων και βλοσυρής κ(λάΒησ€ βοής άπατηλιον *Ηχώ, ώς €Τ€ον κοτίων πρόμος ήπιος* άμφότςρον γάρ, €Ϊχ€ ιόον γςλόωιπα, χόλον Β* άνόφην* προσώπω. ήκα Bi Βινησας σφαλερήν προτηκ(ν άκωκήν €ΐς σκοπόν άχρήιστον Ακούσιος' ή Bi φυγουσα ήίρίαις ταχνγουνος ΙπΙτρενε σύντρομος αυραις-τής Bi τιταιιομόνης άν*αωθ€Ϊ γουνατος ορμή πλοχμούς βοτρνόςντας ανςρρίπιζον άήται, αύχόιη γυμνώσανπς όριΒμαίνοντα Χίλήνη' φαΒομόιοις Bi πόΒ(σσιν όκονσιος €τρ€χ€ Μορρινς, πή μιν όυρραφόων ποΒος ΐχνια γυμνά π(Βιλων €ις σφύρα πα7τταίνων poBociBca, πή Bi Βοκ€υων πλαζομόνης ἐλιιτηΒον όπίστ(ρα βόστρυχο, χαίτης ΧαλκόμόΒην όΒίωκί’ και ΐαχεν ἡδέι μνθω, μιίλιχον άφλοίσβοιο χόων €7τος άνθ€ρ€ωνος·
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Morrheus. The stone hurtled through the air with a loud whizzing sound, and scraped the surface of his shield, where a chased image of gold showed the imitation portrait of an unreal Cheirobie. It tore off the depicted head, and scratched the face with its shining edge and disfigured the artistic beauty of a rounded portrait. “ Happy shield ! ” thought Morrheus, and leapt about again and again, laughing in his heart as he said to himself,
292	“ Fearless Chalcomedeia ! A new rosyfinger Peitho !a Elegant image of Cypris, and of Athena in her cuirass ! Bacchic Dawn, Selene who never sets ! You have torn off the portrait of my wife : I only wish you had cut the throat of Cheirobie, the real wife! ”
297	With these thoughts, he pursued the chaste maiden in front of the walls, shouting threats but not lifting his hand, with volleys of words but no pricks of the spear for the maiden, for he lifted the sparing spear in a gentle hand merciful: as if in real anger, a friendly enemy with a rough voice he cried speeches meant to deceive ; for he both laughed in his heart and showed fury in his face. He gently brandished and cast a wavering lance at a useless mark, on purpose. The girl fled nimbleknee, quick as the blowing breezes. As she strained with moving windswift knee, the air spread abroad her clustering curls and bared the neck which rivalled Selene. Morrheus ran with sparing foot on purpose, now gazing at the feet bare of strapped shoes and at the rosy ankles, now watching the locks of hair tossed behind—so he chased Chalcomede, and now called to her in pleasant words, coaxing speech from a gentle throat: a Persuasion.
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Μίμν* μ(, Χαλκό μ(δ(ια, τον ίμ*ίροντα μαχητήν· ρύιται άγλαΐη α*, και ου δρόμος* ον τόσου αίχμαι αι·δρα βαλΰν δ*δάασιν, όσον σπινθηρ*ς *Κρώτων. δήιος οι) γ€ΐ·όμην, μη διίδιθι· μπριάμι ι οι γαρ ^αλκιιην aio κάλλος «μὴν νίκησςν άκωκην	320
€γχ<ος ου χατ€(ις, ούκ ασπίδος* ύμ*τόρον γαρ ως ξίφος, ως δόρυ θονρυν, *χ€ΐς άκτΐια. προσώπου, και μ€λίης πολύ μάλλον άρισηνουσι παρδίαι, φρικτόν €μής παλάμης λίλυται σπίνος*
ου ν*μ*σις γαρ,
€ι δόρυ 0 ο Ορον ϊχω νικώμιιον, όττι καί αντος 325 Κάπρῶον Ισταμίνης θηλννίται άγριος *Αρης. δόξό μ( σοίς Χατνροισιν όμόστολον (ν πολόμοις γαρ Ινδοί άρισπύσονσιν, ΐως ΐτι χΰρα κορύσσω. ην δ' ίθόλης, άτ€ λάτρις νποδρησσω Λιοννσω* ην ίθόλης, μ€ δάμαζα κατ* αύχ€\κ>ς η κςνςωι·ος* 330 ούκ άλόγω θαιτίτοιο τcjj δε&αιγμει·ος αιχμή* μοϋιον €μί στίνάχιζ< δίδοιτπότα· μυρομόνης δὲ δάκρυα Χαλκομ/δης μ* και <ξ *Αιδαο κόμισσα, παρθί\·€, τί τρομιιις, ότι μίίλιχον *γχος αςίρω; σούς πλοκάμους όρόων ιλικα/όιας ύψόθίν ώμων 335 άσκ€πίων τρνφάλίΐαν ίμώι άπόθηκα κομάων νεβρίδα παπταίνων στνγίω Θώρηκα φορησαι. ’
“Ω? φαμόνου παράμαβί
γυι·η καί (μίγνυτο Ηα*χο«ς, και φονίου Μορρῆο? άποπλαγχθ*Ισα κζλίύθου θαρσαλίη πολίμιζε και rjpiatv αρσ(νι χάρμη. 340 Καί τότε 8υσκ(λάδοιο
λιπών στροφάλιγγα κνδοιμοΰ άμπνυτο Βάχχο? όμιλος, Εως άνςχάζςτ ο Μ ορρούς.
Βασσαρίδιυν δι φάλαγγα προ άστ€ος άορι τυτττων Δηριάδης ἱδίαtK€v, «ως σχεδόν ῆλασε πύργων,
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316 “ Wait for me, Chalcomedeia ! Wait for your lover in arms ! Your radiance saves you, not your speed ! Sharp steel is not so strong to bring down a man as the sparks of love. I am no enemy, fear not ! for in this battle your beauty has beaten my point of steel. You need no spear, no shield. For sword, for furious spear, you have the rays of your countenance, and your cheeks are much more triumphant than the ashplant. The terrible strength of my hand is melted. No wonder if my valiant spear is conquered, for savage Ares himself turns woman when Cypris stands up to him. Receive me in the company of your Satyrs. In battle the Indians are best so long as I hold arms in my hands : but if it be your pleasure, I will serve Dionysos as lackey. If it be your pleasure, strike my neck or my flank : I care not for death if your blade pierces me. Only mourn me when dead ; the tears of sorrowing Chalcomede will bring me back even from Hades.
334 “ Maiden, why do you tremble if I lift a gentle spear ? Seeing your tresses lying tangled upon your uncovered shoulders, I have put my helmet from off my uncovered hair ; when I see the fawnskin, I hate to wear a corselet.”
338 When the words were said, she passed away and joined the Bacchoi, and keeping· out of the way of the murderous Morrheus, she boldly fought and battled against the armed men.
341	Then the Bacchic host left the noise of the whirling conflict and had time to breathe, while Morrheus retired from the field.
343	But Deriades pursued the band of Bassarids in front of the city, striking with his sword, until he had
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οιγομίνου στί^α πάσαν taut ηνλβώνος itpytov 345 τίμιος νφιλόφοιο' Auo h ή μ* ι·αι Si mArjpty α err t ος ιιτος Γ *a»«n· άττοσττάλις ηθάΒος νλης* ασταθές Si φάλαγγας άι]θ<α κνκλα KtXtvBov iστίχοι· ii-ΰη και <νθα SmKptSov, 4ΐς τττιρον Κΰρου. mV ρηχίην Άιφνροιο παρ' * Κοττάριον κλίμα γαίης, U0 αι Λἐ Νὁτον παπὸ πι(α** ηλ ήμον<ς, α Ι Si Βορηος Βαοσαμίά*ς κΛονεοιπο* και όρο<ιάθνμον ανάγκην Μαιι·ηΑις ἡλλόςαιτο, πάλιν δ* ῖμιοντο γνναΐχις, και μόβον ηρνησαιτο, 4*ληλακάτοιο Si τέχνης και ταλάριον μνησαισα, και ηβιλον αδτις 9 Αθηνης άμφιιπιιν κλιοστήρα και ονκίτι θνσΰλα Αυα,ίον και στίχα χιοιι'ην *ΙΧ4 κ αι ν κναιάχροος άνηρ ΐνόόμυχον κληι·αν ιΐχι πολισσονχοιο κυόοιμον.
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driven them up to the walls, and the whole company was penned within the open gateway of the lofty fortress. So pursued with the sword, they entered the city, torn from their familiar forests. Unresting the columns marched away here and there by unfamiliar winding roads, divided into parts, these towards the Ming of Euros, these to the uplands of Zephyros in the western clime of the world, others travelling along the plain of Notos, other Bassarids driven to the region of Boreas. Then the Mainads put off the manly temper which constrained them, and once more became women, refusing battle, remembering the art they loved of distaff and basket; once more they wished to ply the spindle of Athena instead of the gear of Lyaios. And the blackskin men had wild uproar of defensive battle within the city, destroying the snow-white host.
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ΔΙΟΝΥΣΙΑΚΩΝ ΤΙΜΑ ΚΟΙΤΙΟΝ Ι1ΕΜΙΙΤΟΝ
Μορ/κ'ος (χθρον 'Κρωτα rfH η χ north οι πύμπτφ 8ιζ(θ Βαοσαμιόΐϋ»· τ« φάιχη’ *αι *Λμ»/α )Ίΐ«ϋκώι
^ηριή&ης h* an4λι Ορος ιμάρνατο Oindbi χάρμη, και Μρομίον προπόλοισχν «πύχρςκ κη ϊ ραίο? Ίΐ'δών, nfj μίν άκοντιζων δολι^ῶ hop!, rrfj hi όαιζωχ άορι κωπύμιπι, χαραΰρα uxς hi βςλ/μιιπς τοζ(ύων π(φόμητο καί όζνπροισιν οιστοΐί.	&
*11ί αι μιν κλονύοιπο *ατἀ τττβλιι' «ν&οῦι πύργων !γχ< ι Λ τjpiahao' πολνγλι’οσαω hi κι·όοιμψ άμφοτύρων κτύπος ἡ€»'* ἐν«νθιόωντι hi λύθρω (ϊ στ (ος (ύλάιγγ(ς (φοινιχθ ησαν αγνιαι κταιομύνιον καναχηόον «V α στ α θηλιη(ράων	10
άκλιν«(ς hi γ<ροιτ(ς α(ρσιλόφων ύπί πύργων φύλοπιν (σκοπίαζον xmip Ttyttuv θε και αύται θυρσοφόρον στίχα πάσαν (θηήσαιπο γννάικ(ς' καί τις ύπίρ μ(γάροιο π(ρικλι\·θ(ισα τιθηνη παρθ(ΐκ>ς (λκ<σ!π(πλος (ό*ρκ(το τῆλυ»' *Κννω,	ΙΛ
και κταμύνη βαρύόακρνς (πόστανν ηλικι κούρη. ovS( τις Ιμιρόςσσαν (Xwv (βιησατο %-ύμφην,
6	ττ ι για·αιμανεεσσι** ῶπὸ (π<τ(λλ(το λαοις, φςύγςιν δῆια λύκτρα όορικπητων νμςναίαη ,
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In the thirty-fifth, seek the love of Morrheus for the enemy, and the battle and bloodshed of Bassarid women.
Deriades, the gigantic Indian chieftain, \vas fighting furiously in the mad battle and attacking the servants of Bromios, now casting a long spear, now striking with the hilted sword ; or he rushed about throwing boulders from the mountain torrents and shooting arrows sharper still.
6 In this manner the women within the walls were harried by the spears of Deriades ; and there was a din from both sides of many tongues. The paved streets of the city were empurpled by the red gore, as the women were slain therein amid great tumult. The old men were seated unmoving upon the high precipitous walls, watching the fray ; the women also upon the rooftops gazed at the whole thyrsusbearing throng, and many a longrobed maiden from her chamber above leaning upon her nurse marked this female warfare, and lamented with tears the slaughter of some girl of her own years. But no man took and forced any lovely nymph ; for the king had commanded his womanmad people to eschew meddling or marrying with the captives of the spear, lest in
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μη ΙΙ'ίφν,ν άλιγοιτις άφιώήσωσιν Ήινοΰί.
Καί τις vnip bantboio πιριακαίρονσα κονίη παρθινικη γνμνοντο παριλκομί%Όυ 3ἐ ^ιτώιος άγλαΐη κικόρνστο και Ιμιίραντα φονηα ovraotv οντηθιίσα, βίλας ος οι ιπλιτο μορφή,
*αι φθιμίνη ι ικηο* κατ* ακτιβίοιο γνμικΜ μηροί ίθωρήχθησαν, όισπντηρςς Ερὡταιν. και »ί· *« it κ pay ίχων πόθον άτη·οον,
ἐκ περ Άχίλλίός,
άλλην 11«σιΛ« im ῶτ«ρ 3ατrtboia όο**ι«υη φνχρα κονιομίΐ'ης προσπτνξατο γίΐια νύμφης,
«ί μὴ ^ηριαλήος t (χ tint ν όγκον ant ίλης, και γι·μνης σκοπίαζιν άναινομίνης χρόα κονρης, και σφύρα λιυκά όόκινι καί άσκιπίων πτνχα μηρών, καί μιλιών ίφαυσι, και ήφατο πολλάκι μαζοΰ οιλαλίου ρολόι ντος, ιοικότος t ίσίτι μηλω ήθιλι καί φιλότητι μιγημιναι' όφς	κ αμνών
τοιην ιμιρόισσαν α*ῆριτγ<ν άφρονα φωνήν*
ΙΙαρθεηκἦ ρο&όπηχν, τι ον λνσίρωτα φονηα υντααας ούτααύιτ], φθιμινη ζώοιτα λαμάζιις, και συ τιόν ρλιφάροισιν όιστινας άλιτηρα* ίγχος ίνικηθη σ to κάλλα- σ do προσώπου μαρμαρνγαι «-λονεοικην, όσον γλωχϊνις άκόντων’ στήθος ίχιις arc τόξον, inti σίο μάλλον όιστών μαζοι άριστινονσιν, όιστιντηρις * Ερώτων, ξdiov ίχω *αι άπιστον ίγω πόθον, όττι λιώκω κονρης νικρον ϊ ρωτά καταφθιμίιων ΰμιναίων α7ηχ>ος οίστρος ιχιι μι τον ίμπνοον
c ι Οι μις ι ind»',
χιιλια φωντμντα και ίμπιοα ταντα γινίσθω, σ ώ ν γλνκιρων στομάτων ι να, παρθιν*,
μύθον ακούσω . . .
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thinking of the Paphian they should be slack in the fight.
21 But a girl rolling upon the ground was bared, her dress was pulled aside, and armed with her own radiance, wounded she wounded her lusting slayer ; her beauty was her bolt, and dying she conquered ; her naked thighs were as weapons, and sped the arrows of the Loves against her slayer. Then he would have felt desire for a lifeless corpse, as Achilles did—seeing a new Penthesileiaa on the ground, he would have kissed the cold lips of the girl, prostrate in the dust, had he not feared the weight of the threat of Deriades. He looked at the skin of the naked girl denied him, he gazed at her white ankles, at the parting of the uncovered thighs, touched her limbs, handled often the swelling rosy breast even now like an apple; he would even have mingled with her in love—but at last, tired, he let these foolish words of desire escape him :
37	“ Maiden of the rosy arms, wounded yourself you have wounded your lovesick slayer, slain you conquer the living, you pierce your own destroyer with the arrows of your eyes ! The spear has been conquered by your beauty ; for the radiance of your face deals confusion as much as the barbs of javelins. Your bosom is as a bow, since your breasts are more potent archers of the Loves than arrows are. A strange incredible desire is in me, when I pursue a girls dead love to attain a perished wedlock! A thing without breath goads me, the breathing. If I dare ask it, let those lips have breath and speech, maiden, that I may hear a word from your sweet
a Queen of the Amazons at Troy. Achilles, having slain her, saw her beauty and mourned for her.
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τοῖον t π ος βοόοκτα* κνΧιιάομ4νην ἐ vt yo* rj, τ)» «TdV<i( ἡ ν συλ^σας, άτα/τ^αΛε, κάλλιπς κούρη ν ύα ήν α/ο ^»χΛχίκ * ταμιών, 4μον μη φην* χιτώνα τί κ pm ins «ίίΐγώιη, τόν οΰτοοβς; ι*»|#ο Λ» ιΑἡς αμφαφίχον <μον (Χκος, 6 μοι ττόρςς*
ίρρ/ται αιχμή,
<ρρ*7ιο ημιτίρης παλαμης θράσος, οττι Χιπονσα Ιπίφνΰς ποΧιήσι* νποφρίσαοιπας ιθιίραις και Ιοτυρωί' όύσμορφον όΧην γόνος, άιτΐ ‘μμΰιτωι , αντί Aamwri^w» άπαλψ » '·ψ»υνυ ya*»tuxa άλλα ΓοθοβλήπΗο τιού χροος όΧκος αόαοοωκ ποίην καΧΧιβότοιο όιαστ* *χα»ν	ulijv
ῖλ*«ον νμςτόροιο βοηθόος *ις at καλόσσιο	GO
γηραλόον \<ipann άκρέαβιον; ἡ ιτάᾶε»» tvpaj φάρμακα, Χνσιπόισν ΙΙα«ῆοι*κ opyu* Τ*ΧΥΦ* ήθιΧον, ήν καλόονσιι , /^fir H«»*raupt&a ποιην, όφρα 7<οΙς /«λότσσιν fiiniltitn ἀ»^ος ίΑιίας * Λ ιδος ζοίοικταν όιχκτπ/τοιο οουκτω. ποιον ί^ω μάγον νμνον η aor4ρότσσαν άοώήν, όφρα θίοκΧήτω προχόιυν μ/Χος $νάλί φιννη οὑτα/ιί·τη; τ<ό»· αίμα Μτιυιἡοω Μΐιώινς; ϊ) θ € Χον όγγνς *χ**ν ὸνσίζοον όι^αλ* πηγήν, όφρα 7€οΐς ptXttooi βαλαα ολιηηφατον ΰ5ωρ	70
πρηννα» πόν ΐΧκος ϊττήρατον, όφρα *αι αὐτὴν ψνχην νμίηρην naXivayptrov <ις at κόμισσαt.
1 Λ·ιΓ-κ< ποΧυσπιρόων t7tajv στροφάλιγγα ει*Λι(Αι/ι ,
(ϊ θίμις t arpvytroio Λι πο» «<ι^μυ*»α θαλάσσης όιιξον t μοι βοτάιην ζιοαρκΐα, 0*i£ov όκςίκην, 75 >/ς ποτε σοκ στομάπσσιν ῖμυσαο, «τα! βίαν ίΧκίΐς άμβρο7ον, ·ϊ«ιαο*«> χρόνου κνκΧονμινος οΧκώ "12* είπῶν παράμιιβς,
ι-όκνν πόθον tv φρςσι κςνθων.
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mouth, speaking something like this : ‘ You killed me, you plundered me, rolling upon the ground ! Then let a girl be, scoundrel. Touch not my tunic, when your steel has cut me ! Why do you hold the side which you have wounded ? Stroke no more the cruel wound which you gave me ! ’ Away my spear, away the boldness of my hand, because it left alone Seilenoi with hoary bristling hair and all the ugly generation of Satyrs, and instead of old men, instead of shaggy chests, it vanquished a tender girl ! But now I touch the wound in your so desirable flesh, what ridge of the pasturing woodlands must I traverse to summon old lifebringing Cheiron to help your wound ? or where can I find medicines, the secrets of the Healer’s painassuag-ing art? Would that I had what they call the herb centaury, that I might bind the flower of no-pain upon your limbs, and bring you back safe and living from Hades whence none returns ! What magic hymn have I, or song from the stars, that I may chant the ditty with Euian voice divine, and stay the flow of blood from your wounded side ? Would I had here beside me the fountain of life, that I might pour on your limbs that painstilling water and assuage your adorable wound, to bring back even your soul to you again ! O Glaucos,0 guiding the revolutions of innumerable years, if it be lawful, leave the abyss of the barren sea, and show me the life-sufficing plant, show that which you tasted once with your lips, and now enjoy life incorruptible, circling with the course of infinite time ! ”
78 This said, he passed on, hiding in his heart his desire for the dead.
° See on i. 111.
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Και πόοιον κτημί\·ου npt/ορος ανθορ* νύμφη Ι \ρωτονόηt ιΓΓ·ιὐχουσα καί tiain νεκρόν Όρόττφτ mu Οηλντίρην hi φάλαγγα δκστιχεν' ήν ὅ* νοησαι άλλην άνηάνιιραι ’Κμνῦραιἡν Άταλάντητ.
\*ιροβίη hi λαβοι·σα axuctH «τα» Μορρ/ος αιχμήν iXpa« ϋασσαμλοσι, καί	inXtro Γόργτ],
ὴ πάρος timvpryou> τοησαομ/»^ ΚιΑιΑμιυκ Ιο(ίος αίῦι*σσοι*σα κασιγνητοιο βοιίην, ραριητο θήλυς (ουσα χολακ>/ι«>χ>ν Μελεἀγρον. 'Οραφοη hi φ*ιν*1σα ον»- ΐγρ*μοθψ παρακοίτη θαρσος Κιυαλιἡς μιμὐτατο A^umtpi^, ormort 11 αρντ^ααοία κακοξ<Ινψ πήρα
ΠΛ
00
θιυρήχθη Λρυάτησσι καί ιπλττο θήλυς * Αμαζών.
ττολλαί Λ* ίύρυχόροκη πιρικλιϊοντο μ*λαθρο<ς,
καί <ττόιχ>ς άπλίτος ή* ν νπωροφιυιο κχΦοιμαύ'
άλλη h* *1*χ>άίην wr<dwaro hη^oτήτat
παρΟΙι·ος <γρ< κνόοιμος, uni ρ rtyiatv hi καί άλλα* W
AaiWoic fUXitaavv ιθωρήσσοντο γυναίχις·
ivhofινχ*Η hi φάλαγγις €χηαμαραγησαν Ένυω.
*( μῖν ΙγριμόΟοιο δι* άartος ίβριμτν Άρης, ΛιΟ«α Βασσαριθοη* όρισιόρομα φυλά $αι£αιν, τόφρα hi Χαλχυμ/όιια προ τεϊρος Γστατο μούνη 100 ι·οστιμον «V πολίμοιο μ< ταστρςφασα ττορςίην, οίστρο μανή Μορμῆα (χό^γμίνη, «Γ noBtv *Α0η
*	l»urui 14 u«u*l)y daurhtcr «·( Oioru* king of (tljrdoa, not. αι here. hU uvtrr in U« (T<nru» U liroOtrr of ΛΙιΗαϊλ. Oincus*» »ifc); no one civ vrim to hare hrtrd of hrrrcploif in drfmcr of thr city, hut th*· *tonr of how ι altdiin itn attacked by thr I'urrtrv and Mrinifrm «mild not help to drfrnd it brcau«* hr %»*.» *njrr\ «tth hu mother AUhaia. »% in Hom. //. ix. £53 ff
*	DcUnrira. Daughter of Oincu*, ilUrr of Mrln^rm ami wifrof Hrrmclrs. ** Ifrrarir* . . . taking HU ·ο*ι II yllo*
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79	Then arose the bride Protonoe, who still mourned Orontes dead, to avenge her slain husband. She dashed through the crowd of women, and one might have thought her another manlike Atalante among the Erythraians. And Cheirobie seizing a shield and the spear of Morrheus attacked the Bassarids, and seemed like that Gorge, who once when well-walled Calydon was attacked wielded the oxhide shield of Toxeus her brother, and fought though a woman while Meleagros sulked.® And Orsiboe appeared with her battlestirring husband, imitating the boldness of warlike Deianeira, when beside the inhospitable rock of Parnassus she faced the Dryopes and fought, a woman turned Amazon.b Many women were shut up in the wide palace courtyards, and there was infinite lamentation in the turmoil under those roofs. Many a battlestirring maiden entered the fight in the street, other women on the roofs provided themselves with stony missiles ; and the crowds λνΐΐΐιίη kept up the din of warfare.
98 While Ares raged throughout the battlestirring city, destroying the hill-ranging Lydian tribes of Bassarids, Chalcomedeia stood alone in front of the wall. She had turned back to retire from the battle, and waited to see if love-maddened Morrheus would
and coming to Dryopia (the Dryopians are a brigand people, bordering on the Melians, as Pherecydes tells us in his third book), met with Theiodamas (king of the Dryopians) and as the child was hungry ... he asked for a little food. Theiodamas would give him none ; so Heracles grew angry, took from him one of his oxen, killed it and feasted on its flesh. Theiodamas went into the city and started a campaign against Heracles, who was brought to such a pass that he even put armour on his wife Deianeira, and it is said that she got a wound in the breast on that occasion.” (Scholiast on Apoll. Rhod. i. 1212.)
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«ται τότε πουλνΐλικτον ίροιμαιι ς όμμα rirauivf, naptfeVov ῶν ί»τῆ(, rod^wpoi ικιτο Μορριός, ιίς δρόμον ιμιρόιντα θοώτιρα γοννατα πάλλο/ν της δι διιοκομίνης άνι κούφιοι ττἐπλι»' άήτης* θίλγιτο ό* ιισίτι μάλλον aittpon «αλΛει μορφής, Tjranra/itiiv προθιονσαν άνάμπνκα λ* ν κάδο ννμφην η δι μιν ήπιρόπιικ, καί αίδομινη φάτο φωΐή, ώκιπίρην Μορρήος νποπτηασονσα ποριίην’
Κ» <τ<όν μιθίπιις ι μα δι μι ια, ιχ·μφιι Μ ορριν, κατθιο σόν θώρηκα οιθηριον, οἷα «Κ γάμον άβροχίτιον, ότι Κίπτριδι μισγιται, * Αρης» ιιματι χιονίιρ Rtmaopovi, ἐκ πιρ ‘Λπολλα/ν, οφρα 11 οθος και Κιστρις ι vt ζιυ(ιιαν όχήι ήμίας άμφοτίροος γαμιης ίπιβήτορας ιύνής,
Μορρια θοθρος *Κρα>ν καί Άαλκομίδην *Αφροδίτη. ον όίχομαι χάλχηον ίγώ πόσιν ίφόθι λικτρων, ηΐματι φοινισσοντα και ανχμοκητα κονιτμ άλλα ρό<υ φαιόριηι τιον δίμας, ηφρα φανιίης ιός Φαίθιον τροχαίοι λιλονμίιος ίίχιανόιο' ριφοι Εια·αΛιῆ»- αιθιν ασπίδα, ρΐφον άκιακην, μή ποτε μ* πληξιιι τιη Θαιατ^^φόρος αιχμή' κατϋιο μοι δασπλήτα τι ιόν πηλίκα κομάινν, όττι λόφος κλονιιι μι τινασοομινης τρνφαλιιης* μη ιόθον ι Ιδος ΖΒοιμι σιδηριίοιο προσώπου' τις πόθος ιίφραίνιι μι καλντττομίνΐ}ς σίο μορφής; ονκίτι Μαιονίης ιπιβήσομαι* ονό* ι vt παστώ διξομαι, ήν ίθίλης, μιτα Μ ορρια Βάκχον ΟΜοίτην ίσσομαι *\νδψη και ίγώ, φίλος· άντι δι Λνδής κνδαιΐΌΐ θνίισσιν 'Υφνθραίην * Αφροόιττρ· κρνττταδίη Μ ορρήος όμιννίτις· ίν δι κυδοιμοίς Ιιδός άιήρ ίχίτω μι σνί'αιχμάζιον Αφροδίτη*
Ι·Ο
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appear from any quarter. He was then turning his enamoured eye all round ; and when he perceived the maiden, he came windfoot, plying his nimble knees in the race for love. As he pursued her, the breeze lifted her robe. Morrheus was charmed even more by the naked beauty of her body, as he gazed at the white nymph running unveiled before him. She deluded him still as she cried with modest voice, trembling at his quickening speed—
111	“ If truly you would have my bed, bridegroom Morrheus, put off your steel corselet. Even Ares dances daintily clad to his wedding, when he mingles with Cypris, decked in a snowy robe like Apollo. Be like him, that Cypris and Desire may join us both with one band when we mount the marriage bed, valiant Eros bind Morrheus and Aphrodite bind Chalcomede. I do not want in my bed a husband of bronze, red with blood and dirty with dust. Nay, cleanse your body in the river, that you may shine like Phaethon bathed in the Ocean stream ; throw away your warlike shield, throw away the spear, that your deathdealing point may not strike me. Pray put off that terrifying helmet from your hair, because the crest of the nodding plume disturbs me. Let me not see only the pretended shape of a steel countenance. What desire can warm me if your shape is hidden ?
128 “ I will never more set foot in Maionia. After Morrheus, if that is your pleasure, never will I receive Bacchos in my chamber to sleep by my side. I will be an Indian like you, my friend ! Instead of Lydian Aphrodite, I will honour the Erythraian with my sacrifices, I will be the secret bedmate of Morrheus ; let a brave Indian have me as Aphrodite’s
2 m	529
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<!ς at γη ρ Ian fit At β* in teal oV *μί bivAoa πιμπω* ~\μ*ρος >iiϋφοτ/ροισι μιαν £tVuxr*v άίηην,	*3ί
iif κρηόίην Μορρψ και ι!ς φρ**** Χαλπομεδείη. κάμιόγ ὲνῶ */>ὐπτοι»σα τ«όν ποῦο·* οὑ πὸρ άκοίτην πηρθύνος αιίκ>μ**η προκαλι^τακ «*$ Αφροδίτη*
"Ilf φαμινη παρ* vt tat γιη·η bvatporra μαχητην φ<ι*?αμ<τῆ· γ*Χάσης bt 6νοίμ*ρος twtnt Moppet* UC Ου ιἡκοκ, Μορρῆα τον <»ViJAij»ra μαχητην ^fth<o»' *γχος *χ*»»· ό» murrabi \ηλκομ€&ίης, ήφρα ntptrm»fto at, φιρώνχιμ*, χαλκό* atipwf ΐμ7της φοίνχην «γγχκ ά*"αότ>μα4, <η*0« βοειὐτ άτΓτο/ιαι· ῶν Μιλάς bt, AtAoup/txx fif σ< χορινω 142 χιρσιν (iitit/i<i«rro(Oi, *α4 ΐσσομαι άλλος* άκοίτης, γνμι-ος β Αρης μ«τά bijp<v Ζχων γνμ»ῆκ Άφρο&ίτην. κούρηy Αηρ*αδήας atn/topai αυτός ίλίσσω »V μιγάρων ά/κουοα»' ἐνὸν ζηλήμο**α νύμφην οΰκετι Βασααρῶνσσι κορνσσομαι, tl μ* «<Λ*ι«κ, ISO **Αλ»ι φίλης ικΐ€τηα% μαχίοαομαα ’IvOor οΛεσσαἔ οι»τ>ττα θύρσον ϊχων, ον χ*ιλ*€ον ίγχος attpwv ρίφω b* ότια πάντα «όι ά»^<α λέἶττα τινάζω, ύμςτίρω βασιλψ σιηπιχμάζ<υν Λιοια·σιμ
Tie ςίπών παλάμης μιλίην antatiaaro Μορρςύς, ΙΛ5 καί λόφον ϊδρώοιπος άπςσφηκωας κόρη ιον, μνδαλύης 3* tppobtv της πλαμώνα βοιίης <νκαμάτω ραθάμιγγι AtAovptvov ηθάδος ωμόν*
Λάσατο κτα! χάλχειοί' ἀττο crrtpiOiO χιτῶιχι, αῷαΛ<ο»’ θώρηκα. και Λπεα Ktiptva γαίη	Μ®
Μορ/χον ψιίροιπος tbtitniHv "Apti Κ·τμ*»
1 So n«.s 1 inlwirh oliot.
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champion in battle. For Desire has aimed double shots against you and me both alike, and joined us in the same pangs, piercing the heart of Morrheus and the bosom of Chalcomedeia. I suffer, as I hide my longing for you—for a modest maiden does not invite a man to be her lover.”
139	By these words the woman cajoled the love-pining soldier, all in deceit ; but lovesick Morrheus laughed, and said :
141 “ What wonder is it, if Morrheus the helmeted soldier should keep his spear of bronze in the bronze lassie’s chamber, to embrace you holding my bronze when there is bronze in your name ? Never mind, I will reject my deadly spear, I will not touch my oxhide. I will do your pleasure and bathe me, that I may dance to you with unblooded hands. I will be a different bedfellow, Ares naked holding Aphrodite naked after the battle ! The daughter of Deriades I renounce : myself I will drive my jealous bride unwilling out of the house. Xo longer will I attack the Bassarids, if you say so, but I will fight against my own countrymen ; I will take the vine-wreathed thyrsus and destroy Indians, not lifting a spear of bronze, I will throw away all my armour and brandish your little leaves, the champion of your king Dionysos ! ”
155 Saying this, Morrheus threw the ashplant from his hand, and undid the crest from his sweating head, and cast off the strap of his oxhide soaking and drenched with the drops of conflict, from the shoulder which knew it well. He unloosed also the coat of mail from his chest, the bloodstained corselet.
160 Then Cypris showed Ares the armour of enamoured Morrheus lying on the ground, conquered
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μορφή «tVtA/py κτω ιικνμ·ια \αλκομ*6*ῖςν·
*α* τιι·α μ νθον ittntv, ίόν 6* όρόθ ιζ*ν α κοίτην ” * Λ ρ* ς, ίίτνληθης· παλόμοιτς ηρνησατο Moppets, ου φομόιυν θώρηκα καί ον ξίφος άλλη γνιαικα ιμιρτγ· ποθόιυν arttetiinaτο τ«ιίχ«α χαρών, καί ον τ«όι* δόρυ floi'pci chtuVeo, και <π* ῦαλάσση λοι*€θ σῶ»· σα*«Υυι* γυ/ι»τη»/ι*ιτκ* ά?ΓΤί»Λ<ρυ{ πὸρ Κὐτρις αραττεάι πλόον * \μ«<κ, οἐ·&ἐ χατίζιι άσπιλος, ον μ<λίης ποτί btvtrai άμφότ^ρον γὑπ ίγχος ίμόν πόλί κάλλος, όμόν ξίφος όπλ*το μορφή, καί βλιφιιροιν άκτιιχ ς «μοι γ*γαασ»ν ααττοί μαζος άκοχ-τίζα πλόον όγχιος' Iptpatις γαρ ἀιπι λοριθρασόος θαλαμήπολος <^λ*το Μορρςύς. μη Σπάρτης ίπίβηθι, μαχημοινς ἐχι ττολΐται χάλχ«ον (Γόος όχονσι κορνσσομόχης Λφροόιτης, μη at 8όρν κρατόονσα Τίώ πλήξα* σιληρψ. ον τόσον αίριάζβις, όσον όφρύςς- ον τόσον αίχμα* άχ-όρας οιτηζονοιν, όσον βάλλοι*σιν όπιοπαί*
8όρκ<ο αοι*ς θιράποχτας, νπολρηστηρας 'Kpurrwv, και θρασύ ν ανχόχα κάμφον άχικητω Κιιθςρςίη. Ψ:\ρ€ς, <χικΊ}θης, ότι χάλκιοι ιγγος ίάσας ν<βρι8α Χαλκομόλης γαμίην (ττιόνσατο Μορρςνς.” Κίττ« μόΟονς '/tXounja φιλομμίΐόης * Αφροδίτη, *:\ρ<α κιρτομόονσα γαμοστόλον, άγχι λί παντου καλλάφας άκόμκττον όπ* αίγιαλοΐο χιτώνα θαλπόμαος γλνκιρησι μ<ληόόσι λονσατο Μορρ·ι·ς, γυμνός όών φνχρη λί λόμας φαιόρννς θαλάσση, Otpfiov ίχιον Ι Ιαφίης ολίγον βόλος* όν όί ρείθροις *\νλ<όην IKtTtlHV *Κρνθραιην \\φρολιτην,
(ίσαΐιον, ότι Κιττρις άπόσπορός tern θαλάσσης· λοικτάμ€ΐχ>ς 8* άχ-όβαινς μ όλα ς πάλιν είχε 8ό μορφήν, ώς φύσις όβλάστησ€, και άνόρος ον λόμας άλμη, 532
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by the unarmed beauty of Chalcomedeia, and a word she said in mockery of her paramour—
164 “ Ares, you are beaten ! Morrheus has renounced war, and bears no corselet and no sword ; no, for love of a winsome woman he has cast the arms from his hands. You do the same—renounce vour own valiant spear, strip off your shields and bathe in the sea ! For Cypris. without battle plays the champion better than Ares. She needs no shield, she never wants the ashplant ; for my beauty is a spear for me, my fine shape also is my sword, the gleams of my eyes are my arrows. My breast lets fly a better shot than a javelin : for Morrheus has turned from a bold warrior to an amiable chamberlain ! Do not go near Sparta, where the warlike people have a bronze image of armed Aphrodite, lest spear in hand she strike you with your own steel ! You cannot shoot so straight as eyebrows do ; your spikes do not wound men as eyeshots do. Look at your servants, the lackeys of the Loves, and bow your bold neck to Cythereia the unconquerable. You are conquered, Ares ! For Morrheus has left his spear of bronze and donned the wedding fawnskin of Chalcomede.”
184	So smiling Aphrodite laughed, in mockery at Ares her lover and his battles.
185	Then Morrheus left his coat uncared-for on the seashore, glowing with sweet anxieties. Naked he bathed : the cool sea cleansed his body, but the Paphian’s tiny dart was hot within him. In the waters he prayed to Erythraian Aphrodite of India, for he had learnt that Cypris is the daughter of the sea ; but he came out still black from his bath, for his body was as nature had made it grow, and the
533
NONNOS
οι) χροιήν μ* τάμι ιφ* ν, ι ρινθαλίη ττ· μ iovaa
και κι vt ή χρό*ι λοΓ·σ#»* «π* ἐλττῶι*	γάρ 1U5
ιμιρόχις μοΥαιιγ φαι·ημιναι άζιγι κονρη'
και λι it to κόσμτμίι Λίμας yovtuSti ττ/ττλα»,
οΓοί' «σα» θιορηκσς α* ι φορςονοι μαχηται.
Ίσταμόνη ό’ άφΟαγγος ἐπ* ήόνος ιΐχ* σΐίυπην Χαλκομόάη όολόισσα· μπαστριφθιίσο Si κονρη 30Ο Μορρῖον ἐχλα0τ>ιο ααοφροι·ας tlXxtν άπινπας, αοκι πίς αιΑομιιπ] (χμας άιι'ρος’ tiaiSttiv γαρ άζιτο θήλνς tovaa λιλονμινον apotm κονρτη.
ΆΛΑ’ άτ» χιοροι· ΐρημον ιαίόρακιν α ρ μ* ιον «iW(, τολμηρήν παλάμην όρόγχον αιόήμοιι ινμφτη	30§
ιιματος αφανστοιο ααόά>ροιτ>ς ηφατο κονρης* καί π κι ν άμφίζακττοι* (Αωι> ιί*ηνοpi ΐχαμά» ννμ4*&ίιρ σπιιθήρ* βιήσατο θνιάλα κονρην πλΛπί τ*<· άχράντον* δράκων άνιπηλατο κόλπον, παρθινχκης άγάμοιο βοηθόος, άμφι St μ Ιτ μην	j |g
άμφιληφής κνκλοντο φιΛάκτορ* γα οτ όρος όλκίρ* ό(ΐ' Λι «η·ρίζοιπος· άσιγἡται»· ά?τό λαιρώΐ1 πίτραι όμνκηοαντο φόβιρ Λ’ «*λ«λι(<το Μορρεῖς αὐτ«Υιο»· μνκημα ιόθης ααλπι^η·ος άχσὑαΗ*, τταττταπχυ»· άγάμοιο προασπιστή ρα κορςιης	«||
και πρόμος αμείλικτος άιτπτοίηας μαχτγτήν, ονρήν άγκνλόκνκλον «π αἐχο*» φαντός «Λ«^ας. ιγγος ιχιυν στόμα λάβροι·’ ιτοξινοντα Si πολλοί ιον άκοιτίζοντις ιχιάιάμντις ά*στοί'
οι μιν άμιτρωτοιο όιαίσσοιτις όΟιίρης,	220
οι όι όρακοντοκόμοιο &«’ ι(ί«ος, οι ό' α πο κόλπον Άρια σνριζοιπις όβαχχινοιτο μαχηται.
*Οφρα μιν ι^φιλόφοιο προ άστιος ιστατο Μορρα·ς,
• kini thr lirtl .Vi (*« the IndtAD (Κττ·η ■*« thrn
γλΙ Wl 1.
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brine changed not the man’s body or his colour, itself red though it Avas.° So he washed his skin in a vain hope ; for he had wished to become snow-white, and so desirable to the virgin maid. He dressed himself in a snowy linen robe, such as soldiers always wear inside the mailcoat.
199 Chalcomede stood on the shore in silence without a word, full of her scheme. She turned aside from Morrheus unclad, withdrawing her modest looks, ashamed before the uncovered body of a man ; for the girl was abashed being a woman to look on a man after the bath.
204 But when Morrheus had seen a lonely spot suitable for lying do-vvii, he stretched out a daring hand towards the modest girl and caught the chaste maiden’s inviolate dress. And now he would have seized her and girt her about with a strong man’s arms, and ravished the maiden votary in the flame of a bridegroom’s desire; but a serpent darted out of her immaculate bosom to protect the virgin maid, and curled about her waist guarding her body all round with its belly’s coils. A sharp hiss issued unceasing from his throat and made the rocks resound. Morrheus trembled for fear when he heard the bello\v, coming out from the throat for all the \vorld like a trumpet, and saw this champion of unwedded maidenhood. The coiled defender terrified the man of war ; he curled his tail round the man’s neck in twisted coils, with his wild mouth for a lance, and many a snaky shaft came darting poison against him, some darting through her uncoifed hair, some from her snakeprotected loins, some from her breast, wild warriors hissing death.
223 While Morrheus remained in front of the tower-
535
NONNOS
Χολκομίόην όολό<σσον atnjviττον «ι* γάμον ῖΑνων, τάφρο, ht Βασσαρῶον στρατιής ινοπλος 'Κινώ 225 ΐγχος άτειρτριτος <ιλ*ί·ΐ7ο Arjpin&yof. και γάρ α υ’ Ονλνμττοιο Θορων ωκντττιρος 'Κρμής, άιτσνποΓ Ηρορίοιο φίρων Ινδαλμα ττροοώττον, Βαχχεὑπ όοιΛ*σσ«ν «λι;» στίχο μυσπΒί φωνή’ άαιμονιην όΐ γχη·οικις οτ* ΐκλνον Kwoi ἡνιό,	3)
«Κ eνα χώροι ικαιον από τρ<όόαη δἐ καμιζων
ΜαηχιΛιθ<ϋ»' όΛον <ί?ιτνς· «V ay*t?Aa «α'κΑα ιτιλεὑὁον
ήγογιν ώκιπτίόιΧος, ΐιος σχεδόν ῆ»« πνρτγων καί φυλάκων στοιχη&ον άκοιμήτοιοιν άττωηαΐς νήόνμον ίππον ιχιιπι ϊ ή τταιάιλγίι ροβόψ φώριος 'Κρμιίας, ττρόμος ιιτνχος’ ίζαπινης 5ί ΊιδοΓς μιν ζόφος ήιν, αῦπὸτοισ» ΙΙακχαις Φίγγος «τ;»· όλόκητον’ ό.όουττήτων &t γι/ναιχών Α άΟριος ήγιμόιιντ δι* άστιος άπτ η ρος * Ορμής*
235
χ*ιρΐ hi Οισττιαίτ) βριαρήν κλτ,ΐοα ττνλάων ήλιβότων unft, και ήίλιος ττιλι
240
Ήματιιμ· h* ότι %-νκτα φακοφόρος ήλασιν Έρμη*. Λ^/χάδης νπίροττλος ίχων ότίλιστον άηιλήν Μοσσαρίόων μόστιι «e λιττόπτολιν ιαμόν όόιτην. ως ό* ότι τις κατά »α**τα βαθιπτλοι*τοις tv όιτΐροις 245 τίρττιται όπρήκττοιαιν cV ιλπωρήσιν, άιιρων άφνιιαις παλάμβσι μιιχιάαόίου χνσιν όλβου, υττιολίων κτιάιχον άπατήλιον ίλπίόο βοσκών* αλλ' ότι φοιιομινης ροόο<ι6ίος ήριγιιτίτρ χάζιται ινκτιάι-οιο τταλίλλυτος όφις ovtipov, σνι· κ ι ιτ αϊ ς πολάμτμην ίγι ίριται, ovStv ocipajv, ρίφας κλιφινόων σκιοςιόία τίρφιν οιτίρων ως τότι Ληριάόης, art μιν ζόφος *1χ*ν άγικάς. τιρττιτο Βασσα pihaji ho κ ίων αχηόσσντον άγρην
250
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ing city, trying without success to drag the resourceful Chalcomede to his lust, the armed company of Bassarids was saved from the spear of untiring Deriades. For swiftwing Hermes came in haste from Olympos, wearing a semblance like the face of Bromios and summoned the whole company of Bacchants in his mystic voice. When the women heard the divine Euian sounds, they gathered into one place ; Swiftshoe brought them from the three-ways and led the whole tribe of Mainalids by crooked winding lanes until he was near the walls. Then furtive Hermeias^ the warrior by night, with his allcharming rod shed refreshing sleep on the unresting eyes of the guards in order. Suddenly for the Indians there was darkness, for the unseen Bacchants there was light unexpected. The women made no noise as Hermes led them secretly through the city without his wings. With his divine hand he opened the forbidding lock of the precipitous gates, and for the Bacchants the sun was there.
242 When Lightbringer Hermes had dispersed this night-by-day, haughty Deriades thwarted in his threats searched for the swarms of Bassarids λ\Ήο had just walked out of the city. As one dreaming in the night of boundless riches is happy in his unattainable hopes, and lifts in full hands the flood of wealth which will soon be gone, feeding the deceptive hope of his dream-fortune ; but when rosy dawn appears, the fortune of his dreams fades and vanishes like a vision, and he awakes with empty hands, holding nothing, and loses the shadowy happiness of his delusive dream : so then Deriades, while darkness covered the streets, was happy, thinking that he held the captive Bassarids ready to come hurrying to him
537
NONNOS
ημφΐ4π€ΐν ivroatitν €ίμγομ4νων rvAiwiwr.	Λ5
^ίκυδο/ιόψ awnpov ίχωκ σνιΜιόἐα νίκην ηλλ* art φςγγος ίλημφς, καί ονκίτι htpxtτο Βῶτχας, ῶς orap thpapt πάντα, καί in\t πίνθάόι φωνή, ως Λὁ *αί Φα/ίοιτι πὸοπτο ναι Λιοντίσα», Μαιναλῶας φυγάόας διζήμΜίος. ὑμό* δὲ πύργους xsq Ηοοσαρώ<ς «-«λάότμταν άνάμπνχ<ς Κΰά5ι φωνή.
\ηριάδης δ* tbiiuxt το ό<isTtpov. typtro δἐ /xw Καυκάσοι/ <V *ορνφηοιν άπηρρίφας πτςρον " Υπνον καί 5όλοΐ’ tj7tiροττηα μαθών xaxot ρη^ος "\\ρης Σ«ιτὴ*χ>ῖς «*δά*«ι·< τ?€ὸνζὁτας·, thpaxt ΙΙακ^ς 2J5 ππιρχομςιας α^λἡν' ά?τ«> τριόδων, ἀπὸ tnpyuir, και ϋαηίροι* xtipovra κ α* άμῶο^τα γνν-αΐχα? \ι,ρΜ&ψ *ιόηοιν όπίστιρον, όρ χαμοί 'Ιιδῶν, vita ό* tv Οαπ/όψ *α-ακιιμιιον ·ιμφί 0t ννμφαι ίγγνς ϊ σαν στιφανηδάν' ο δ* <ν στροφαλιγγι κοντής κίΐτο καρηβαρςων, ολιγοόρανίς άσΰμα τιταίνων, άφρον άκοντίζων χιονω&ςα, μάρτυρα λνσιτης* και φθοιιρής ηλιγξι δόλον δνσμήχανον *\\ρης, καί όολίην παράκοιτις· ϊμίμφατο xtvropt μνθω και νν xtv ajfAi'omoi ομάστιοι ’Ιαττετοίο	Τ75
*Vrrvov ομιχλτρντι κατςκληισσς βςράθρω,
(ι μη Ν νζ ixtrtvt, Θ ίων 8μήτ€ψα και ανόμων. και μόγις «Λἡνας ηλοόι χόλον ίαχτν Ἠprjm Ον πω ςμης Σμίλης ixoptatrao,
δνσμαχος *Ηρη,
«λλ’ «τι και φθιμάνη τάχα χακαι; ovSt και αὐτὴ 280 σόν κότον ίπρήυντν άτίρμονα ννμφώίη Φλόξ, λίκτρα διασκ£&άσασα Λιοβλῆτοιο θυωνης;
Ιι·δοπὸνῳ τ to μάχρις (πιβρίθί ι ς Λιοννσω;
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within closed gates, although his victory was a useless deceptive shadow ; but when the light came, and he saw no Bacchants, all was gone like a dream, and lie cried in a mournful voice, indignant with Zeus and Phaethon anil Dionysos, as he searched for the fugitive Mainalids. But around the walls the 13as-sarids unveiled shouted with Euian voice. Then Demades set out in pursuit for the second time.
262 Zeus awoke on the peaks of Caucasos and threw off the Ming of sleep. He understood the beguiling trick of Hera the mischiefmaker when he saw the Seilenoi in flight, when he saw the Bacchant women hurrying in herds from the threeways and the walls, and behind them the Indian chieftain Deriades, cutting down Satyrs and mowing down women ; he saw his own son lying upon the ground, and the nymphs all round him in a ring, but he lay in the whirling dust heavy-headed, half-fainting, breathing hard, sputtering white foam to witness his frenzy. Then Zeus disclosed Hera’s mischievous contrivance, and reproached his deceitful consort with stinging words. And now indeed he would have imprisoned Sleep in the darksome pit of gloom to dwell along with murky Iapetos,® but for the prayers of Night the vanquisher of gods and men. So Zeus calmed his savage resentment with difficulty, and cried out to Hera :
279	“ Have you not yet been cruel enough to my Semele, invincible Hera ? Must you still be bitter against her though dead ? So even the bridal flame itself could not assuage your unending rancour, when it scattered abroad the bed of Thyone struck by Zeus ! How long will you oppress Dionysos the
α One of the Titans imprisoned in Tartaros.
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NONNOS
u£«o σονς πρητι'ρονς π*ίλιν άκμοινς ιίσίτι Ktivot, tiatTi μοι τraptaaiv άρηγόιτς, ονς τύχη όησας 2*4 νμιτ/ροις ίαφιγξα· σύ ό άστατος ιφοθι γαιης αίθι’ρι και ι·^κλψτι μςτάραιον 4Ϊχις ανάγκην· και θρασνς ί* ινξχλησι π*ριπΧοκοι· ιφοθι γαίης Ανομίαν tlSev ’ \ρΐ)ς at, *αι ον χραίσμησι τίκονση' ον πνριπις ΊΙ^αιστος ίττηρκισςν ον όνινται γάρ 280
τλήμιναι αιθαΑῶιπος όη σπινθήρα κ ι ρα νιν ν. ό ι,οιο α ας παλάμης χρνοίω πάλιν ηΟαΑι Αιαμιό " \ptα δ* άρρηγόισσιν άλνκτοπιόησι πὡὺσα»	293
ιις τροχόν αντοκνλιστον όμόόρομον, οϊος άλητης 2Μ Γαηταλος ψρόφοιτος η *1 ξίων μ< ταινστης· και μιν muA^ipoiOir αΛον πΧηγησιν ιμάσσω,	1W
tiaoKt iitcntrtitv *μός πάις ν**ας Ιὡῶι».	^
αΛλἀ τ€ΐΰ Κρονιιννι χαριζίαι, αι *tv ίλάσσης ΑΐΗίϊτηι* όριπτοίητον ιμασσομ/ινυ Λιοκὐτον, μηδ* Χίπης κοτίοιπα τ<όν πόσιν, άΛΛἀ μαλοΰσα 2Μ> Ιιἡνὑμ άκίχητος υπό κλ/τας ινβοτον όλης Βάκ^ιμ μαζόν όρ<ζον 4μην fitra μητίρα Τεῖςν, όφρα TiXtioripoiaiv ίοις στojiartaaiv άρνσση σην σ μην ραθάμιγγα rpoipnjrtipav *Ολυμπου, και βατόν αίΟιρα Τ4ΐξον ιπιχϋοιίω Αιοινσψ' νμιτίρω Si γάλακτι St μας χρίσασα Λ ναῶν σβίσσον άμιρσινόοιο SvatiSta Χνματα νούσου. και σοι ίπητνιχο γ*ρας όςιοι·· νμιτίρη γαρ στηρίξω κατ* ΌΧνμπον t οι κότα κύκλον Ιόρση, Ήραιοιο γάλακτος όπωννμον, όφρα γεραίρω	310
ικμάϊκι πασιμέλουσα*' άλίξικάκον σ/ο μαζοΰ*
* Ιχιοη. for attemptmjt to \ untie Hera. «a» bound in Tartan» to t wheel which tum» nrrlutingtj; no «uch
punishment is elscwhrrt asmbrd to Tantaioi.
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Indianslayer ? Do not forget those stones of long ago ! I have them still, I have them ready for use —the ones I tied fast on to your feet : there you dangled in the sky and the clouds high above the earth, and suffered tortures ! Bold Ares saw you tied up and wrapt in clouds high above the earth, but he could not help his mother. Fiery Hephaistos could not help, for he cannot stand one spark of blazing thunderbolt. I will tie up your hands again in that same old golden chain. Ares I will fasten with galling fetters unbreakable to whirl upon a selfrolling wheel, to run with him, like a Tantalos travelling the skies or a banished Ixion n : Ι Λνίΐΐ flog him all over with stripes incurable until my son shall conquer the sons of India.
298	“ But how kind you would be to your Cronion, if you will only drive that distracting madness from tormented Dionysos ! Do not fail your provoked husband ; but go uncaught to the fertile slope of the woodland pastures of India, and offer your breast to Bacchos as once did my mother Rheia ; let him draw with his lips older grown your holy drops, and by that draught lead him on the way to Olympos and make heaven lawful ground for the feet of earthborn Dionysos ! b Anoint with your milk the body of Lyaios, and cleanse the ugly stains of mind-robbing disease. And I offer you a worthy reward ; for I will place in Olympos a circle, image of that flow c named after Hera’s milk, to honour the allfamous sap of your saviour breast. Only I pray you beware of the
b It was a rite of adoption ; Nonnos makes it also a process of healing.
« The Milky Way. Usually it is milk fallen from Hera’s breast, but stories differ somewhat as to the occasion.
5»
NONNOS
μοθι·ον /μοι πιφνλαζο Auk φιλήτ* κιχ>ν am ίλην, μηό< πάλιν Λοληι άλλον	Ammwo».”
*11ί 4ΐπών ττροίηκι παλιγκοτον ιύνίτιν Ἠρην Ηα*·χ< ὑμ· κακοτητος άλι£ήτ4ΐραν άιτίγκτ],
Γλαον tvavrqrov άτνζομίικυ λιοννσω, όφρα όίμας Μρομίοιο γαλαζαιησιν ιίρσαις χ<ιρ* ir<p<xpiatu θιοτριφίων αιτἀ μαζών.
• 11/11} ό· ου* άμ/ληοίν· άκίσσιπόικΗΟ δἐ ῦηλός Ottmaijj ραθάμιγγι hi μας χρίοααα Λ ναιον άγρια όαιμοιιης άπίοιισατο λύματα λόσσης’ και άίόνμον φθόνον * \χ* ν ιστοκλίιττοντι προσώπω ήνορόην όρόωσα καί άγλαίην Λιοιαίσου, καί φθοι^ραις παλάμησι μ<μηνότχκ ήφατο Βάχ^ου* άμφι όί ο* στομάτισσιν αι* ιριχτσησα χιτώνας άμβροσίης πλήθουσαν ίήν γνμνωσατο θηλήν, Θλιβομίνην βλνζουσα χνσιν ζηλήμονι μαζω καί μιν άιτζιίτγρηο€ * ταννπληκάμον δἐ Λ ναίου όμμασι μηκιόαίΌΪσι τόσην όιιμότpttv ήβην,
11 ποτ ι τηλίκον «Ιδος ίπι χθοιτη τίκ€ γαστήρ, it τόσος τμν Άμτ/ς ίγγσπάλος, «ι τοσος 'Ερμής, 4ΐ Φαίθων ττεΛί τοῖο»' η ίμι ρόφωίΌς Απόλλων καί μιν *χ4ΐν μςνόαιιιν <ν αιθιρι νυμφίον Ί\βης, 4ι μή οι KaTi'vtvOi μιτα χροι·ον νφιμόόων Ζεὺς μόρσιμον ’ ΪΙρακλήα δι*ωλ<κα4θλον άκοίτην.
*11 μίν άλςζήσασα πόνον ραιιωὅια Ι Ιά* jut· νψιφαχ·ης άι·4βαιντ τό (χύτιρον 4ις χορόν άστρων, μή στρατιήν άονόηρον ίσαθριμτη λιοιισον μαρναμόνην νάρθηκι και άμπίλόςντι κορνμβω, και προμάχους κταμίιους όλίγω ρηξήιορι θνρσω.
Ονόί μάχης άμόλησι λιός πάις, άλλα μαχητας θωρήζας παλΐιορσος άγίστρατόν Ζαχ( φωνήν, χ€ΐρι Ειγαντοφόνοι ταμίσιχροα κισσόν ίλίσαων 512
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menace of Zeus, and stretch again no other net of deceit for Dionysos his beloved son.”
314 So saying, he dismissed his resentful consort Hera, to heal the trouble of Bacchos against her will, to be gracious and friendly towards afflicted Dionysos, that her hands might salve the body of Bromios with the milky dew from her godnursing breasts.
319 Hera did not disobey. She anointed the body of Lyaios with the divine drops of her painhealing teat, and wiped away the stains of the wild divine frenzy. When she saw the manhood and radiance of Dionysos and touched mad Bacchos with grudging hands, she felt a double jealousy although her face hid it. She opened her dress on both sides for his lips, and bared her teats full of ambrosia, pressing the jealous breast to let the milk flow, and brought him back to life. With her great eyes she measured all the youthful strength of longhaired Lyaios, wondering if ever mortal mother brought forth such a shape, if shakespear Ares was so tall as this, if Hermes, if Phaethon was such, or sweetvoiced Apollo; and she wished him in heaven as Hebe’s bridegroom, had not Zeus our Lord on High ordained that in days to come twelvelabour Heracles was fated to be her husband.
336 She then, after healing the madness of Bacchos, returned again to the company of the stars on high, that she might not see the weaponless army of Dionysos fighting with fennel and bundles of vine, and killing warriors with a little manbreaking thyrsus.
341	Now the son of Zeus did not neglect the battle. He appeared once more and armed his soldiers ; he waved the fleshcutting ivy in giantslaying hand, and summoned the host again with cries :
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Μαρσαλιυι μάριηοΗι το Oivrtpov-
«V mvWpotf yap
/,<ύς πάλιν ημιίιυν τρόμος ΐσταται, ιέέ» Βἐκχω ιλαος, ονρανόθιν &€ προα€τπιζο»ν AiotVxrov ιι0αι«α*τω»· χορος ὐλ##, και oiWti χώςται "ΙΙρη τίς στ* ροπή KpoiiSao μαχίσσιται; η πότς OftAot O νο μ 4 κεν μιμιοι>σι κορι·σσομι uxo mpaviov,
Ισος <μφ ytvi τἡρ* φαπ σομαι «V πολόμοις γαρ
Γητγ·Μας Τιττμ·ας· «μ«>ν ιΐκησί Kpon'utr, μκησιυ «ται iyu/)t ^αραι^Ηωΐ' ·μ»υς Ίιόώι <η]μ*ρον άΟρησητ* κορνμβο4>ορον μετ α ι ύτην Λ»)ρ*άόψ· Ιχιτην βραόυπ*ιθ*α, καί χορόν Ιιδῶν ar^Vi'a όοχμιΰσαιπα )·»ιΛγιμιμιι Αιυκυσω,
*α* ποταμόν /ι«<?ἐττο»*τα	ίΛ,*τφαΑ< c hwor ὑΟα>ρ
(ιιτιὅιους 3* ά*!ι<οϋ* τ apt ι κρητηρι Λ ναιου (ανθόν vbojp πάτΗτας ἀ ιτ* οιιοπόρου ττσταμοίο, καί Ορασύν ΙitV»» atntrra, ναττὴ«το»> oimi κισσό», ΙλλίΙμιιον Γίταλχοι vai άρτηλόπτι κορνμβψ,
«Γχ*λα ϊχαμά φόροντα, τά rep μ#τα κύματα Χνσσης Νι·σιάδ^ς βοόοΗ7ι θ*οtlairι Ννμφα,ι, άλκης ημιτόρης ίπιμάρτνρςς, όππόπ κισσού όγχονίψ αφίγζασα Ονημάχον άιιρα 6*σμψ Άρραβίην ἐφοβτμτο ἐμ ἡ θρασνςργός όπωρη, άμματι βοτρι·οςχπι ὸναζομο·ου Ανκοοργον. αλλά τόσου μι τα κνκλα κνλιι·Οομ/νο«ο κνόαμον ληιόα όνσμιneut σνλι/σατ« καί κτίρας άλμης, μαρμαρόας λάιγγας, ι μην δ* ἐπι μητόρα '\*€ιην ίλκομόι·ας πλοκάμοιο μίταση’/σασϋί γνταΰτας* και προμάχους τίσασΗ* btdotστότας, ὧν «ττι πότμοί Τ(ίρομαι όξίίησι μ·ληθοσιι tv κρα&ίΐ) δἐ αρόοτιρο»’ κοτίιυ τε και αχι·νμαι, όττι Soxtvut Αηριάόη%· ζώοιπα και άκτίρόιστόν Όφόλτην,
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344	“ Courage, to battle once more ! Zeus again stands in our front for the fight ; he is gracious to Bacchos his son, and the company of the immortals has come from heaven to defend Dionysos. Hera is no longer our enemy. Who will fight with the lightning of Cronides ? When will cowardly enemies stand if the thunderbolt is ready ? I will show myself equal to my Father. Cronion my father conquered Earth’s brood, the Titans, in battle : I also will conquer the earthborn nation of Indians !
353 “ This day after the victory of the vinebearers behold obstinate Deriades a supplicant, and the Indian host bending the neck before peaceful Dionysos, and the river rolling the staggering liquor of Euios ! You shall see our adversaries beside the mixing-bo\vl of Dionysos quaffing ruddy water out of the winerunning-river ; and the bold Indian king, fettered with ivy and vineclusters, rolling among leaves and clusters of grapes, wearing fetters like those which the divine Nysiad nymphs, now that the surges of madness are over, still tell of: those witnesses of my prowess, when my strong and potent fruitage throttled with a noose of ivy the man who fought against the gods and frightened Arabia, when Lycurg os was constrained by bonds of vine.
367	“ At last after so many periods of rolling conflict, seize the booty of your enemies, and those shining stones the glory of the sea ! Drag off the women by the hair and take them to Rheia my mother! Take your vengeance for our fallen warriors, whose fate afflicts me with sharp pangs. In my heart is both anger and sorrow, that I see Deriades alive and Opheltes unburied, reproaching after death the
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μιμφόμααν μετ α ττιίτμον αιργια χιΐρα Λναίον Γ·& ovKtrt KfixV/ii'r; θωρηαοιται, <η·*/τι $4ίλη ptipiarru ' Αλκιμάχΐία όορνασόο*' ΐΛΛΰ *αί αιττός \ ιβίαλας ό/όμητο, κ αι tlatn Ον pan* ipVKui,
•Λίτομαι μιτά bijpiv *Aptaropa, μη και άκούση, ηττι Oaitl/v ονχ tvptv άρηγόια μ κ ρος ’Οφίλτη*' 390 ον 8ΐΊαμαι Κρήτη* Κορνβαντί8ο* αστυ nt ρήσοι, μή γ* it τη* * Α yt λα ος οΛιαΛότα παῖΛα γοτ/ση.
Αίσιος ολλυμιΊαιο φόίχ>* ιτρτοιτον curotiu/r* αιίΗομαι Miru>t όαημηηι ·\ κλισίη γαρ Άστίριο* fioytti β< βολημι\χ>*, ο** πλιον άλλων j.^6 ρναομαι’ Κνρΰτττη* yap tytt γΐΐΌ*' αλλά σοιοσος ινχττιμοί' αρημίοίτα πάλιν ytt-ιτηρι κομισσαι ττηαν 4μοι· μιτα 8ήριι·, ora/ί μή Κόσμος άκονση Χστῖμο»' ^*ατ«ο»τα Χιττοτττολιμον Διονύσου, άλλα rtLW μάριπαΟ*, καί tly ·Υι πάσα άρήζο», rixTaaruuv tin μονιαν αττο·ττιιιας όλιτηρα.'
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idle hand of Lyaios. Codone arms herself no longer, poor Alcimacheia fights no more brandishing her spear ; nay, even Aibialos has fallen, and still I hold back my thyrsus. I am ashamed after the battle to think of Arestor," lest he should hear that Opheltes at the instant of death found none to help him. I cannot traverse the Corybantian city of Crete,b lest Agelaos the father should lament for his dead son, if he hears that Antheus perished unavenged. 1 am ashamed to show myself to Minos, for Asterios lies in his hut suffering and wounded, whom more than any I will succour, since he has in him the blood of Europa ; surely I will bring home my own kinsman safe and sound from the war, and give him back to his father, that Cadmos may never hear that Asterios looked in vain for runaway Dionysos. Come, to the battle again ! In one I will defend all, when I have killed the one who destroyed so many.”
a Father of Opheltes.
6 Lyctos, from which Antheus came.
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